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Ill 


*  *  T  too,  my  Lord^ '  am  not  ashamed  to  be  the  owner  of  a  good  horse/  **  said  Mr.  PuiroH,  patting  the  spotted  flanks  of 
JL    his  own  immortal  and  inyincible  steed,  and  addressing  the  lucky  owner  of  the  triply  yictorious  Ladas. 

The  scene  was  the  loose  box  of  the  Spotted  One.  The  Lord  of  fleet  Street,  Everywhere,  and  the  Adjacent  Islands, 
was  piloting  the  Lord  of  Dalmeny,  and  the  liberal  Party,  round  his  stables. 

The  smooth-faced  and  youthful-looking  riyal  of  Albxandeb  of  Macedon  fixed  his  steady  eyes  almost  enyiously  on  the 
Steed  of  Steeds.  "  Humph  !  "  he  murmured.  "  A  blend  of  Bwcephdlui,  Pegasm,  Ladas ^  and  Sinon's  Trojan  '  crack  ' ! ! 
Something  like  a  Fayourite  I !  1  Are  you  disposed  to  make  a  match,  oyer  any  course  you  like,  for  any  stakes  you  please, 
Mr.  Punch  ?    Weight  for  age  of  coarse !  ** 

"  I  love  Sport  and  hate  Speculation,"  answered  the  owner  of  the  Spotted  One,  simply. 

"  Ah !  "  began  the  owner  otLadas,  "  the  Nonconformist  Oonsdenoe *' 

"Hates  both,**  interjected  Mr.  Punch.  ''There's  the  difference!  I'm  with  it  in  deuoimoiug  gambling;  dead 
against  it  spitting  sectarian  spleen  at  honest  sport.  What  you  aptly  called  the  Blue-Book  and  Biscuit  ^eory  of  life  is  not 
mine.  But  I  'ye  no  desire  to  make  Spots  '  a  contemptible  method  of  appropriating  other  people's  money.'  Besides,  my  Pbih- 
BOSE,  even  Ladas  wouldn't  haye  a  look-in  with  him,  and  he  couldn't  be  handicapped  down  to  Matchbox.** 

*'  I  suppose  not,"  responded  Bonny  Dalmbnt,  meditatiyely.  "  One  doesn't  pit  Pegasus  against  a  mere  Derby 
champion,  eh  ?    If  you  did,  'twere  easy  to  *  spot  the  winner '  I  " 

"  Did  I  race  him,  the  winner  would  always  be  spotted,"  chuckled  the  Sage,  stroking  the  Steed  of  Steeds  affectionately. 

**  Ah !  might  call  that  the  8poP4troh$ !  "  muttered  the  graye-eyed  Peer,  fiadling — with  a  blush — ^into  the  light,  jesting 
mood  so  objectionable  to  the  heayy-handed  Hugh  Price-Hugheses  of  his  par^.  He  glanced  round  furtiyely,  to  make  sure 
he  was  not  oyerheard  by  some  eayesdropping  member  of  the  great  Anti-LEtughter  League.  '<  Who  are  these,  Mr.  Punch  ?  " 
he  queried,  sotto  voce,  pointing  to  two  somewhat  shadowy  shapes,  both  in  classic  costume,  and  one  (a  lithe,  athletic  figure, 
with  a  pose  like  that  of  the  herald  Mercury)  in  remarkably  little  of  it 

Tho  shorter,  yet  somewhat  more  stately  and  impressiye  of  the  two,  responded.  ''  The  Shades  are  sombre,  and 
Charon's  Ghosts  are  generally  graye ;  but  it  were  '  bad  form  '  to  bring  the  gloom  of  the  Stygian  groyes  into  the  stables  of 
Mr.  Punch." 

"  The  Mighty  Macedonian,  I  presume  ?  "  said  Mr.  Punch,  bowing  with  more  than  Stanleyish  grace. 

Alexandbb  nodded  assent  "  Very  nice  of  you,"  he  said,  turning  to  Mr.  Punch's  guest»  "  to  name  your  fleet  runner 
after  mine,  my  Lord  I     Pity  you  haye  not  any  MiaoHs  to  immortalise  your  great  men — and  horses." 

"  Humph !  "  said  Mr.  Punch.  "  We  are  certainly  not  strong  in  sculpture,  just  at  present  But  I  'd  back  my  own 
classic  and  scidpturesque  Oartoonist  against  all  your  Mtbons  at '  immortalising '  Me  and  my  Spotted  One — in  black  and 
white,  which  perhaps  is  sometimes  better  than  brass,  whateyer  Academies  may  think !  " 
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The  Macedonian  bowed  in  reapeotftil  assent  "  Phidias  himself/'  he  said,  "  would  cordiallj  have  shaken  hands  with 
your  world-renowned  artists.    But  we  managed  these  things  differently  in  Greece ! " 

"  Fiwy.**  said  Ladas,  with  emphasis.  "  Would  herald-honour,  a  laurel,  a  pine,  or  a  parsley  crown,  even  plus  a  brazen 
statue  on  the  Thames  Embankment,  satisfy  your  '  Sportsmen,'  whether  patrons  or  competitors  ?  " 

"  I  fear  not,"  said  Mr.  Punch,  pensively.  "  I  fear  that  what  jovial  Sir  John  Astlet  calls '  the  merry  monk*  hath 
too  great  charms  for  our  Alexandbbs  and  Ladases.  So  far  the  rather  queasy  and  querulous  Nonconformist  Conscience  is  in 
the  right  of  it.    Orasping  greed  and  sordid  speculation  are  our  true  spoil-sports  I  ** 

"  A  good  horse,"  said  the  Macedonian,  "  is  only  second  in  interest  to  a  '  good  man ' — ^in  the  sporting,  not  the  ethical, 
sense  bien  enUndu.    Bucephalus  was  a  good  horse.     So  is  Ladas.    So,  in  exceUis,  is  the  Spotted  One !  " 

"  Pity  you  can't  put  him  to  the  stud,  Mr.  Punch,"  interjected  the  PfiEHrsR.  "  That  would  indeed  effect  what  our 
chaffing  Chapons  humorously  '  spoof*  about,  namely,  *  improve  the  breed  of  horses.*  ** 

They  all,  Sage,  Statesman,  and  Shades,  laughed  aloud  at  this.  Even  the  Spotted  One  whinnied  joyously,  and  Tobt 
yapped  gleeful  derision,  at  a  fine  old  crusted  sample  of  conventional  cant. 

"  The  Horse,"  said  Mb.  Punch,  drily,  "  is  (as  the  classic  quotation  hath  it) '  a  noble  creature,'  and  very  useful  to  Man, 
'  but  if  you  treat  him  badly'  [Lb.  as  a  mere  medium  for  greedy  and  dishonest  gambling),  *he  will  not  do  bo*  Your  ultra-PuritaD 
is  a  *  prig '  of  one  sort.  But  unfortunately  your  Sportsman  is  too  often  a  '  prig '  of  another.  Down  with  both !  PfitMROss, 
my  fortunate  triple-eventer,  you  are  Reformer  as  well  as  Sportsman.  If  you  can  reform  in  Sport  as  well  as  Politics,  you  'U 
'  cut  the  record,'  conciliate  the  Nonconformist  Conscience,  and  deserve  a  Myron  statue,  not  brazen  but  golden,  as  the  modern 
Hercules,  cleansing  the  Augean  Stables  of  Turf  corruption,  a  corruption  crescent  and  clinging,  ugly  and  ubiquitous,  creeping 
upwards  and  downwards,  from  Publican  to  Peer,  and  from  Betting-man  to  Boot-black !  " 

"  And  then,"  said  Olympian  Ladas,  smiling,  "  the  suitable  reward  of  the  victors  in  your  games  will  be,  not  a  parsley 
but  a  Primrose  crown !  " 

**  Euge,  Laconian  !  "  cried  Punchids,  admiringly.  "  Meanwhile  I  '11  present  each  of  you  with  that  best  Sportsman's 
Book,  truest  Turf-Orade,  and  most  trustworthy  Tipster*s  Guide,  which  is  published  twice  a  year  by  the  owner  of  that  real 
•  Horse  of  the  Century,'  my  champion  '  Spotted  One  '  I " 

And  therewith  Mr.  Punoh  handed  to  each  of  his  visitors  a  handsomely  bound  copy  of  his 
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8TRAZOHT. 

Huntsman  (to  Boy,  who  is  riding  Ms  Second  ITond).  "  Hi,  thekb  !    What  the  doosk  abb  tbr  doin*  of  with  teat  Second  'Oas  t " 
Boy  (Irish,  arid  only  just  come  to  the  Hunt  Htables  from  a  Racing  Bstablishmeni).  <' Abrah  TfliK,  if  oi  roidbs  oi  moidbs  to  Win  !  akd 

PIVIL  A  SeOOND  18  HB  GOIW'  TO  BE  AT  ALL,   AT  ALL  I  !  "  


ACEOSnO  APPRE- 
CIATIONS. 

THE  80H0OLBOY. 

Chbistmajb  brings 
Holidays, 
Hipping  tilings 
I  can  praise ; 
See  me  cram 
Tarts  and  sweets, 
Mince  pies,  jam, 
Awful  treats. 
Such   tuck    shops  in 
London  streets  I 

THE  8TOX7T  MAN. 

Christmas!    0 
Hateful  time ! 
Bain  and  snow, 
Ice  and  rime. 
Slip  about. 
Tumble  down ; 
Man,  when  stout, 
Ain't  a  clown. 
Skate  ?    What,  break 
the  ioe  and  drown  ? 

THE  SUFEBIOB 
YOXTTH. 

Christmas!    Some 
Hell  entrance. 
Bot !    Now  come 
I  don't  dance. 
Shouldn't  try ; 
Thouffh  you  're  seen 
Men  like  I, 
Ag^  eighteen, 
Skip  and  caper— they 
were  green. 


NOCTU&ME    IN    THS    OLD    KENT    BOAD. 
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ACROSTIC  APPRE- 
CIATIONS. 

PATEBFA1IILIA8. 

Christmas,  you 
Harass  me  ; 
Rent  is  duo 
I  can  see; 

School  Board  rates ; 
Taxes.    £h  P 
Man  that  waits — 
Ace.  to  pay  ? 
Such  a  spending  day 
by  day ! 

THE  ELDERLY 
CHABMEB. 

Christmas—  dond, 
Had  its  day ! 
Romping  fun 
Is,  men  say, 
SQly— so 
They  must  deem 
Mistletoe. 
All  men  seem 
Simply  scared  by  love's 
young  dream. 

THE  DYSrEPTIC. 

Christmas  fare 
Hence  I    A  treat 
Rich  and  rare  P 
I  can't  rat 
Simple  beef, 
Turkey  roast; 
Mince  pies— grief  I 
At  the  mo^t 
Shall  I  take  some  plain 
dry  toast 
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l{t  H\jalc-M .  ^  Scrtamloa  f^cal  Gmty.  S  ruMttv . 


j^  tfifotic  i)rjffia  at  t)ii%ft wal  Viutrt .' 
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OLD   PODLEE'S  PREDICTIONS  FOR   1894. 

HIS  NINETY-SBVENTH  ANNUAL  ADBKESS. 

Yet  once  more,  Reader,  doth  Old  Podleb  assume  his  prophetic 
pen  and  essay  to  probe  the  unfathomable  veil  of  Futurity  I  He  is 
not  so  young  as  he  used  to  be,  and  the  early  date  at  which  this 
Almanack  ^oes  to  press  renders  his  task  more  arduous  than  what 
it  has  been  in  the  habit  of  being  in  days  of  yore.  Consequently, 
this  year  he  will  not  attempt  to  forecast  coming  events  for  the 
entire  Universe  as  on  previous  occasions,  but  intends  to  restrict  his 
vision  entirely  to  the  destinies  of  the  great  Metropolis  in  which  he 
pursues  his  scientific  avocations.  R^ers  are  kindly  requested  not 
to  call  upon  Old  Podleb  at  the  Punch  office,  as  he  does  not  reside 
there,  and  it  only  worries  the  Proprietors,  and  might  terminate  in 
his  services  being  abruptly  dispensed  with.    But  to  our  task. 


January. — ^At  the  period  of  Lunation  Jupiter  will  be  setting  in 
the  middle  of  Soorpio,  the  end  of  which  will^  be  rising,  when 
Jupiter  will  be  himself  in  the  ascendant,  which  Old  Fodleb 
very  much  fears  presignifiee  grave  internal  complications  in  the 
mechanism  of  the  Automatic  Sweetmeat  Machines  at  one  or  more 
of  the  principal  Underground  Railway  Stations.  Uranus,  in  a 
quiutile  aspect  with  the  Sun  and  Moon,  now  places  Piccadilly 
and  afflicts  the  Beadle  of  a  well-known  Arcade  with  chickenpox. 
Jupiter  approaching  Taurus  is  fraught  with  evil  for  the  Clown  at 
Drury  Lane  Pantomime  and  the  Archbishop  of  Cantebbubt,  who 
are  warned  to  abstain  from  acidulated  drops.  Male  persons  whose 
birth  occurred  between  ten  and  seventeen  years  a^o  may  expect 
towuds  the  end  of  the  month  a  complete  change  m  their  haoits 
and  surroundings,  and— unless  Old  Podleb  is  greatly  deceived — 
tiie  change  will  not  be  for  the  better. 


«<IN    WHICH    THE    WHOLE    STRENGTH 

Stage  Manager  at  Amateur  HeJiearsal  {interrupting),  "Stop  a  minute- 


OF    THE    COMPAmr    WILL    APPEAR." 

-that  won't  do  at  all  !    This  is  our  last  Rehearsal,  y<  u 

KNOW,    AND  WE  MUST  GET   IT   RIGHT.       WhBN  SiR  UiLARY  ENTEIIS,    AND    RAYS,    *  SURRENDER    YOUR  LOVELY  BURDEN,    MY   LORD  !  *   ARAMIKTA 
HAS  FAINTED,   AND  LORD  SANSFOT  18  CARRYING  HER   IN  HIS  ARMS   INTO  THE  COTTAOE.      NoW  THEN,   AGAIN,    PLEASE  I  " 


A  NEW  YEAR'S  GREETING. 
"  Jan.  1.    M.    Queen's  Taxes,  &o.,  due."— J^ira^  £ntrg  in  Almanack  for  189i. 
Bills  due  were  falling  fast,  my  cash  appeared  to  sink, 
I  heard  the  bell,  pulled  hard,  go  tinkle-tinklo-tink ! 
And  looking  out  o*  window,  I  gloomily  espied 
A  smart  Queen*  s-Tax  Collector,  with  ink-nom  at  his  side. 
*•  What  ails  thee,  man  P  "  I  cried.     **  Whj  pull  so  at  my  bell  P  " 
The  man*B  response  like  lead  upon  my  spirit  fell : 
**  *Appy  New  xear  I  *'  he  smirked ;  **  and  many  on  *em  too ! 
Vvt  called  for  the  Queen's  Taxes,  which  same  to-day  falls  due!** 


Adapted  Proverbs  for  SnooTERs.  {Bt/  an  enthusiast  for  Jong 
daya.)— It  *s  never  too  late  to  end.  Fire  in  haste  and  vent  your 
^ispleasure  (on  your  gim). 


OLD  PODLER'S  PREDICTIONS  FOR  1894. 

February, — The  Sun,  Moon,  Mercury,  Venus,  and  Herschel  will 
all  be  in  the  dth  house  together,  which  being  so  fully  occupied,  we 
may  expect  grave  scan^ls  affecting  a  certain  institution  which 
Old  Pooler  does  not  feel  himself  at  liberty  to  particularise  more 
fully.  Venus  in  the  3rd  will  trouble  the  Shaftesbury  Memorial 
Fountain,  which  will  be  the  object  of  anonymous  letters  attacking 
its  re9i)ectability.  About  the  middle  of  the  month  there  will  be  an 
epidemic  of  swine  fever  in  the  Lowthcr  Arcade.  Parliament  will 
re-assemble,  and  the  neighbourhood  of  Westminster  will  be 
startled  by  some  serious  escapes  of  gas  in  the  immediate  vicinity. 
The  passage  of  Uranus  through  Loo  convulses  Clapham  to  its 
founoations.  g     ^^  ^^  ^^  ■  ^^ 

Weather  sultry,  with  frosts  (locally)<j  by  VrrOOQ IC 


PREHISTORIC    PEEPS.-THE    FIRST    HANSOMB|g|t|zed  by  LjQO^lC 
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HAECOUBTIANA. 

[''In  pursuance  of  the  mission  undertaken  in  the  middle  of  the 
last  century  we  have  reached  the  district  of  the  New  Forest,  and 
have  availed  ourselves  of  the  opportunity  of  examining,  collating, 
and  editing  the  rich  store  of  Jiistorical  MS.  garnered  by  the 
eminent  statesman  whose  career  shed  lustre  on  the  closing  years 
of  the  reign  of  Victoeia.  The  student  familiar  with  the  style  and 
method  of  the  Due  de  la  Boghefoucauld,  will  probably  observe 
in  the  essays  we  have  rescued  from  obscurity  some  evidence  of  that 
philosopher's  influence.  But  the  Squire  of  Malwood,  though  an 
apt  pupil,  was  a  master  spirit,  and  nis  axioms  are  all  his  own.*' 
— Extract  from  the  Report  of  the  Royal  Commission  on  Historical 
MSS,  presented  to  Parliament  in  the  Session  of  1993.] 

Mb.  Punch,  as  usual  up  to  date,  and  occasionally  (as  in  this 
instance)  a  oentury  ahead  of  it,  has  had  the  good  fortune  to  secure 


an  advance  copy  of  this  Report,  from  which  ho  is  permitted  to 
make  a  few  excerpts.  They  will  be  found  scattered  over  succeeding 
pages  as  salt  is  sprinkled  over  a  salad. 

The  desire  of  not  appearing  to  be  a  person  of  ability  sometimes 
prevents  our  acquiring  that  reputation.  Modesty  should  bo  Iho 
Handmaid,  not  the  Mistress,  of  Capacity.— ^Tarcotir^  MS. 

WEATHER  WISDOM. 
A  BOUTUEULY  wind  and  a  cloudy  sky 

May  proclaim  a  hunting  morning. 
But  I  don*t  heed  the  mad  ''  proclamation,**  not  1 1 
To  my  pet  easv-chair  and  the  fireside  /  fly, 

•*  T?he  horn, '  and  the  rest  of  it  scorning. 
To  the  wind  and  the  wet  fools  may  show  a  brave  front. 
But  I  'm  happy  to  say  I  am  **  not  in  the  hunt  I  " 


« TAKEN    AND    OFF." 

Jones,  much  annoyed  at  his  Ducrtno,  has  the  extra  irritation  of  finding  himself  the  Object  of  Interest  to  an 

Amateur  Photographer  ! 


OLD  PODLEFS  PREDICTIONS  FOE  1894. 
March  will— so  far  as  Old  Podleb  is  enabled  to  decipher  the 
voices  of  the  stars  correctly,  which,  at  his  age  and  experience, 
he  ought  to  it— be  a  singularly  quiet  and  uneventful  month. 
Jupiter,  he  is  sorry  to  say,  will  be  elevated,  and  Mars  in  an 
Oriental  position;  but  this,  on  the  whole,  is  unimportant. 
Nevertheless  it  would  not  surprise  Old  Podler  to  find  Primrose 
Hill  developing,  on  or  about  the  10th,  into  an  active  volcano, 
while  the  passage  of  Mars  through  Capricorn  will  not  improbably 
produce  a  simoom  on  the  Serpentine.  The  Shaftesbury  Memorial 
Fountain  is  still  under  the  ban  of  Venus. 


LUTES  BY  A  LOOIOALLY -MINDED  MAN. 

One  advi»rti«nn^  formula  my  fancy  alwavs  tickles ; 

'Tis  •«  If  you  like  the  Kibosh  Sauce,  try  the  Kibosh  Pickles  I ' 

It  seems  ridiculous  advice  to  give  a  man  and  brother. 

To  teU  him  if  he  likes  one  thing,  to  up  and  eai— anof  A«r  / 


OLD  PODLER*S  PREDICTIONS  FOR  18W. 
ApriL — Aquarius,  ascending,  meets  Taurus,  and  retrogrades 
into  the  1st  house.  There  will  be  an  eclipse  of  the  moon,  but  as 
it  will  only  be  a  very  small  one,  and  invisible  from  anywhere, 
Old  Podler  does  not  consider  its  influence  likely  to  be  generally 
felt.  We  may  therefore  hope  for  a  considerable  reduction  in  the 
price  of  Anglo-Dutch  oysters.  The  London  season  now  com- 
mences, and  several  fashionable  pickpockets  and  thoroughfares 
will  be  taken  up.  Venus,  lady  of  the  10th,  in  the  7th,  denotes  a 
startUng  innovation  in  Ihe  costume  of  the  fair  sex.  Old  Podler 
devoutly  trusts^  that  a  return  to  the  Crinoline  is  not  hereby  indi- 
cated; but  he  is  bound  in  candour  to  confess  that  the  cdestial 
aspects  are  rather  siemificant  that  way.  Choristers,  Crowned 
Heads,  and  Chiropodists,  bom  when  ^rpio  held  one  of  the 
extremities  of  Gemini,  should  shun  orange-peel  and  penny  ices. 


Hahoottriiana.— Pew  of  us  are  able  to  know  aU  the  good 
do.— JSTxirad/roTO  the  Harcourt  MS..^^^^^Q^  ^^  VTfOOx  IC 


we 
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THE     SLIDING-SCALE. 

(A  TALE  OF  DEALEHS'  PRICES.) 


1.  *'  Eh  ? "  udd  the  Curio-Dealer.  '•  <  Take  hatf-a-eroum  fvr  thai  plaU  f ' 
Couldn't  do  it ;  muat  turn  a  penny  OTer  it.  Half-a-crown  '■  eza<^  what  I 
^Ave  for  it  mvtelf.  Now,  if  you  like  to  say  three-and-dx-^— "  Bat  the 
Wayfarer  wouldn't  say  three-and  six,  so  the  Dealer  ke  it  that  plate. 


2.  And  another  Way&rer  came  along  and  wanted  that  pltte.    "What? 
Ssli  itforjhe  poundt  /  "  said  tbe  Dealer.    *<  No ;  couldn't  do  it.   Fivejpound  'i 

luit  wliat  it  coet  me;  say  leven-ten,  now •'    But  the  leoond  Wayfarer 

ndled  to  lay  aeren-ten,  and  paMod  out  of  our  etoiy. 


3.  Then  there  came  an  American  liillionairp.  "Ah,  that'i  the  finest  plate 
in  Europe ! '  said  the  Dealer.  **  I  can't  sell  that  under  a  lot  (tf  money.  £h  } 
A  ti>ou»'mi  p'mnd*  f    Couldn't  do  it,  Sir !    Why,  I  paid  just  that  for  it 

myself.    Njw,  if  you  had  said  fifreen  hundred *'    Ana  that  Millionaire  did 

»tty  fifteen  hundred,  and  secured  the  prize. 


4.  Well,  somehow  that  plate  tubaequently  fell  into  the  poftdceaion  of  Jones. 
And  when  poor  Jones  oame  down  in  the  world  he  thought  he  'd  try  to  sell  that 
plate*  '*  Eh,  what } "  said  the  Dealer.  "  Give  vow  eighteen  penpe  fvr  that  old 
plats  f  Pooh.  Whv  I  had  it  heie  onee,  and  I  sold  it  for  a  shilling  then.  If 
you  lite  to  make  it  iinq*nce-[^^;^.^g^  ^y  V^QOQ IC 
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OLD  PODLER'S  PREDICTIONS  FOR  1894. 

May, — It  is  not  Old  Podlek's  desire  to  croak — far  from  it !  but 
the  more  he  looks  at  the  planets  for  this  month,  the  less  he  likes 
them.  The  opposition  of  the  Sun  with  Uranus  is  fraught  with 
evil  for  Peckham  Rye.  There  will  be  a  serious  outbreak  of  black- 
beetles  at  Balham,  Bermondsey,  and  Brixton.  Saturn  afiiicts  the 
Editor  of  Smart  Snippets,  who,  after  attempting  to  poison  himself 
wiUi  paste,  severs  his  throat  with  the  fatal  shears.  About  the  first 
week  in  this  month  there  will  be  weeping  and  wailing  in  Art 
Circles,  and,  a  little  later,  the  Strand  will  be  overrun  with  Clergy- 
men, of  various  theological  persuasions,  from  the  countrjr.  The  13th 
is  an  unfortunate  day  for  Hatters,  Haymakers,  Harbingers,  and 
Hairdressers;  the  12th  favourable  for  Fruiterers  and  Physicians 
asking  favours.  Chimney-sweepers  and  Christy  Minstrels,  born 
on  or  about  the  21st,  should  avoid  females,  and  keep  very  quiet. 
Altogether  an  anxious  month. 


WEATHER  WISDOM. 

Why  are  the  seasons  out  of  tune. 

Mild  in  March  and  chill  in  Juno  ? 

Why  should  April  be  so  dry, 

When  'tis  drenching  all  July  ? 

Why  should  January's  raw  gust 

Miss  its  month,  and  spoil  our  August  ? 

Why  should  old  November's  fog 

Full  throe  months  our  pathway  dog  ? 

Why  !" — but  hush  these  wild  and  whirling  cries 

The  weather-wise  can't  answer  weather  whys  ! 


n.VECOUKTIANA. 

A  HAN  who  findd  no  satisfaction  in  contemplation  of  himself 
will  seek  for  it  in  vain  elsewhere. — Extract  from  Harcourt  MS. 


m 


A    UTTLE    aXXIET    WHIST    IN    PBEHI8T0BI0    TIKES. 

THE  END  OF  THE  GAME. 


WEATHER  WISDOM. 
Yes,  Corners  are  snue  things— in  com,  or  in  coal, 
At  your  favourite  club  with  the  friend  of  your  soul ; 
In  a  well-preserved  wood  where  the  birds  are  not  wild ; 
In  Beautv  s  boudoir,  when  on  you  she  has  smiled ; 
By  a  brisk  winter  fire  with  your  favourite  book ; 
In  a  shv  Thamss  Indcwater,  where  chub  you  can  hook, 
^  aMle  for-rkearts  with  «ome  sweet  fishermaid ! 
Yes,  Comera  art  nice  in  !Love,  Sport,  Talk,  or  Trade ; 
But  Heaven  pioemvtt  us— in  mid-age  at  least— 
From  itrtd  comeiB— in  Ma:c'i— with  the  wind  in  the  east ! 

HABCOTJllTIANA. 

As  I  have  sometimes  remarked  to  my  young  friend  AsQurnr,  it 
requires  no  small  degree  of  ability  to  know  how  to  conceal  it. — 
Bxtradfrom  the  ffarcmtrt  MS, 

Nothing  is  more  natural,  and  at  the  same  time  more  fallacious, 
than  to  believe  oneself  the  most  popular  man  in  a  legislative 
Boaemhly,— Extract  from  Harcourt  MS. 


WEATHER  WISDOM. 
A  Mem,  in  March. 
A  PECK  of  March  dust  is  worth  a  king's  ransom. 
And  you  *11  gather  it  oft  in  one  mile— in  a  Hansom ; 
But  'tis  doubtful  if  you  'd  find  Jehu  willing 
To  take  the  king^s  ransom  in  place  of  his  shilling ! 


OLD  PODLER'S  PREDICTIONS  FOR  1894. 

June.— The  conjunetion  of  the  Sun  with  Neptune,  and  the 
appearance  of  Mars  in  Pisces  will  disturb  the  denizens  of  HoUo- 
way,  Hammersmith,  and  Homerton,  and  produce  chanses  in 
Chelsea  and  Canonbury.  It  is  also  Old  Podler's  painful  duty  to 
predict  disaster  in  Dulwich,  which  will  most  probaoly  assume  an 
entirely  unexpected  shape.  On  the  second  Sunday  of  this  month 
persons  in  Society  attending  Church  Parade  will  be  startled  by  an 
eccentric  exhibition,  which  will  form  the  subject  of  considerable 
comment.  The  retrogradation  of  Saturn  in  libra  causes  the  pro- 
duction of  a  new  halfpenny  evening  paper,  of  a  characteristic 
and  highly  peculiar  colour,  edited  by  a  well-known  journalist. 
jitized  by . 
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"THE    LOST    CHORD;"    OR,    "FAINT    HEART    NEVER    WON    FAIR    LADY!" 


1.  It  wui  Christmas  Ere,  and  mj  flrat  evening  at  the  Cedare.  A  Hasher  was  there  who  sang  to  the 
hanjo.  Miss  Gilpin  ask*^  him  fur  '*  Tffg  Lost  Chord. '  Ue  said  it  wa^n  t  a  hanjo-song— the  prig !  I 
hated  him.    So  did  Mr.  Gilpin.    Mrs.  Gilpin  didn't. 


2.  I  ran  home  to  my  studio  in  Heath  Street, 
calUne  out,  **  Oh,  Misi  Gilpin !  oh,  Vera  I  oh, 
angel!**  For  my  fate  had  overtaken  me.  It 
was  love  at  first  sighr,  and  for  ever.  There  was 
no  mistake  about  th  it,  anyhow ! 


3.  I  sat  and  mused  by  the  fire.    Ah !  what  lost  chord  wouldn't  /  have 
found  to  please  Vera  I     Banjo,  indeed !    I  *d  have  sung  it  on  a  small  tooth- 
-lb.    Just  then  there  was  a  ring  at  the  bell,  and  I  went  down- 


4.  Mr.  Gilpin  was  there,  with  two  horses  and  the  banjo.    He  said  he  a  got 
me  an  engagement  to  sin?  **  The  Lo»t  Chord**  at  the  Albert  HaH,      •    • 
Vera  would  be  there  and  all  the  best  people  in  London. 


5§^ 
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"THE    LOST    CHORD;"    OR,    "FAINT     HEART    NEVER    WON     FAIR    LADY!" 


6  80  into  the  midnight  we  galloped  apace,  and  after  many  perilous  Kd^-frnture*  and  hairbreadth  6.  Theie  were  milee  of  carriages,  and  we  had 

'toapei  we  reached  the  Albert  Ball.    There  were  big  po«teni,  and  my  name  on  them  in  Urge  red        quite  a  difficulty  in  getting  in.    Officious  police- 
lflttei»—**  Thomas  Noddy,  Esq.*'    Fame  at  last  1  men,  and  all  that.    We  rode  orer  them. 


7.  Lots  of  people  came  by  as  I  waited,  and  looked  at  me  with  sympathetic  curiosity  snd 
wonder— just  the  sort  of  thing  I  like.  Such  loyely  women,  too,  but  none  so  loTely  as  \  era* 
1  reaently  who  should  come  by  but  the  Prince  and  all  his  equerries. 


8.  I  was  presented,  and  His  Bojal  Highness  was  most 
kind  and  courteous.  He  had  come  all  the  way  to  hear 
me  sing  •*  TA#  lo9t  Chord.**  [C^tinued  at  p,  20. 
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"THE    LOST    CHORD;"    OR,    ••  FAINT    HEART    NEVER    WON     FAIR    LADY!" 


9.  Tera  came  by  with  her  mother  nod  the  priff.  She  was  much  turpriMd  I  waa  going  to 
aing.  She  didn't  even  know  1  knew  how.  I  tnld  her  I  waa  going  to  sing  "  Ths  Loit  Chord** 
to  the  banjo— tor  her  !    She  gare  me  tueh  a  look  I    VLj  heart  twdled  wiUi  lore  tod  oourage. 


10.  Sir  F.  Leiabtou  came  by.  I  a*ked  him  if  he  happened 
to  know  "  Th4  Lout  Chord,**  He  told  me  it  bt^gan  ^'Seated 
one  day  at  the  organ."  and  that  waa  all  he  knew!  Not 
much,  but  ererj  little  helpa. 


11.  Sir  Arthur  Sullivan  came  by.  I  a^ked  him  if 
he  happened  to  know  <*  The  lost  Chord^**  and  he  kiodly 
whittled  it  to  me.  I  thought  it  a  pretty  tune,  but 
rery  diffioult|  and  felt  rather  nerroui. 


^^.v 


12.  On  the  platform  I  waa  introduced  by  the  two  chairmen  (Sir  John  llilUda  and  ^tr.  Alma- 
Tadema).  I  had  no  bow,  and  forgot  if  one  ured  a  bow  to  the  banjo  or  not,  and  luddenly  realiaed 
the  horror  of  my  poiitioD,  and  broke  into  a  cold  sweat,  and  all  but  minted* 


AND   PUNCH'S   ALMANACK   FOR    1894. 


"THE    LOST    CHORD;"    OR.    "FAINT    HEART    NEVER    WON    FAIR    LADY!" 


13.  Suddenly  Vera  beckoned  to  me.  I  fell  on  my  knees  and  told  her  I  had  14.  So  off  we  ran  for  our  lives,  downs' airs,  up  Knightsbridge,  through  Seven 
vtver  sung  a  note  in  all  my  life,  and  didn't  know  **  Ths  L^t  Chord,'*  and  Dials,  and  by  Haverstock  Hill  to  HHoip^tead.  vkimminff  the  ground  mifh  long 
I  ouldn*t  play  the  banjo  a  bit.    She  took  my  haitd  xnd  said,  "  Let  us  fly !  "  easy  steps,  and  talking.    It  was  bliss,  dUbs,  bliss,  from  begiuiiing  to  end ! 


15.  When  we  reashed  the  Cedars  she  told  me  1  mxist  hare  been  mad  to 
attempt  **  The  Lett  Chord**  before  such  a  critical  audience  without  haring 
letfnt  it  first,  but  that  she  loved  me  for  it.  I  knelt  and  kissed  her  band.  Oh  i 
ibeiBpture! 


16.  I  ran  home  and  jumped  into  bed  and  fell  asleep,  but  woke  (on  Christmas 
mom)  all  of  a  heap,  in  evening  dress,  opposite  an  empty  grate.  It  was  all  a 
dream,  alas!  Only  a  dreamt  But  wUt>  the  (dds^rwi\fn|lk/S»e  nowman 
audwife!  Digitized  P' ^    ^*    '■  ix-rri 


>posite  an  empty  grate.    It  i 
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OLD  PODLER'S  PREDICTIONS  FOR  1894. 
t/w/y. —  Mercury  rising  produces  a  change  of  weather,  which 
Old  Fodler  is  disposed  to  think  will  be  an  improvement.  Neptune 
now  approaches  the  meridian,  where  Virgo,  leaving  Mars,  joins 
him  with  Gemini;  so  we  may  anticipate  increased  prosperity  to 
four-wheel  cabs,  railway  porters,  and  wooden  spade  manufacturers. 
Th^  heat  will  be  intense,  and  there  will  be  great  activity  among 
large  blue  flies,  and  much  distress  at  Madame  Tussaud's. 
Old  Podler  is  proud  to  predict  that,  some  time  in  this  month,  an 
event  will  transpire  which  will  redound  to  the  honoiir  and  glory  of 
the  nation  at  large,  while  shedding  a  thrill  of  joy  throughout  the 
i  ciroumference  of  the  City  and  its  suburbs.  Notwithstanding 
which,  the  parties  chiefly  concerned  are  warned  to  keep  a  wary  eye 


on  Saturn,  who  may  upset  their  horoscopes,  though  Old  Podler  is 
of  opiniDn  that  notfang  particular  may  be  expected  to  come  of  it. 
Still,  **  Forewarned  is  forearmed,"  and  no  prophet  worthy  the 
name  could  refrain  from  dropping  a  friendly  hint  under  the 
circumstances. 


SLIGHTLY    MIXED. 


1.  John«.„^dThon«on  hired  a  c<.uplc  of  Crocks,     Sptrt^tn^^lcTc  V^n^'t^/'mfeZ    dot  b^hM?  '""  "  ^^^  '"*  '*"'''  '"'  ^°""° 
ana    em  nunung.  supply  of  jumping  powder. 


4.  The  residt  of  the  jumping  powder. 


6.  "*Stordinary  thing."  murmured  Thomson.  6.  "Now  that's  a  rum  go!  »*  exclaimed  Johnson. 
"  Could  have  sworn  1  fell  off,  and  that  my  hone  "  Felt  certain  my  horse  came  with  me,  and  that  he 
was  white !    Nerer  mind.    'Spose  it  *s  all  ri*^! '»  was  a  black  *un  f** 


NEW  NUllSERY  EHYME. 
( fFith  an  UptodaU  Moral.) 
TO  THE  CAT-0*-NlNE-TAILS. 
**  Pussy  Cat,  Pussy  Cat,  where  Jiave  you  been  ?" 
'*  I  've  been  laid  aside,  neither  felt,  heard,  nor  seen." 
*'  Pussy  Cat,  Pussy  Cat,  what  did  you  there  ?  " 
• '  Dreamed  I  was  lamipping  bullies*  backs,  bare  !  '* 
•*  Pussy  Cat,  Pussy  Cat,  you  *re  needed  sore. 
Brutes,  wife-beaters,  burglars,  prevail  more  and  more' 
**  My  nine-tails  are  ready — you  wake  up  the  Law  I  " 
»*  Pussy  Cat,  Pussy  Cat,  tip  me  your  paw  !  " 


Harcoxibtiana.— It  is  not  enough  to  have  great  qualities.  We 
must  induce  others  to  recognise  their  existence. — HarMurt  MS, 

The  mental  pleasures  of  the  truly  groat  are  limited.  They  cannot 
always  be  thinKing  of  themselves. — Ilarcourt  MS. 


OLD  PODLEE'S  PEEDIOHONS  FOE  1894. 

August — Jupiter  now  enters  the  tropic  of  Cancer,  and  is  in 
sextile  aspect  with  Mars,  the  Sun  forming  the  trine,  which  denotes 
that  the  Proprietor  of  a  certain  celebrated  Pill  will  be  in  trouble  or 
ill-health,  and  a  distinguished  Crossing-sweeper  will  succumb 
(unless  he  is  very  careful)  to  the  relentless  shafts  of  the  King  of 
Terrors.  Old  Podler  dreads  to  hear  also  of  increased  mortSity 
amongst  shrimps  and  shellfish  generally.  Persons  under  five  foot 
two,  whose  birthday  falls  on  or  about  the  18th,  are  advised  to 
beware  of  tinned  lobster.  An  uneventful  month  otherwise,  except 
that  it  is  not  at  all  unlikely  that  a  Marine  Monster,  generally 
supposed  to  bo  extinct,  will  be  observed,  if  not  actually  secured,  on 
the  Thames  Embankment  close  to  the  Savoy  Hotel. 

Harcourtiana. — It  is  a  sign  of  extraordinary  merit  when  those 
who  mo4  envy  its  possess'on  are  accustouL^  to  depreciate  its 
manifestation.— //arcowr^  MS.       Digitized  by  VnOOQlC . 


WEATHER  WISDOM. 

March  winds  and  April  showers 
Brings  forth  May  at  which  one  cowers  I 

Adapted  Proverbs  for  Shooters. — {For  Driven  Partrid^fts). 
— Fii*st  come  first  swerved.  He  who  plays  eye-wiper  must  not 
fire  too  soon. 


AND    PUNCH'S    ALMANACK    FOR    1894. 


OLD  PODLER'S  PREDICTIONS  TOR  1894. 

£fe^^fm6fr.->Mars   becomes    stationary    in    Taurus,    and    the 

n'tion  of  Saturn  is,  Old  Podleb  deeply  regrets  to  say,  very  evil, 
s  more  than  probable  that  the  month  will  witness  a  marked 
development  of  insanity  and  j>erhaps  suicide  amongst  London 
sparrows,  and  Old  Podleb  fancies  he  sees  something  of  a  highly 
peculiar  nature  taking  place  in  a  locality  which  shall  be  nameless  at 

E resent.  He  hopes  his  more  advanced  students  will  be  able  to  read 
etween  the  lines,  and  comprehend  the  true  import  and  grave 
significance  of  this  prediction,  despite  the  halo  of  obscurity  With 
which  he  has  thougnt  it  best  to  shroud  it  from  the  uninitiatea. 


OLD  PODLER'S  PREDICTIONS  FOR  1894. 
October, — The  conjunction  of  the  planet  Herschel  with  the  Star 
South  Scale,  together  with  the  S3xtile  aspect  of  Saturn  with  regard 
to  Aries,  denotes  a  stii*  in  tho  Stock  Exchange  and  a  return  of 
prosperity  to  the  hot  chestnut  interest.  King  Death  will  bo  busy 
with  hii  scythe  among  the  'bus  horses,  myriads  of  whom  will 
perish  miserably  from  pink-eye,  and  Capricornus,  being  in  Leo, 
afflicts  the  umbrella  trade. 


Adapted  Peoverd  for  Shooters.— (To a  *' tailored*'  bird.)-- 
Once  hit,  why  fly  ? 


THB    LTTTLB    BIFT     WITHIN    THE    LUTE.       (A.    TBAJET    BE    OOHE— BY.) 

Newly-married  Wirt  {m  her  hcngymoon  on  the  Jtalian  Lakes).  "What  is  it  troubling  you,  Darling?    A  few  minutts  ago  wi  wers 

80  HAPPY,  AND  KOW  IT   SREMS  AS  IF  80MB  COLD  SHADOW  HAD  SPBVNO  UP  BETWEEN  US.      SiLVIE  WANTS  TO  KNOW  ALL  HEU  ErNF ST's  SECRETS 

—won't  he  TELL  HER  1 "     [But  Emest  dare  not  tell  her,  what  he  hoe  just  realised,  that,  dwing  the  last  interlude,  an  Oar  has  slipped  awatf,  the 
Eteamer  is  coming  round  the  Point,  and  the  table  cChote  heU  is  ringing  ! 


WEATHER  WISDOM. 

Our  weather  cannot  be  so  bad 

Though  ceaselessly  we  tlate  and  leather  it. 

It  makes  us  sad,  it  drives  us  mad, 

Yet  we  somehow  oontriye  to  weather  it  1 


OLD  PODLER'S  PREDICTIONS  FOR  1894. 

November* — It  is  not  often  that  Old  Podlee  has  to  own  himself 
nonplussed ;  but,  upon  his  honour,  he  does  not  know  quite  what 
\m  say  comceming  this  particular  month.  Were  he  to  disclose  all 
he  perceives,  he  might  terrify  his  readers,  without  accomplishing 
any  tangible  benefit,  it  not  being  in  Old  Podleb's  power  to  stay 
the  dread  decree  of  Destiny,  or  tiip  up  the  advancing  Finger  of 
Fate  one  jot  or  tittle  !  Still,  really,  what  with  Saturn  entering 
Scorpio,  and  Mars  becoming  stationary  in  Aries  and  the  luminaries 
in  tnne,  Old  Podler  cannot  disguise  his  conviction  that  we  are 


going  to  have  rather  a  time  of  it.  Jupiter  changes  his  sign, 
which  denotes  that  there  will  be  a  devolution,  on  or  about  the  9th, 
of  the  most  exalted  dignity  in  liondon's  vast  city.  Old  Podler 
sees  processions,  and  much  cheering,  followed  by  explosions  in 
various  districts  on  the  5th,  but  he  trusts  it  will  turn  out  that 
the  Anarchist  has  not  had  his  cloven  hoof  in  it,  nor  yet  Fenians. 
It  is  by  no  means  improbable  that  this  month  may  witness 
atmospherical  phenomena  of  a  marked  character,  and  all  persons 
bom  before  1803  should  avoid  late  hours,  heated  baU-rooms,  and 
live  as  much  as  possible  on  liquorice  jujubes. 

Adapted  Proverbs  for  Shooters.— (^/(er  Lunch,)^k  rolling 
keeper  gathers  no  lost  (birds).  A  cartridge  in  timo  saves  kicking 
up  a  shjne. 


Haroourtiana.— Few  people  knowiiiow 
six.— //arcowrt  MS.  Digitized  by 


at  sixty* 
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OLD  PODLEE'S  PBEDICTIONS  FOB  1894. 

Deem  (.T. — Last  month  was  bad  enough,  but  this  one — oh  dear ! 
oh  hr  !  Well,  well,  Old  Podleb  may  be  mistaken,  though,  on 
nisi  prius  grounds,  nothing  is  more  unlikelv.  Still,  we  must  not 
give  way  to  premature  panic,  but  hope  bravely  for  the  best  as  lonjj 
as  possible.  And,  in  an^r  case,  Old  Podleb  must  complete  his 
astrological  labours,  having  got  so  far.  8atum  coming  out  of 
Cancer,  and  forming  the  trine  aspect  with  Jupiter,  affords  the 
Shaftesbury  Memorial  Fountain  a  brief  respite  from  trouble.  The 
transit  of  Mars  through  Gemini  afflicts  tne  ducks  on  the  Bound 
Pond,  and  Saturn's  approach  to  Capricomus  is  most  untoward  for 
the  Piccadilly  goat,  who  should  stay  at  home.  Mars  in  the  5th 
troubles  the  baked-potato  engines,  one  of  which  explodes  in  Begent 


CirouB.  The  13th  is  especially  unfavourable  for  Pork-butchers, 
Parasites,  and  Photographers.  ^  Old  Podleb  warns  all  aristocrats 
of  his  acquaintance  residing  in  Eaton  and  Euston  Squares  that 
earthqui^es  may  be  expected  to  visit  either  or  both  localities  aboiit 
the  2oth.  A  popular  and  much  admired  Actor  in  Bomantio  Comedy 
will  lose  all  the  hair  off  the  top  of  his  head,  and  the  year  will  close 
amid  general  gloom. 

WEATHEB  WISDOM. 

Wb  have  no  climate— only  weather !    Yes  I 

That  foreign  critic  hit  the  mark,  I  guess. 

But  from  experience— and  I  Ve  had  a  lot  I — 

I  hate  the  British  "  climate  " — ^weather  {wMher)  or  not  I 


FATTLTS    ON    BOTH    (BIDES. 

ZiUle  Tipkins  {very  iraU,  having  heen  hutksd  off  at  the  Mest^  to  Friend  who  has  mounUd  him).  *^B-B-B-BrT  BAKQ  n  ALL  t    You  kevzb 

T-T-TOLP  MR  BB  WOULD  BEO'N  BUCKIKO  LIKE  THAT  !  " 

Friend,  "BrcKiNo  T    Wht,  coNFOuyn  you  I  you  nevbr  told  Ms  you  'd  be  such  A  Fool  as  to  tpmble  off  if  he  did  1" 


WEATHEB  WISDOM!. 

Ofttimes  on  a  morning  dreary,  while  /  'm  snoozing  snug  and 
cheery. 
Many  a  quidnunc  quaint  and  curious  is  precociously  astir ; 
While  /*m  noddinpr,  nicely  napping,  ^e*s  assiduously  tapping, 
Anxiously  ensraged  in  tapping,  rapping — the  Barometer  I 
Oh  !  that  is  the  maddest  matut'nal  habit,  my  good  Sir, 
Tapping  Ihi  Barometer ! 

Very  likely  *tis  November,  that  or  black  and  bleak  December, 
When— as  I  can  yet  remember— morning  tube  make  men  go 
•*Br-r.r-rI" 
Last  night  he  conceived,  with  sorrow,  that  it  might  be   wet 
to-morrow, 
And  he  seeks  surcease  of  sorrow— sorrow  for  the  wild  wind's  whirr. 
That  with  swishing  wet  is  laden,  lonely,  chilly,  first  astir. 
In  that  false  Beat>meter ! 

Then  with  fingers  cold,  uncertain,  he  puts  by  the  damask  curtain. 
Silly,  chillv.  poor  fantastic  slave  of  terrors !    While  I  purr 

Comly  u]>on  the  pillow,  he  of  tennis  or  the  willow 
Worrying,  poor  foolish  feUow  I  asks  if  weather  signB  concur 
With  his  wiahM.    He's  a  gooee  who  from  his  chamber  snug 
will  Btir,  Tappiiig  the  Barometer  I 


OLD  PODLER'S  ADIEU. 

Old  Podler's  mystic  and  thankless  labours  are  now  at  an 
end.  It  is  not  prol)able  in  the  naturo  of  thin<rs,  this  being  the 
ninety-seventh  consecutive  occasion  on  which  he  has  come  forward 
to  interpret  the  voice  of  Fate,  that  he  will  be  spared  to  do  so  for 
many  more  anniversaries.  Still,  he  trusts  for  a  continuance  of  past 
favours,  and  that  his  friends  and  pupils  will  rally  round  him  as  on 
provious  occasions,  and  that  the  satisfaction  he  has  ^iven  by  the 
accuracy  (on  the  whole)  with  which  he  has  foretold  innumerable 
Calamities  in  the  Past  may  continue  to  reward  the  eflPorts  which  it 

is  his  constant  endeavour  to  make  to   deserve  such  which 

Old  Podler  must  really  ask  to  be  excused  completing  the  above 
sentence,  owing  to  his  style  having  got  somewhat  influenced  by 
habitual  intercourse  and  communication  with  the  Planets,  and  on 
that  account  not  invariably  seeing  as  far  through  a  sentence  as 
what  he  does  into  Futurity,  and  so  he  bids  all  his  patrons  a  hearty 
farewell  till  next  year,  when,  as  usual,  he  will  once  more  tri- 
umphantly point  to  the  literal  fulfilment  of  all  his  predictions. 

(Signed)  NOSTKADAMTTS  PODLER. 

The  Observatory,  Black  Lion  Lane,  Lambeth.    Third  bell  from  the  top. 

\*  Oharaoters  discerned  at  any  distance.     Horoj»copc» 
you  wait.    Ask  for  Podleb'b  Penny  Packet  of  Predictione^  ^ 
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STARCH    AND    STEEL.— A  New  <<  Ballad  of  East  and  West." 

{Ncl  at  all  by  Rudyard  Kipling,) 
Oh,  Ea&t  is  East,  and  West  is  West,  as  EiFLiNO  truly  swears,  i  And  where  starched   linen   met   sharpened   steel,   behold    Bed 

And  **  Infidel  dogs''  haus  a  taste  in  togs  that  your  Afghan  hardly  '      Ehu-Bub*8  blade 
shares  ;  A  rugg^ed,  jaggM,  six-inch  gap  in  its  razor-edge  displayed,- 


And  steel  is  steel,  and  starch  is  starch;  and  a  starchy  style  looks 

silly; 
Yet  a  Masher '«  a  man  in  Afghanistan  as  he  is  in  Piccadilly » 

Bhu-Bub  is  out  with  his  pal  Baar-Lam,  the  banes  of  the  Border- 
side, 

And  they  have  spotted  the  Masherman  who  is  Peshawur's  piide. 

A  Johnny  he  of  true  Bur- 
lington breed,  and  the 
^ood  old  Gaiety  stock, 

With  knickers  neat,  and 
grey-gaiter*d  feet,  and 
a  puggree*d  billy- 
cock. 

Then  up  and  spake  Bhtt- 

BuB   THE    Red:    •*0 

Baar-Lam  Black,  I  see 
A  stiff-starched  guy,  with 

a  collar  high,  an  ac- 
cursed Feiinghee ! " 
Then  up  and  spake  Baar- 

Laai  the  Black  :  •*  O 

Buu-BuB   called   the 

Bed, 
Let  us  sharpen  our  steels 

to  a  razor-edge;  we'll 

have    his    berlooming 

head! 
The  Feringhee  fool  is  too 

cufsM   cool,  with  his 

'gin^iiam,'  glass,  and 

j2uide ; 
And  he   putteth  on  too 

much  of  what  the  Ka^ 

dogs  call  *  side.' 
I  loathe  the  pig,  from  his 

'spattud        shanks, 

which     be     shrunken 

shapeless  things, 
To    the    corn-cob    pipe 

whence  he  blows  his  cloud  in  a  series  of  piizzle* 

rings ! " 
So  the  Black  he  set  his  turban  tight,  and  the  Bed 

whipped  out  his  steel. 
While  the  Masherman  strolled  on,   as  oool  as  the 

shadow  at  his  heel ; 
And  the  Bed  and  the  Black  his  tread  did  track  like 

jackals  swift  and  sly, 
Till  Bhu-Bub  the  Bed  he  pounced,  and  said,  •*  Now, 

Kaffir,  you  must  die  1 1 1 " 
The  Masherman  he  has  turned  him  round,  with  a 

coo],  brief  British  bow. 
And  clear  as  a  bell  responded,  **  Well — old  chappies— 

what's  the  row?" 
Then  he  was  aware  of  a  fiendish  glare  in  the  eyee  of 

Black  and  Bed, 
And  he  knolt  him  down  on  the  sand-flats  brown, 

smoked  on,  and  nothing  said. 
Biiu-BuBTHE  Bed  he  felt  the  edge  of  his  broad  and  glittering  blade, 
And  he  measured  the  Masherman's  comely  neck,  in  six  inches  of 

collar  arrayed. 
That  snowy  cylinder,  God  wot,  was  tall  and  stiffly  starched 
As  that  of  the  bo?t- groomed  Masherman  who  hath  ever  proudly 

marched 

In  the  Burlington  Brigade.    Bight  well  the  local  laundrymaid 
Who  had  scrubbed,  clear-starched,  and  ironed  the  same,  knew  her 

ingenious  trade ! 
Bed  Rhu-Bub  raised  his  broad  keen  blade,  and  strongly,  swiftly 

smote 
That  coolly  puffing  Masherman  midway  his  long  fair  throat ; 
That  mild  and  unmoved  Masherman  he  abode  tne  swashing  stroke, 
And  from  his  pkcld  lips  forth  puffed  three  regular  "rings*'  of 

smoke ; 


8.  «<  I  think  that 'tntlier  gapped  it,  old 
Chappie  1" 


As  when  some  hungry  urchin  bites  at  a  hunk  of  bread-and- 
butter  I 

Bed  Bhu-Bub  glared,  Black  Baab-Lam  stared ;  no  word  might 

either  utter. 
But  up  and  spake  that  Masherman,  still  puffing  regular  rings, 
«« I — rather  think— that 's  gapped  it — eh,  old  chappie  ?  " 

Like  two  things 

Fate- stricken,  those  two 
swart  Afghans  flopped 
face  -  forward  on  the 
sands, 

And  buried  foreheads 
worshipful  in  reveren- 
tial hands. 

What  time  the  unscathe<l 
Masherman,  whoso 
stride  no  wonder  broke. 

Marched  onward,  musing 
as  he  puffed  forth  per- 
fect rings  of  smoke : 

**  Guillotined  —  and  still 
going    strong !      That 
floors    the     nigs,     no  ' 
doubt  I  I 

Our  civilisation  then  is  not 
so  uttawly  played  out ! 

Bai  Jove  I  but  that  was  a 
rippin*  sword  I  Those 
Johnnies  thought,  you 
bet, 

That  razor-edge  would 
hurt  my  neck;  now^  I 
guess  'twill  want  a  whet. 

Stw^  is  the  modo^ 
Chappie's  mail,  you  may 
lay  your  bottom  dollair ! 

I  *m  aw'fly  glad  the  laun- 
dress put  such  a  lot  in 
my  new  collar  I 


4.  ''I'mawAiUy  glad  my  Laundress  put 
plenty  starch  in  this  Collar ! " 


It  took  the  starch  clean  out  of  them  ! — Say,  that  is 

a  rippin*  *  wheeze ' ! 
Well,  serve  'em  right  I    They  've  made  me  spoil  xhy 

knickers  at  the  uees ! " 

Bhu-Bub  and  Baas-Lam  raised  a  shrine  in  Candahar, 

whereon 
They  placed  a  private  Idol,  called  "  The  Invulnerable 

One/' 
Four-arm'd,  cross-legged,  with  a  pale  proflle  in  the 

Oriental  style. 
Which   reproduced  most  skilfully  the  Masherman'a 

placid  smile, 
With  Burlington  accessories,  book,  gingham,  pipe, 

and  glass, 
5.  And  they  erected  a  shrine  Whereto  they  make  a  special  point  of  bowing  whene'er 
to  the  **  Inyulnerable  One."       they  pass  ! 

Oh,  East  is  East,  and  West  is  West;  mail's  mail,  and  starch  is 

starch, 
And  the  modem  Masher's  linen  is  as  hard  as  the  Marble  Arch, 
And  when  Gaiety  **  Cuff-ehooter  "  against  Afghan  thief 's  arrayed, 
You  may  bet  your  bottom  dollar  upon  Burlington  Arcade, 


?^^irtv^7-p.*<^' 


HARCOUBTIANA. 

*•  My  dear  Chamberlain,"  I  once  said  to  an  oM  friend,  "  the 
greatest  ambition  adroitlv  conceals  itself  when  it  finds  that  what  it 
aspires  after  is  unattainaole."  It  was  to  another  friend  I  remarke^ : 
"  We  had  better  affpct  to  appear  to  be  what  we  are  not  than  present 
ourselves  as  we  are."  I  cannot  say  that  in  either  case  the  ooservia- 
tion  was  enthusisastically  received. — Extract  from  Harcourt  MS. 

To  err  is  human,  to  forgive  feminine. — The  Harcourt  MS. 


AND   PUNCH'S   ALMANACK    FOR    1894. 


MUSICAL    COMPETITION. 
"  A  Lock  op  totb  Hatr,  MA&rrito ! " 
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VERSES  A  LA  CARTE. 

{A  New  Year* 8  Greeting.) 
My  dear  Mise  Tra  vers.    H*m !  that's  stiff ; 

I  wonder  now  if  sudden  death  '11 
Befall  your  humble  servant  if: 

I  boldly  dare  to  caU  you  ExiiEt. 

Enclosed  herewith  please  Und  a  card, 
Which  as  we  shan't,  alas !  be  meetin?, 

(Though  yow,  perchance,  donH  think  it  hi  rd) 
Is  meant  to  give  a  New  Year's  greeting. 

What  would  you  like  in  '94  ? 

A  lot  of  fun  ?    A  round  of  pleasure  ? 
May  yours  be  all  you  wish,  and  more — 

Pressed  down  and  overflowing  measuie. 
Ere  '94  is  dead  and  done. 

And  our  account  of  Life  is  carried 
To  one  more  page,  you  may  be  won, 

And  even— though  it  sounds  odd— married. 

What  I  you  have  sworn  a  solemn  oath 
That  marriage  vows  you  'U  not  commingle. 

That  you^ill  never  plight  your  troth, 
But  dying  be,  as  living,  smgle  ? 

Well,  Etekl,  I  quite  understand. 

'Twas  ever  thus.    And  one  fine  morning 
You  *11  wake  to  find  your  heart  and  hand 

Are  gone  without  the  slightest  warning. 
If  I  were  not  upon  the  shelf. 

Removed  from  masherdom  and  chappieness, 
I  'd  help  vou  break  your  vows  myselt 

If  you  d  permit  me  so  much  happiness. 
Well,  anyhow,  in  this  New  Year. 

Good  luck  attend  your  each  endeavour, 
And  recollect  you  have  a  dear. 

Devoted  friend  in  me  for  over. 

P,S. 
If  Tou  (two  verses  back)  shoidd  find 

That  I  was  wrong  in  self -dispraise.    Oh  I 
Then  if  you  're  what  I  think  you— kind, 

Please  send  me  just  a  word  to  say  so. 


BILLETS  DE  DEUX. 

[It  is  announced  that  ringlets  are  to  be  worn 
again  W  ladies,  and  that  side-whiskers  are  coming 
in  for  fashionable  men.  So  it  would  also  appear 
from  the  following  epistles,  which,  it  shoula  be 
added,  crossed  in  the  post.] 

I.— TO  ANGELINA. 
Dear  Anoelixa,  you  are  mine,' 

The  dearest,  sweetest,  loveliest,  fairtst 
Of  all  the  girls.    Your  face  divine, 
Of  all  the  faces  quite  the  rarest. 
I  With  thoughts  of  you,  my  ownest  own, 
I     My  brain  is  nearly  always  teeming, 
I  When  I  'm  with  others  or  alone, 
i     By  night  or  day,  in  waking,  dreaming. 

I  am  a  lucky  man  indeed, 

In  fact,  we're  well  and  truly  mated, 
And  all  the  world  is  quite  agreed 

We  're  both  to  be  congratulated. 
I  'm  yours,  you  're  mine  for  aye.    Yet  stay 

I  'a  have  fou  know  of  one  small  thing.  Lei '  a 
Rave  no  mistake.    We  part  the  day    ' 

1  see  you  first  decked  out  in  ringlets. 

II.-TO  EDWIN. 

De-Oi  Edwin,  I  'm  content  with  you, 

I  love  you,  sweetheart,  more  thian  ever. 
You  're  all  you  should  be — gallant,  true, 

Affectionate,  devoted,  clever. 
My  beau  ideal  of  a  man. 

Dear,  if  we  ever  should  be  parted 
1  feci  quite  certain  that  my  plan 

Would  be  to  perish  broken-hearted. 

Still,  darling,  I  would  have  you  know— 

You  always  listen,  dear,  to  reason — 
There  is  one  danger,  sweet,  and  so 

Just  heed,  my  own,  this  word  in  season. 
My  happiness  is  much  to  me. 

And  no  sane  girl  would  care  to  risk  hers 
With  any  male  monstrosity  [whiskers ! 

Who    dared   to   wear    these    new    side- 


80NNET  TO  THE  THERMOMETER. 

By  a  Despebado. 

fThe  National  Skating  Association  propose  to 
hold  examinations,  weather  permitting,  m  Figure- 
skating  . . . ;  Temperature,  I)ec.  29,  52*  Fahr.] 

Unseasonable  Tube,  are  you  aware 
Your  ways  are  iU- behaved  beyond  excuse  h 
Though  doubtless   spring's  delights  may 
have  their  use, 

You  drive  the  figure-skater  to  despair ! 

For,  with  the  sprightly  aneroid  set  fair, 
Each  day  vou  stand,  impervious  to  abuse, 
^t  fifty  odd,  and  simply  play  the  deuce 

With  zephyrs  premature  and  vernal  air ! 

New  blades  I  've   bought,    and   learnt  the 
figure-test 

(On  paper)  for  the  N.  S.  A.  "  third-class  "  ; 
I  've  stuaied  Q's  and  **  rockers  "  and  the  rest, 

On  terra  ft nna — but  in  vain,  alas ! 
For,  since  the  necessary  ice  won  est. 

My  skating  Little-go  I  '11  never  pass ! 


A  BACHELOR  ON  BUTTONS. 

** No  pins!    No  buttons!    No  studs!" 

An  advertisement  runs.    Sav.  old  chappie ! 
Were  that  so,  in  spite  of  his     duds" 

Fallen  man  might  contrive  to  be  happy. 
I  What  made  Eden's  soon-ended  rapture  so 

freat 
is,  bet  vour  boots ;  'twas  a  button  leas 
state ! 
And  I  am  disposed  to  believe,  on  my  soul, 
,  'Twas  with  his  first  button  man  got  **  in  a 
hole." 


Q,  Why  does  a  lady  wear  her  watoh  on  her 
wrist? 

A.  Because  she  finds  it  so  difficult  to  see 
the  '•  clock  "  on  her  stocking^  ^ 


igie 


TOL.  CVI, 
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TRICOUPI'S   COUP;    OR,   THE   GREEK   MICAWBER   AND   HIS    CREDITORS. 

{Adapted  from  thai  great,  ifgenicU,  Economist,  "David  Copperfield") 


['*  The  inBolvencv  which  M.  Tbicoupi  contemplates  with  bo  much  philo- 
sophic calm.  .  .  .  llie  soothing  assurances  of  M.  Tbicoupi  amount  to  ver)" 
little.  ...  As  there  was  to  be  hankruptcj],  M.  Tbicoupi  apparently  thought 
it  might  as  well  be  carried  out  on  a  magnificent  scale.  .  .  .  Thirty  per  cent, 
was  accordingly  ofiefed  to  the  creditors,  not  as  being  the  most  Greece  could 
pay,  but  as  a  sort  of  bid  for  a  settlement  that  would  relieve  her  from  the 
necessity  of  pa}ing  any  more."— -Jwiiw.] 


Mr.  MiCAWBEfi 

Mrs.  MiCAWBEB 


M.  TRicorPi. 
Greece. 


**  My  advice,"  said  Mr.  Micawber,',**  you  know.  Annual  income, 
twenty  millions ;  annual  expenditure,  nineteen  millions  nine  hundrea 
and  ninety-nine  thousand  mne  hundred  and  ninety-nine  nineteen  and 
nine ;  result,  happiness !  Annual  income,  twenty  millions ;  anntial 
expenditure,  twenty  millions  ou^ht  and  six ;  residt,  misery !  The 
blossom  is  blighted,  the  leaf  is  withered,  the  god  of  day  goes  down 
upon  the  dreary  scene,  and— and,  in  short,  you  are  for  ever  floored." 

**  My  poor  Crispins  maxim,"  Mrs.  Micawbeb  observed. 

**  My  dear,"  said  Mr.  Micawber,  **  your  poor  Crispi  is  very  well 
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PREHISTORIC   PEEPS. 

Ak  Ukreoordkd  Naval  Enoaokmbnt  ik  Primeval  Tikes. 


m  his  way ;  but  he  applies  that  maxim  very  imperfectly.  Now,  I 
propose  to  work  it  out  consistently,  at  the  expense— well,  ci  all  whom 
it  may  concern.  My  advice  is,  never  to  pay  to-day  what  you  can  put 
off  till— say,  the  middle  of  next  week.  By  that  time  something  may 
— well,  in  point  of  fact,  something  may,  and  in  all  probability  trm, 
turn  up  !  " 

"  Just  so,"  returned  Mrs.  Micawbbh.  **  It  is  precisely  that.  And 
the  fact  is  that  we  can  not  live  without  something  wiaely  different 
from  existing  circumstances  shortly  turning  up.  Now  1  am  con- 
vinced myself,  and  this  I  have  pointed  out  to  Mr.  Micawber  several 
times  of  late,  that  things  cannot  be  ex])ect€d  to  turn  up  of  them- 
selves. We  must,  in  a  measure,  assist  to  turn  them  up.  I  may  be 
wrong,  but  I  have  formed  that  opinion.  I  am  aware  that  I  am 
merely  a  female,  and  that  a  masculine  judgment  is  usually  con- 
siderea  more  competent  to  the  discussion  of  such  questions." 

**  I  have  no  scruple  in  saying,  in  the  presence  ol  my  friends  here," 
said  Mr.  Micawbee,  **that  I  am  a  man  who  has.  for  some  years, 
contended  against  the  pressure  of  pecuniary  difficulties.  Sometimes 
I  have  risen  suDcrior  to  my  difficulties.  Sometimes  my  diffi- 
culties have — ^in  snort,  have  noored  me.  There  have  been  times 
when  I  have  administered  a  succession  of  facers  to  them ;  there  have 
been  times  when  they  have  been  too  many  for  me,  and  I  have  given 
in,  and  said  to  Mrs.  Micawber,  in  the  words  of  Cato,  *  It  must  be 
so!  Plato,  thou  reasonest  well.  It*s  all  up  now.  I  can  show 
fight  no  more.'  I  am  constrained  to  admit  that  such  a  moment  is  the 
present." 

**  Mr.  Mica  week's  difficulties  are  almost  overwhelming  just  at 
present,"  said  Mrs.  Micawber.  **  If  Mr.  Micawber's  creators  in'// 
not  give  him  time,  they  must  take  the  consequences ;  and  the  sooner 
they  bring  it  to  an  issue  the  better.  Blood  cannot  be  obtained  from 
a  stone  •  neither  can  more  than  Thirty  Per  Cent. — on  account— be 
obtaindd  at  present  from  Mr.  Micawber  !  " 

**  Thirty  per  cent.,"  said  Mr.  Micawber,  solemnly,  **  is— save  to 
bloodsucking  bondholders  and  grasping  creditors—iio  trifle  I  And  I 
need  hardly  say  that  should  anjrthing  turn  up  in  the  early  or  more 
remote  future — of  which  at  present  I  am  exceedingly  sanguine — 
Micawber  would  be  the  last  man  in  the  world  to  wisa  to  may  the 
classical  part  of  Graculus  eauriens.  And  then/'  adaed  Mr. 
Micawber,  **I  have  no  doubt  I  shall,  j>lease  Heaven,  begin 
to  be  beforehand  with  the  world,  and  to  kve  in  a  perfectly  new 
manner,  if — in  short,  if  anything  turns  up ! " 

**  I  will  never  desert  Mr.  Micawber,"  cried  Mrs.  Micawber,  with 
effusion.  '*Mr.  Micawber  has  his  faults.  I  do  not  deny  that 
he  is  imiHTovident.  I  do  not  deny  that  he  has  kept  me  in  the  ^k  as 
to  his  resources  and  his  liabilities  both;  but  I  will  never  desert 
Mr.  Micawber.  No!"  cried  Mrs.  Micawber,  more  affected  than 
before;  **  I  will  never  do  it  I    It's  of  no  use  asking  me  I" 


CHAT  A  LA  MODE. 

Beowk,  Jones,  'and  Robikson  diseovertd  discussing  the  stale  of  the 
Navy  in  a  first-class  compartment. 

Brown,  My  dear  fellows,  I  can  assure  you  we  are  in  a  terrible 
condition  of  unpreparedness.  If  France  was  to  declare  war  to-morrow 
we  should  be  nowhere — absolutely  nowhere  I 

Jones,  You  mean,  of  course,  with  Russia  P 

Rohinson,  Or  was  it  Italy  ? 

Brown,  It  doesn't  matter  which.     I  fancy  that  France  alone 
could  tadde  us.    Why,  a  man  was  telling  me  the  other  day  that 
{ if  Gibraltar  was  seized — as  it  might  be — ^we  should  not  get  a  shipload 
of  wood  for  months— yes,  for  months  I 

Jones,  But  what  has  Gibraltar  to  do  with  it  ? 

Bohinson,  Why,  of  course  it  guards  our  approaches  to  the  Suez 
Canal. 

Brown,  Oh.  that 's  only  a  matter  of  detail.  But  what  we  want  is 
a  hundred  millions  to  be  spent  at  once.  Cobdek  said  so,  and  I  agree 
with  Cobden. 

Jones,  But  upon  what  ?:  I 

Robinson,  Oh,  in  supporting  the  Sultan,  and  subsidising  the 
Ameer. 

Brown,  I  don't  think  that  sort  of  thing  is  of  much  importance. 
But  if  we  had  a  hundred  millions  (as  Mr.  Cobden  suggested),  we 
might  increase  our  ooaUng  stations,  and  build  new  ships,  and  double 
the  navy,  and  do  all  sorts  of  things. 

Jones,  But  I  thought  we  were  fairly  well  off  for  coaling  stations, 
had  lots  of  ships  on  the  stocks,  and,  with  the  assistance  of  our 
Merchant  Marine,  an  ample  supply  of  good  sailors. 

Bohinson,  That 's  what  all  you  fellows  say  I  But  wait  till  we  have 
a  war,  and  then  you  will  see  me  fallacy  of  all  your  arguments.  No, 
we  should  buy  the  entire  fleet  of  the  world.  There  should  be  no 
other  competitor.    BRirAmoA  should  really  rule  the  waves. 

Brown,  Yes,  yes.  Of  course;  but  after  all  that  is  not  the  im- 
portant matter.  What  we  want  is  a  hundred  millions  available  to 
be  spent  on  anything  and  everything.  And  it's  no  use  having 
further  discussion,  beoiuse  that  was  Cobben's  view  of  it,  and  so  it 
is  mine. 

Jones,  But  where  is  it  to  come  from— out  of  the  rates  ? 

Brown  and  Bohinson  (together).  Certainly  not. 

Jones,  Or  the  taxes? 

Brown  and  Bohinson  {as  hejore).  Don't  be  absurd. 

Jones,  Well,  it  must  come  from  somewhere!  Can  you  tell  mc 
where? 

Bohinson,  Why  should  we  ? 

Brown.  Yes,  why  should  we?    Even  CoBBSir  didn't  go  so  far  as 

that,  and But  here  we  are  at  the  station. 

[Invasion  of  porters,  and  end  of  the  conversation. 


Mek.  bt  a  **  Steeple  Jack."— To  try  to  climb  to  the  top  of  a 
steeple  would  be  for  most  people  a  vane  attempt. 


The  Learned  WoMAJf .— She  who  in  her  zeal  gets  up— Herself  I     | 
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'IGHER    UP! 

{A  Sketch  Outside  an  Omnibus,) 

The  Omnibus  is  on  its  progress  from  Piccadilly  to  the  Bank  ;  the 
tceather  is  raw  and  unpleasant^  and  the  occupants  of  the  garden- 
seats  on  the  roof  of  the  vehicle  are— for  once  in  a  way — mostly 
men. 

First  Passenger  {to  Second^  an  acquaintance),  I  see  young  Bash- 
AWAT  the  other  day.  {Sigmficantly,)  Jest  been  to  see  his  father, 
so  he  told  me. 

Second  Passenger  {with  interest),  *Ad  he  though  ?  And  'ow  did 
he /7m/ him? 

Pirst  P,  Fustrate,  youne  Jim  said;  didn't  know  when  he*d 
seen  him  looldn'  bettei^trtVA  sentiment) — quite  like  his  old  self ! 

Second  P,  (heartily).  That  f«  good  'earin',  that  is !  {Reflectively,) 
Seems  rt<m,  though,  come  to  think  of  it. 

First  P,  'Ow  0?  yer  mean — rum  P  It 's  no  more  than  what  yer  'd 
expect,  bein'  where  he  is.  Look  at  the  air  o*  the  place — there  ain't 
a  'elthier  situation  all  round  London,  to  my  mind ! 

Second  P,  No,  that's  right 
enough,  and,  from  all  I  'ear,  the 
food's  well  cooked,  and  served 
reg'lar,  if  it  is  plain. 

First  P,  Ah.  and  Bill  enjoys 
his  meals  now,  he  does — ^the  work 
gives  him  a  appetite,  and  it's 
years,  to  my  certain  knowledge, 
since  he  done  a  stroke,  and  o' 
course  he  ain't  allowed  no 
drink 

Second  P,  And  Ma^ 's  enough, 
of  itself,  to  be  the  savin'  of  'im, 
the  way  he  was ! 

First  P,  Then,  yer  see,  there 's 
the  reg'lar  hours,  and  the  freedom 
from  worrv,  and  the  like,  and 
nothink  on  ms  mind,  and  the  place 
with  every  sanitary  improvement 
and  thatr— why.  he  owns  his  own 
self  it 's  bin  the  makin'  of  'im. 
And  from  what  young  Jim  was  a 
tellin'  me,  it  appears  that,  if 
Bill  goes  on  gittin  •  good-conduck 
marks  at  the  rate  he 's  doin', 
there  'U  be  a  nice  little  sum  doo 
to  'im  when  he 's  done  his  time 
at  Wormwood  Scrubs. 

Second  P,  {sympathetically). 
Well,  and  that  makes  suthin'  to 
look  forward  to,  don't  it,  when 

tdoes  git  let  out.  Talkin'  o' 
t,  you  've  known  *im  longer 
^  what  I  'ave.  Do  you  'appen 
to  know  what  it  was  as  he  got 
inter  trouble /or  f 

First  P,  {with  the  conscious- 
ness of  superior  delicacy).  Lor' 
>less  ver,  I  never  thought  o' 
arskin  'im  the  question ! 

Second  P,  {with  feeble  self- 
assertion  under  this  implied  re- 
buke). Well,  it  all  depends  on 
*ow  yer  put  a  question  o'  that 
sort. 

[He  is  silent  for  the  remainder  of  the  journey,  I 

A  Chatty  Passenger  {to  a  Contradictious  Passenger,  as  the  ^bus  I 
passes  Trafalgar  Square),  Pretty  these  'ere  fountains  look,  with ' 
the  water  playin',  don't  they  ? 

The  Contradictious  Passenger,  The  fountings  are  well  enough,  if 
it  wasn't  fur  the  water— nors^  messv  stuff,  I  call  it.  ' 

The  Chatty  P,  {abandoning  the  fountains).  It's  wonderful  what  i 
an  amount  o*^  traffic  there  is  in  the  Strand,  ain't  it  ? 

Contrad,  P,  Nothink  to  what  it  was  forty  years  ago  I  | 

[His  neighbour  not  feeling  in  a  position  to  deny  iiy  subsides,  \ 

The  Driver  {to  a  Passenger  with  a  Badge,  immediately  behind 
him),  'Ow  is  it  you're  orf  yer  keb  to  day.  Bob  ?— takin'  a  day  orf, 
or  what  ? 

The  Passenger  with  a  Bad^e,  Not  much ;  goin'  up  to  Bow  Street 
to  gimmy  evidence  in  a  collision  case,  that 's  all. 

Driver  {dubiously).  Bow  Street  I  Ain't  that  rorther  shovin'  yer 
'<ed  in  the  Uon's  mouth,  eh  ? 

The  P,  with  a  B,  {with  virtuous  serenity).  Not  it!  What  ha' 
Ihev  got  agen  me  all  the  time  I  bin  licensed  ?  Only  three  drunks 
ana  a  loiter ! 

The  Chatty  P,  {returning  to  the  charge).  Orful  state  the  roads 


London  Eayounty  Kayounoil !    No,  it  ain't. 
I  'U  tell  yer'^oo  it  is,  if  yer  want  to  know ;  it 's 


**  Thanh  where  'tia,  yer  come  on  me  too  late !  " 


are  in  with  all  this  mud.     I  s'pose  that's  the  London  County 
Council,  eh  ? 

The  Contrad,  P. 
Nothink  o'  the  sort ! 
Gladstone  ! 

The  Chatty  P,  {mildly  surprised,  but  glad  to  have  discovered 
common  ground),  I  see  you  're  a  Conservative— like  myself. 

The  Contrad,  P,  That's  jest  where  you're  wrong!  I  ain't  no 
Conservative,  nor  yet  I  don't  want  none  o'  Gladstone  neither. 
I'm  a  Radikil,  /  am.  John  Bukns  and  Ben  Tillbtt— that '« 
my  lot ! 

The  Chatty  P,  {reluctantly  relinquishing  politics).  Ah,  well, 
everv  man 's  got  a  right  to  form  his  own  opinions,  ain't  he  ? 

The  Contrad.  P.  No,  he  ainU — ^not  if  he  goes  and  forms  wrong 
'uns !    {A  pause.)    'Ave  jer  tot  the  time  about  yer  ? 

The  Chatty  P,  {accepting  this  as  a  sign  of  softening^,  I 'm  sorry 

to  say  I  come  out  without  my  watch  this  morning,  or  eiae But 

there 's  plenty  o'  clocks  about  as  '11  tell  yer. 

The  Contrad.  P.  {with  intense  disdain).  Clocks!  You  don't  ketch 
me  trustin'  no  clocks — with  no  two  of  'em  alike ! 

The  Chatty  P.  {as  they  pass 
a  well-known  watchmaker's). 
Well,  'ow  about  that  clock  with 
thefiggers?  Won't  that  do  yer? 
They  set  it  to  Grinnidge .  time 
every  hour,  so  it's  bound  to  be 
right! 

The  Contrad.  P,  {as  he  de- 
scends). There  yer  are  !  Think 
I  'd  put  my  faith  in  a  clock  as 
'as  to  be  set  right  every  hour? 
'Tain't/iXe/y.'  Good  day  to  yer. 
The  ChaUy  P.  So  long !  (To 
himse^,)  A  pleasant  feller 
enough,  I  dessay,  if  you  leave  the 
subiec'  to  'im .' 

Driver  {to  sfnart  Hansom  Cab- 
man). Now  then,  outer  the  way 
with  that  'ere  'Ackney  keb  a 
yours! 

Hansom^  Cabman  {with  hau- 
teur). As  it  'appens,  it  ain*i  a 
'Ackney  cab— it  s  a  private  ker- 
ridge,  this  is ! 

Driver,  Ah,  I  might  ha'  known 
you  was  a  hammytoor  by  yer 
silly  hasslike  method  o'  ooxiduct- 
ing  yer  business ! 

[^Drives  on  triwnphant, 
A  Political  Passenaer  (with 
a  panacea — to  a  **  Knowled^- 
able"  Passenger).  No,  I  don't 
want  no  'Ome  Rule,  nor  jet  no 
Parish  Counsels,  nor  nothink  o' 
that.  What  /wanter  see  inter- 
dooced  'ere  is  Tereenial  Porli- 
ments. 

The  Knowledgable  Passenger 
{with  resnect),  Tereenial  Parli- 
ments?  1  don't  know  as  I  've 
'eard  o'  them. 

The  Pol,  P.  Ain't  yer?  Well, 
they're  what  we  want.  Why, 
they  've  'ad  'em  in  America,  they 
've  'ad  'em  in  Ostralia,  they  Ve 
'ad  'em  in  Orstria ;  and  everywhere,  mind  yer,  everywhere  they  've 
been  in  operation  they  've  turned  out  a  success ! 

The  Kn,  P,  Then  it's  'igh  time  we  'ad  'em.  What  is  it  they're 
called  again  ? 

The  Pol,  P.  Tee-reen-ial  Porliments.  It  stands  to  reason  they 
work  well ;  there  they  are.  a  settin'  eight  months  in  the  year  fur 
seven  year  on  end — sometnink  's  bound  to  come  of  it !  I  'a  like  to 
see  any  o'  our  lot  settin'  like  that.  It's  a  pity  we  don't  take  more 
pattern  by  America  in  our  law-makin'. 

The  Kn.  P.  Except  in  our  criminal  law.  Why  I  've  'eard  there  'a 
States  out  there  where  a  man  may  go  and  commit  a  crime,  d'  ye  see  ? 
and  once  he  ^ts  across  the  boundary  from  one  State  into  another — 
like  as  it  might  be  a  Line  across  this  'ere  street  like,  d'  ye  see  ? — 
once  he 's  over  that,  they  can't  do  nothink  to  'im ! 

The  Pol,  P,  {thoughtfully).  Ah,  that  wouldn't  never  do  'ere  that 
wouldn't  I  S  ^  Conductor  comes  up  to  coUect  fares. 

Conductor  {to  a  Sleepy  Passenger  in  a  comer).  Now  then,  fare, 
please  ? 

The  Sleejay  Passenger  {with  manly  regret),  I  ain't  gorrit,  ole  pal. 
If  yer  'd  asnt  me  ies'  two  minutes  afore  I  gorrup.  I  ooiild  ha'  doae  it 
for  yer,  but  I  took  jes'  anorrer  glash  an'  blued  tn'  lot.    No  i 
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say  I  don'  part  s*  long 's  I  gorrer  money ;  no  freehandeder  man 
anywheresh  ^n  wharri  am 'but  yer  oome  on  me  too  late.  {Shaking 
his  head  reproachfully.)    Thaah  where  'tis,  yer  come  on  me  too  late: 

Cond,  'Ere,  I  ain't  goin*  to  stand  no  nonsense.  If  yer  'aven't  got 
the  money,  git  down  orf  o*  my  bus,  and  quick,  too ! 

The  SI.  P.  Ged  down  f  An'  quick  !  You  wouldn'  tor'  U'  that  if 
you  'd  sheen  wharrer  bloomin'  *ard  job  I  'ad  to  get  up  / 

[He  resumes  his  slumber. 

Cond.  [passing  on,  softened).  I  can't  go  and  break  the  beggar's 
neck  for  tuppence,  and  ne  's  got  it  somewhere  about  him.  as  likely 
as  not.    (To  a  Litigious  Passenger.)    Tuppence  is  the  fare.  Sir,  if ' 
you  please.  ' 

The  Litigious  Passenger.  One  penny  is  the  legal  fare,  and  all  I 
intend  to  pay.    I  know  the  law ! 

Cond.  And  so  do  I.  It  *s  wrote  up  tuppence  inside  the  bus.  If 
yer  ain't  going  to  pay  more,  yer 'd  better  git  down;  ye've  'ad 
over  your  ijenirorth  a'readjr ! 

The  Litig.  P.  {with  spirit).  I  decline  to  get  down.  I  insist  on 
being  taken  to  the  Bank  tor  my  penny. 

Cond.  Oh,  do  yer  ?    We  'U  see  about  that. 
[He  stops  the  *bus  and  calls  a  Constable,  fo  whom  he  briefly 
explains  the  situation. 

Constable  {paciflcally.frotn. below,  to  the  Litig.  P.).    Come,  Sir, 
traffic,  uke  this  'ere'    '^  ' 


Either  pay  the  man  his  fare 
I  have  a  legal  right  to  remain 
3'ou  do  this  man  can  summons 


don't  block  tne 

or  get  down — one  of  the  two. 

The  Litig.  P.  {from  the  roof). 
here  if  I  like  I 

Const.  That  may  be.  Sir,  but  if 
you.  that 's  all  I 

The  Litig.  P.  {warming  with  the  Joy  of  battle).  That's  just  what 
I  want  him  to  do !    Can't  I  make  him  summon  me  ? 

Cond.  {disgusted).  'Ere,  'ang  it  all,  do  yer  think  I  'm  goin'  to  cart 
vou  arf  over  London  fur  a  Denny,  and  throw  yer  in  the  luxury  of  a 
lawsoot  ?   'Ere 's  yer  penny  oack,  and  I  give  yer  the  ride  free— there! 

The  Litig,  P.  {accepting  the  penny,  and  descending  with  dignity). 
Very  well,  and  let  me  tell  you  this,  it  was  just  as  well  you  gave  way 
when  you  did,  for  I  was  quite  prepared  to  carry  the  case  to  the 
House  of  Lords  I 

Citnd.  Ah  I  and  I  s'pose  yer  think  yer  'd  ^t  there  for  a  pennj  ? 
[The  Omnibus  goes  on  before  the  Litigious  Person  has  ttme  to 
think  over  such  an  obvious  repartee  as  asking  (he  Constable 
to  take  the  man^s  number. 


A   PARLUMEXTARY   POST-CHRISTMAS  CAROL. 
{To  be  sung  at  St.  Stephens.) 

Heaven  help  you  **  English  Gentlemen  "  I 

You  heard,  with  sore  dismay, 
That  Parliament  could  scarce  adjourn. 
This  year,  o'er  Christmas  Day. 
*    Keeping  poor  squires  from  rural  rites 
\Vhich  now  must  go  astray, 
Was  scarce  tidings  of  comfort  and  joy  I 

you  've  oome  back  to  Parliament, 
It  seems  you've  come  to  play 
Still  at  Obstruction's  sad,  bad  game. 

To  loiter  and  delay - 
To  fudge,  and  lib,  and  snap,  and  sneer, 
.  Just  in  the  old^  old  way. 

That 's  not  tidings  oi  comfort  and  joy  I 

Still  Bowles  blares  on,  still  Baktley  jaws, 

Still  twitters  Tomlinson  ; 
Hour  after  hour  about  one  Clause 

They  hammer  on,  on,  on ! 
**  Amending  "  purely  fancy  flaws. 

Till  Fowlek's  chance  seems  gone. 
Is  that  tidings  of  comfort  and  joy  ? 

Ah,  would  some  strong  man  rise  and  smas*i 

This  stale  sophistic  sham, 
The  taradiddles  and  the  trash 

Expose  as  faction's  flam ; 
Brummagem  bare,  and  Bunkum  bash, 

Oh  I  that  were     real  jam  " ! 
True  tidings  of  comfort  and  joy  I 

Heaven  help  the  Members  of  this  Hoi'.se, 

The  Grand  Old  Man  also! 
I^t  the  huge  Mountain  yield  its  Mouse, 

And  the  tired  doctors  go  j 
Obstruction  choke  and  faction  chouse. 
And  shut  up  spiteful  Joe, 
And  send  j^ou  all  a  Happv  New  Yeir;. 

A  New  Year, 
An  honest,  kindly  English  New  Year 'J 


"WKLt,  Charlie,  deak  Boy,  what'h  the  matteu?' 
**0h  !  A  return  of  my  old  enemy  !" 

*The  D !'* 

*  No,  no  !     The  oovt,  Man— the  qout  ! " 

BOOKING-OFFICE  CORRESPONDENCE. 

A  PR0P08  of  the  portrait  of  the  Baron  be  Book- Worms  in  the  j 
Number  dated  December  23,  we  have  received  the  following  letter  of 
'  inquiry : — 

I     ^*  Why  is  the  Baron  DE  Book- Worms  this  week  wearing  an  Earl's 
,  Coronet  r  Yours  with  respect,  B.  Dod-Burke." 

Why  ?  Because  it  is  the  only  one  ne  has  got  at  home  at  present  • 
I  and  by  special  leave  and  license  all  to  the  contrary,  nevertheless  and 
I  notwithstanding,  the  Baron  is  at  full  liberty  to  wear  exactly  what 
;  best  suits  him.  Baron  de  Book-Worms. 


I 


SECOND  FIDDLES  TO  THE  FORE. 
["  Seconds  were  appointed  by  both  partiet.     They  met  at  Naples  on 
Saturday,  and  yesterday  publiahed  their  decision,  excluding  the  possibility 
of  a  duel  between  Signori  Sonzoono  and  Boixo."— 2>«i/y  ^nrt.] 

Second  to  none  in  setting  matters  right. 
Seconds  to  none,  as  there 's  to  be  no  flght, 
Brarissimi  I       For  this  relief  much  thanks." 
We  liked  not  these  **  enraged  musicians'"  pranks. 
Your  would-be  principals  now  needn't  die 
On  seeing  Naples.    \  ou  have  said  "  Don't  trj- "  ;— 
And  stopped  the  "little  rift,"  or  big  dispute, 
Which  might  indeed  have  made  much  music  mute. 


A  SrAGGERER  I—**  His  official  existence  being  indeed  not  recog- 
nised  by  statute.'^  We  quote  from  that  most  useful  work  HazeWs 
Annual  for  1894.  About  whom  is  this  absolutely  trustworthy  in- 
formation given  ?  Why,  it  is  concerning  the  Prime  Minister  ! 
Concerning  the  G.  0.  M  ! !  '*  His  official  existence  is  not  recognised 
by  statute/*  But  the  G.  0.  M.  is  inseparable  from  William  Ewart 
Gladstone.  Therefore  William  Ewart  Gladstone  is  not  recog- 
nised by  statute!  Without  his  "official  existence"  he  does  not 
exist.  No  one  can  possibly  think  of  him  apMirt  from  his  political 
existence.  Try  it  I  It  can't  be  done.  It  is  unthinkable.  But 
''Statute  Law^'  does  *' not  recognifc^*  him  I  Statute  Law, 
then,  like  Justice,  is  blind;  and  so  much  the  worse,  perhaps^  for 
Statute  Law*  This  reduces  the  Premier  to  a  mere  Nobody !  He  is 
the  Embodiment,  so  to  speak,  of  Nobody.  Nobody  is  at  the  Head  of 
the  Government!  Nobody  is  right,  or  Nobody  is  wrong.  Here! 
Somebody  I  take  us  to  HanweU !       nir^itivoH  h>,  C-fOQgle 


Pigiti^Qd  by. 


>oogl< 
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LITTLE    LUNCHEON 


TIMMINS'. 


Host,  "May  I  oivb  you  some  Roast  Hare,  Lady  Jones?" 

Master  Tommy  {Lady  Joms's  Oodson).  **  Ah  I  /  saw  Cook  peel  that  Cat  1 ' 


"COME  ABOARD,  SIR!" 
Captain  Punch  loquitur: — 

Come  aboard,  Sir?    You're  welcome,  smart 
younker  I 
You 've  hit  off  the  time  to  a  tick. 
You're    young,    but    I    trust    you're    no 
fumcer, 
'      Or  apt  to  turn  timid  or  sick.    *    "^ 
For   we  may  have   rough   weather   befcre 
us, 
;      And  even  a  fight  mayn't  be  far. 
What  odds,  if  you  're  true 
To  the  Red.  White,  and  Blue, 
The  glorious  old  flag  that  floats  gallantly 
o'er  us, 
0  tiny  but  stout-hearted  Tar  ? 

You  're  clearly  a  sea-going  **  Xipper," 
I      Unwhiskered,  and     only  so  high." 
I  But  you  '11  have  a  tempest-tried  skipper ; 
I      And  don't  look  like  piping  your  eye. 
You  seem— like  your  kit— trim  and  ready, 
Your  foot — like  the  anchor's — a-trip ; 
You  're  likely  and  limber, 
And  sound  as  oak  timber, 
With  a  voice  that  can  join  us  in  "  Steady, 
boys,  steady ! " 
A  hand  that  can  flght  for  the  Ship ! 

Come  aboard  I    Ours  will  be  a  long  voyage, 

One  all  round  the  world — and  the  year, 
You  're  now  at  that  juvenile-joy  age 
^  That  feels  not  foreboding  or  fear ; 
You  funk  not  the  storm— or  the  steward— 
The  mast-head,  the  rope's-end,  the  snub. 
Like  Ma&byat's  middy, 
You  sing  tiddy-iddy, 
And  think  not  of  shirking  or  lurching  to 
leeward 
Should  tempests  assail  the  Old  Tub  I 


Quite    right!     That's    the    true     Tarry 
'*  spent" 
That  Nelson  and  Dibdin  proclaimed. 
If  from  Old  Salts,  and  Songs,  you  inherit 

That  spirit,  you  '11  never  be  shamed. 
We  hear  neaps  of  chat  on  the  Navy. 
No  need  to  be  braggart  or  craven  I 
If  we  keep  up  our  pluck, 
And  our  Fleet,  with  fair  luck, 
Our  goal,  boy,  will  not  be  the  Locker  of  Davy, 
But  honour,  and  home,  and  safe  haven. 

Come  aboard  I    Well,  the  night-watch  is  set, 
boy. 
Turn  in,  and— when  wanted— turn  out  I 
No  need  to  **  pipe  all  hands  "  as  yet,  boy. 
But  storms,  and  strong  foes,  are  about. 
At  perils  nor  shrinking  nor  scoffing, 
Our  duty 's  to  plough  on  our  way, 
Steady  hand  at  the  wheel, 
Dry  powder,  sharp  steel ; 
And  then,  laa,  if  danger  should  loom  in  the 
offing, 
Why,  up,  boy,  and  at  it !    Hooray ! !  I 


THE  PIOUS  POLYGAMIST. 

(Xew  Tear* 8  Song  of  a  Happy  Huslaiid.) 
When  I  arrived  at  man's  estate 

And  felt  I  ought  to  wed, 
I  knew  'twas  a  crisis  in  my  fate, 
A  serious  thing  to  contemplate, 

And  thus  to  myself  I  said : 
**  You  need,  of  course,  a  dainty  cook. 

And  a  needlewoman,  too ; 
And  then,  in  addition,  you  want  a  mu- 
sician 

To  chase  the  devils  blue ; 
A  clever  talker,  a  willing  walker, 

A  capable  nurse  beside, 
A  thing  of  beauty  devoted  to  duty— 

And  a  gentle  and  charming  bride." 


Well,  after  a  time  I  found  my  cook 

And  my  needlewoman  fair ; 
I  like^i-ise  found  an  excellent  nurse 
And  a  lovely  girl  who  could  well  converse 

And  play  me  any  air. 
I  a^ked  them  all  to  be  my  own, 

And  they  gladly  ^ave  consent, 
And  then  together,  in  finest  feather,         , 

To  the  parish  church  we  went. 
And  there  we  tarried  until  I  married 

My  sempstress,  nurse,  and  cook, 
And    my    other    ** flames"  —  and   our 
several  names  , 

Had  been  entered  in  the  book.  | 

And  then  we  went  on  our  honejnnoon. 

And  then  to  my  Clapham  home. 
Where  the  cook  prepares  me  many  a  dish, 
And  the  artist  plays  whate'er  I  wish. 

And,  should  I  cnance  to  roam, 
I  know  the  sempstress  is  well  employed 

In  making  my  children's  dress. 
So  I  needn't  worry  or  be  in  a  hurry. 

Or  myself  in  the  least  distress. 
And  the  nurse  is  ready,  if  e'er  unsteady 


My  legs  or  nerves  may  be, 
Vith]     "    *      •  ' 


With  perfect  ouiet  and  proper  diet 
To  take  good  care  of  me. 

So  altogether  I  don't  regret 

The  step  I  took  that  day. 
When  I  married  a  whole  domestic  staff, 
And  I  merely  regard  as  so  much  chaff 

What  foohsh  people  say 
About  English  wives,  and  their  many 
faults — 

/  'm  thoroughly  well  content  I  1 

And  of  any  growling  or  surly  scowling 

I  'm  peilectly  innocent. 
I  'm  happy,  very,  and  blithe  and  merry, 

And  II  the  saying 's  true 
That  occupation  kills  tribulation. 

My  wife  is  happy  too  I|Q  I  p 
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"'EN    ITERUM!'   HERE  WE    ARE   AGAIN!" 

Welcome  to  our  eyergreen  friends,  Clown,  Pantaloon,  Harleauin, 
and  Columbine!  All  of  them  fresher  than  ever  on  the  boards  of 
Old  Drury !    Some  of  the  genuine  **  good  old  "  businesH,  too,  revived 

by  Mr.  Harry  Payne, 
which  delighteth  .  the 
heart  of  Mr,  Punch. 
Once  more  within  the 
walls  of  Ancient  Drury, 
young  and  old  Drury- 
ites  joyfully  assemble  to 
accmm  Augustus  Dru- 
RIOLANUSthe  "P.P.P.P.," 
which,  writ  large,  means 
**  Punches  Prize  Panto- 
mime Provider  !  " 

Peculiar  interest  (we 
hope  Druriolaitus  will 
make  cent,  ijer  cent.)  is 
attached  to  this  particular 
production,  seeing  it  is 
announced  in  the  play- 
bill as  **the  last  of  the 
present  lease,"  and  of  all 
the  long  line  of  Panto- 
mimes, of  which  this  is  the 
last,  most  certainly  it  is 
not  the  least.  But  Sir 
Druriolanus  is  not  to  be 
evicted,  he  is  to  continue 
as  * '  The  Man  in  Posses- 
sion," the  right  man  in 
the  right  place,  and,  being 
thus  re-leased,  he  isfree to 
remain  ad  muUos  annos, 
and  to  say  most  happily 
with  "  the  Ghost  who  walk- 
ed" in  Hamlet,  **Leased ! 
Leased!    0  Leased!" 


Herbert  Campbell  Atkin^. 


In  Itobinson  Crusoe,  if  Druriolanus,  with  his  able  coUahorateur, 
Mr.  Harry  Nicholls,  has  not  given  us  quito  so  much  of  JRohinson 
or  of  Crusoe  as  might  have  been  expected,  we  have  a  magnificent 
spectacle^  beautiful  dresses,  forms  fairv-like  and  unfairy-like,  and  a 
wealth  of  low  comedy  in  Messrs.  Dan  Leno  as  Mrs,  Cn/»o<»,  Herbert 
Campbell  as  the  villain 
^M:t»«/*  Little  TiCH" 
as  Friday— <im\/e  the 
shortest  day  in  the  year 
— and  Miss  Marie 
Lloyd,  looking,  as 
PoUy  Perkins,  like  an 
expensive  doll.  Then 
there  ore  Miss  JmJA 
Kent  as  Perky  Snooks, 
and  Miss  Ada  Blanche 
as  the  new  Hobinson. 
with  others  in  a  full 
cast  too  numerous  to 
mention  individually, 
all  of  whom,  with 
singing  and  dancing 
ana  '*  comic  business,"  y ,, 
oontributo  to  make  the  / 
Pantomime  **a  going 
concern,"  to  the  rap- 
turous delight  of  a 
house  crowded  nightly 
from  floor  to  ceiling. 
"  The  History  of  Eng- 
land in  twenty  minutes^* 
is  of  course  given  for 
the  instruction  of  .^- 
day,  whose  education 
as  a  man-eating  savage 
had  been,  it  may  Be 
assumed,  considerably 
neglected.  The  conver- 
sation of  the  highly- 
educated  and  well- 
informed  grown-up  spectators  in  stalls,  during  this  portion  of  the 
entertainment,  and  the  shots  made  at  historical  names,  dates,  and 

fe)es  might  be  summed  up  under  the  heading  of  **  Guesses  at 
th."     We  hereby  advise  any  Paterfamilias  intending  to  take 
Tommy  and  Harry  to  Drury  Lane  to  give  himself  an  hour  or  two*s 


Mah-ric  Llovd  Perkins. 


•*  cramming  "  in  English  history,  so  as  to  be 
the  questions  that  ms  boys  are  safe  to  put 


Masters  Sandford  and  Merton. 


maintained  by  Doctors  Birch  and 
mirable  efficiency  by  Mr.  Lionel 
Brough  Barlow,  M.A.,  to  Masters 
Tommy  Robson  Merton  and  Harry 
Sandford  Hunt,  who,  with  the 
girls  and  the  French  governess,  sing 
and  dance  in  real  holiday  time  to 
Mr.  Edward  Solomon's  tuneful 
music.  This  eccentric  and  scholastic 
Operetta  is  preceded  at  the  same 
theatre  bv  Mr.  Buchanan's  poetical 
version  of  The  Pied  Piper,  which, 
for  the  Christmassy  season,  might 
have  been  more  appropriately  en- 
titled The  Mince  Pte'd  Piper.  There 
are  plentjr  of  "shows,"  all  "going 
strong,"  just  now,  indudinga  Pan- 
tomime at  the  Crystal  Palace  and 
another  at  the  Lyceum ;  also  NoaKs 
Ark  at  Theatre  Royal,  Covent  Gar- 
den, which,  for  the  nonce  has  become 
^*  Holland  House.**  Perhaps  I  may 
have  more  to  say  anent  entertain- 
ments another  week,  when  I  shall 
still  take  my  seat  as 

M.P.  FOR  Christmas. 


Cane, 


able  to  answer  correctly 
to  him ;  for,  should  he 
hesitate,  or  be  de- 
tected in  giving  incor- 
rect information,  doWTQ 
he  wiU  go  in  the  esti- 
mation of  those  young 
lads  from  school,  and 
the  moral  effect  on 
their  future  will  be  a 
bad  one.  Whereas,  if 
Pater  is  spry,  and  not 
only  "  up-to-date," 
but  *  *  up  -  to  -  dates," 
those  dates  being  ab- 
solutely correct,  then 
his  visit  with  his  boys 
to  this  Pantomime 
will  have  raised  him 
on  a  higher  pedestal 
than  ever  he  was  be- 
fore, a;nd  wiU  inspire 
his  lads  with  a  real 
desire  to  emulate  the 
rare  attainmente  of 
their  seholarhr  pro- 
genitor. Paterfamilias 
will  do  well  also  to 
take,  or  send,  them  to 
see  San dfo r d  and 
Merton  at  a  matinSe 
at  the  ComedyTheatre, 
where  they  will  learn 
how  comicaUy  ill-be- 
haved two  boys  can  be 
who  have  only  that 
amoimt  of  resi)ect  for 
their  teacher  which  is 
administered  with   ad- 


Good  Mr.  Barlow. 


QUEER  QUERY.— Cheap  Liter- 
ature.—I  see  that  the  **  Society  for 
Promoting  Christian  Knowledge "  is 
issuing  such  books  as  The  Talisman 
and  Robinson  Crusoe  in  a  penny 
form.  Why  should  some  publisher 
not  start  a  halfpenny  series  of  equally 
valuable  works?  For  example,  I  am 
convinced  that  my  epic  poem  called  Hades  Rensiied  might  have 
been  more  popular  than  it  actually  was  had  the  natural 
eagerness  of  the  masses  to  obtain  a  copj^  not  been  ruthlessly 
checked  by  the  prohibitive  price  of  seven-and-sixpence.  There  is 
also  a  great  future  before  the  Farthing  Novelette.  I  have  several 
short  stories  which  transcend  an3rthing  yet  done  by  R.  L.  Stevenson, 
and  which,  issued  in  that  shape,  would  circulate  by  millions.  In 
*' touch-and-go  comedy,"  too,  I  feel  that  I  could  create  a /wrore  ; 
but  publishers,  to  whom  I  submit  my  funny  tales,  go  before  they 
have  touched  them !— Auctor  Ignotus. 


M.P.'s  TO  BE  Envied. — ^The  Happy  Paired.    ArTT/> 
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^-^^ 


THE    LATEST   FASHION, 

Jiaieateher,  **  Beg  tour  pardon,  my  Lady,  but  would  tour  Ladyship  mind  trllino  mb  where  she  okts  all  her  Rats  from. 

I  'VE  BEEN  OUT  FOR  THE  LAST  WeEK  AND  CAN'T  COME  ACROSS  ANY  !  " 


"PERSONAL  C0MML"NICATI0N8  CORRUPT  GOOD— 
LAWYERS." 

Dbab  Mr.  Punch, — Thoug-h  proud  of  being  a  member  of  the  same 
profession  as  my  good  friend  Mr.  Locrv^'ooD,  Q.C.,  M.P.,  I  must 
(in  the  interests  of  the  public)  at  once  protest  against  one  expression 
of  opinion  in  a  recent  Pickwickian  lecture.  **I  can  sumciently 
indicate  my  own  feelings,"  says  the  Recorder  of  York,  **  when  I  say 
that  any  system  which  prevents  a  litigant  havinsr  the  fullest  per- 
sonal communication  with  the  person  he  has  paid  to  represent  nim 
is  an  anomaly  and  an  absurdity."  The  fullest  personal  communi- 
cation!  Let  me  give  my  experience  of  the  fullest  personal 
communication  ! 

I  once  had  a  client  who  insisted  on  interviewing  me.  At  last, 
weakly  and  unprofessionally,  I  consented.  From  that  day  till 
years  afterwards  I  never  went  into  C-ourt  but  what  before  long  I 
was  assailed  by  this  hungering  litigant.  Finally  I  had  to  grow  a 
beard  and  get  rid  of  him.  In  another  case  a  man  who  said  he 
Vanted  to  see  me  on  private  business  defeated  my  clerk  and  got  into 
my  chambers.  He  was  my  client — of  a  guinea  brief  (onlv  a  little 
one,  I  admit,  but,  though  a  poor  thing,  my  own).  For  six  hours  he 
sat  and  ^t  into  legal  mare's  nests,  out  of  which  in  turn  I  had  to  dis- 
lodge him.  At  last  even  I — a  briefles  worm— turned.  **Sir," 
I  said,  drawing  myself  up  to  my  full  height,  **Sir.  I  am  obliged 
— to  your  solicitor— for  the  brief  in  your  case.  I  am  oy  this  time  in 
perfect  possession  of  the  facts.  Permit  me  to  remind  you  that  it 
is  I  who  am  responsible  for  the  Aiir."  Then  he  left.  The  case 
went  to  the  House  of  Lords,  and  the  junior's  brief  was  marked  a 
hundred  guineas.    I  was  not  the  junior. 

This,  Sir,  is  the  result  of  the  **  fullest  personal  oommunica- 
tion."  I  leave  a  humane  public  to  decide  between  Mr.  Lock- 
wood,  Q.C.,  M.P.,  and  Yours  faithfully,         L.  E&ned  Counsel. 

102,  Temple  Gardens,  E,C.    December  26,  1893. 


FBOM  OUR  OWN  8CH00LB0Y*8  EXAM.  PAPER. 

Q.  What  is  the  meaning  of  an  **  alumnus  "  of  a  school  ? 
A.  The  **a/timiit4«"   is  the  baker.    So  called  because  he 
**  alum"  in  the  bread. 


puts 


ONCHYOPHAGY! 

[The  practice  of  onchyophagy,  we  are  informed,  shows  that  **  the  nerrous 
centres  are  di«organised.**J 

AiH— •*  The  Chum's  Song*'  (Shakspeake). 

When  that  I  was  a  little  tiny  boy— 

With  hey,  ho  I  the  Modem  Brain  I — 
To  gnaw  my  nails  I  did  enjoy, 

But  the  world  grows  wiser  every  day. 

And  now  I  've  come  to  man's  estate, 
I  'm  an  **  onchyophagist,"  so  they  prate. 
Because — my  mother  had  been  sore  surprised  I — 
My  **  nervous  centres  are  disorganised  f " 

At  the  terrible  name  (and  the  cause)  one  pales, 
Till  one  finds  it  but  mean  that  I— bite  my  nails  ! 

A  great  while  ago  the  world  begun — 

With  hey,  ho !  the  Modem  Brain ! — 
And  I  sometimes  think  'tis  the  sages'  fun 

That  they  strive  to  scare  us  every  day. 


TO  AMANDA. 
{In  High  Feather,) 

Only  the  feather  you  wore  in  your  hat. 

What  magic  there  proved  to  be  in  it ! 
I  suddenlv  reoognisea  something,  and  that 
Only  the  teather  you  wore  in  vour  hat. 
My  heart  fell  to  beating  with  loud  pit-a-pat ; 

I  knew  again  then  in  a  minute 
Oi^the  feather  you  wore  in  your  hat — 

What  magic  there  proved  to  be  in  it ! 


New- Year  Advice  to  a  Sporting  Johnny.— Drop : 
(on  the  Turf),  and  pick  them  up  again  in  your  talk. 


^ees' 
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ANACBE0NTIC8  FOR  ALL. 

{Beinjf  Baeehanalian  Balladt  for  the 
useofallPro/essiotu,  Trades,  Crafts, 
and  Callingt^  and  Convivial  Carol* 
fof  tht  Classes,  the  Masses,  and  the 
Lasses.    By  Tmn  Moore,  Junior.) 

THE  PATIENTS  SONG. 
Air—*  *  FUl  the  Bumper  Fair  !  " 

Shake  the  bottle  well ! 

Every  dose  we  measure 
Makes  the  bosom  swell 

With  a  patient's  pleasure. 
Jov's  electric  ilame 

Ne'er  so  swiftly  passes, 
As  when  through  tne  frame 

It  shoots  from  physic-glasses ! 
Doctors  disagree  ? — 

So  the  dolts  deride  us ! 
Shall  trc  doubt  M.D. 
^  With  his  dose  inside  us  ? 
No !    Let  patients  sit 

With  receptive  throttle. 
Nasty?    Not  a  bit! 

Drink— and  pass  the  bottle  I 

Chorus  of  Invalids, 
Shake  the  bottle  well  I 

Every  dose  we  drink  '11 
Prove  a  potent  8i)ell, 

Smooth  away  a  wrinkle  I 

Horaowpaths  at  first, 

With  their  tasteless  doses, 
Quenched  our  physic-thirst, 

Made  us  hold  our  noses 
Over  draught  and  drench, 

Salts  and  oil  of  castor  ; 
Rhubarb  made  us  blench. 

Jalap  was  our  master. 
Now  we  swig  them  up ! 

Pills  should  have  some  flavor  r. 
Brim  the  **  bitter  cup"  ! 

Aloes  lends  it  savour, 
Vitriol  gives  it  bite, 

Brimstone  gives  it  body, 
Smiills  bring  appetite, 

Laudanum  warms  like  toddy. 
And  0  joy !  when  round 

The  sick-chamber  spjring. 
The  Blue  Pill  is  found 

By  the  Black  Draught  Ij^ing ! 
Chorus  of  Invalids, 

Shake  the  bottle  well,  &c. 


Give  me  Galen's  bowl 

For  a  night  of  pleasure ! 
Rapture  fires  my  soul 

As  the  **  drops  "  I  measure. 
Palatable f    Pooh!!! 

HAHiTEiCAKir's  idea ! 
Better  the  strong  brew 

Blent  by  dark  Medsea ! 
Tasteless  tinctures  irk ; 

Dose  infinitesimal, 
Which  you  have  to  work 

Out  to  the  tenth  decimal, 
Neither  tongue  nor  nose 

Aiding  its  detection ; — 
Such  is  not  the  dose 

Of  our  predilection  I 
Patients  much  x>ref er — 

When 'tis  mixed  and  shaken— 
Something  should  occur 

TelUnf'em  His  taken  I 
How  it  fires  the  eye ! 

How  it  warms  uie  throttle ! 
Bacchus  (sick)  might  cry, 

•*Drink— andpassthebottle! " 

Charms  of  Insatiate  Invalids, 

Shake  the  bottle  well ! 

Every  dose  we  drink  'U 
Prove  a  potent  spell, 

Setting  eyes  a-twinkle,     ' 
Bidding  Dosoms  swell. 

Smoothing  every  wrinkle ! 


SATISFACTORY. 

Mistress,  "I'm  sokry  for  you,  John;  but  if  your  Wife  has 
GOT  surH  a  dreadfi'l  Tkmper,  why  did  you  Marry  her?" 

Coachman  {the  Fourth  Husband).  "  Well,  Mum,  I  HAD  Three  good 
Characters  with  hkr  !  " 


QUEER  QUERY.  —  Stbokg 
Language.— I  read  in  the  paper 
that  "  France  objects  to  thepnn- 
ciple  of  a  Buffer  State."  Would 
somebody  kindly  explain  the 
meaning  of  this  curious  phrase? 
Does  it  imply  that  Lord  Rosebe&y 
has  been  calling  the  French  people 
buffers  P  If  so,  does  International 
Law  allow  of  such  language  ?  A 
friend  suggested  to  me  that  **  it 
is  Siam.  and  not  France,  that  ia 
meant.''  But  is  it  not  eaually  dis- 
creditable to  use  opproDrious  ex- 
pressions to  a  weak  Oriental 
Kingdom  that  cannot  retaliate  hj 
a  declaration  of  war?  And  is 
not  this  a  specimen  of  the  way  in 
which  England  habitually  treats 
all  feeble  races  ?— Amateur  Dip- 
lomat. 


''  SMART.'^ 

Oh  !  Belles  of  Bonny  Bayswater,  i)rav  hearken  imto  me, 
And  I  '11  show  you  how  to  sparkle  in  rolite  Societie. 
Never  fear  that  you  '11  bjj  visited  ynt\v  contumely  or  sc  )rn 
If  you  happen  not  to  be  aristocratically  born ; 
For  sucoesfi  is  not  dejiendent  on  the  accident  of  rank, 
And  mere  birth  is  biudly  beaten  by  a  balahee  at  the  bank  ; 
So,  if  only  you  have  money,  you  need  never  be  afraid 
To  swagger  of  the  swindles  of  your  fonner  days  of  trade. 

For  the  World,  as  they  receive  you  to  their  heart, 

Each  to  each  will  the  opinion  impart : 
**  Oh,  she  *s  \'ulgar,  I  admit, 
/don't  like  her,  not  a  bit, 

But  then  you  know,  my  dear,  she's  *  Smart.'  " 

Your  dress  must  be — well — daring  :  you  must  have  a  tiny  waist. 
And  the  colours  must  be  splashed  about  in  execrable  taste — 
Your  bodice  may  be  decent  while  your  5'outh  is  in  its  prime. 
But  must  lower  as  you  counteract  the  ravages  of  time. 
The  colour  of  your  hair  and  your  complexion  must  api)cai' 
To  vary  with  the  fasliionable  fancies  of  the  year ; 
And,  though  your  wit  lack  lustre,  the  tiara  must  be  liright 
That  you  've  hired  at  a  jeweller's  at  ten-and-six  a  night. 

And  the  World,  as  they  receive  you  to  their  heart. 

Each  to  each  wUl  the  opinion  impart : 
**  Ix)oks  quite  orfrf,  I  must  admit, 
/don't  lilce  her,  not  a  bit, 

But  then  you  know,  my  dear,  she 's  *  Smart.' " 


Then,  as  to  conversation,  let  each  syllable  you  speak 

Be  vehementlv  vapid  or  extravagantly  weak. 

I^t  your  words  be  very  risky,  though,  of  course,  it  must  be  seen 

That  you  're  artfully  pretending  that  you  don't  know  what  they  mean. 

In  the  intervals  of  slander  vou  must  prate  in  flippant  tone 

On  some  theologic  subject  that  had  best  be  left  atone. 

And,  though  your  speech  be  witless,  if  not  actually  absurd, 

'Twill  be  brilliant  if  a  reputation  goes  at  everj'  word. 

And  the  World,  as  they  receive  you  to  their  heart, 

£)ach  to  each  will  the  opinion  impart : 
**  She's  ill-natured,  I  admit, 
/  don't  like  her,  not  a  bit, 

But  then  you  know,  my  dear,  she's  *  Smart.' " 

Your  parties  must  be  **  tidy."    So,  to  compass  all  vour  ends.  i 

Find  some  lady — with  a  title— who  likes  hving  on  ner  friends ;  | 

Hint  you  're  ready  with  the  money  that 's  essential  to  the  task,  j 

If  only  she  will  condescend  to  tell  you  whom  to  ask. 
On  your  former  friends  and  neighbours  you  'U  politely  close  your  deor 
(Though  the>'  used  to  give  you  dresses  in  the  days  when  you  wer^poor). 
Be  each  guest  of  yours  a  Beauty,  full  of  **  circumstance  and  pnde,'' 
A  tiara  on  her  head,  a  oo-responaent  by  her  side. 

And  the  World^  as  they  receive  you  to  their  heart, 
Each  to  each  will  the  opinion  impart : 
'*  She 's  a  snob,  I  quite  admit, 
/don't  like  her,  not  a  bit, 
ut  then  you  know,  my  dear,  she 's  *  Smart.* " 

Sevhonable  Wish,  for  a  Victim  of  the  Vampire  Insoiutia. — 
I  wish  you  a  nappy  New  Year ! 


Uooglc 
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REPRISALS. 

Phyllis,  "You've  no  right  to  say  things  like  that  about 
MY  Mother  1 " 

Corydon,  ''Excuse  me  :  I  shall  say  just  what  I  like  about 
YOUR  Mother  ! " 

Phyllis,    "Very  well,  then,  I  shall  say  just  what  I  don't 

LIKE  ABOUT  YOURS  !  " 

THE  RHYME  OF  THE  KIPPEELING. 

(By  the  Author  of  "  SecUins-  Whacks:*) 
(N.B.  No  nautical  temiB  or  ■tatements  guaranteed.) 

Away  by  the  haunts  of  the  Yang-tse-boo, 

Where  the  Yuletide  runs  cold  ffin, 
And  the  rollicking  sign  of  the  **  Lord  Knows  Who  " 

Sees  mariners  drink  like  sin : 
Where  the  Jolly  Rogeb  tips  his  quart 

To  the  luck  of  the  Union  Jack : 
And  some  are  screwed  on  the  foreign  port, 

And  some  on  the  starboard  tack. 
Ever  they  tell  the  tale  anew 

Of  the  chase  for  the  kipperling  swag ; 
How  the  smack  Tommy  This  and  the  smack  Tommy  That 
They  broached  each  other  like  a  whiskey-vat, 

And  the  Fuzzy-  Wtiz  took  the  bag. 

Now  this  is  the  law  of  the  herring  fleet  that  harries  th|  northern 

main, 
Tattooed  in  scars  on  the  chests  of  the  tars  with  a  brand  like  the 

brand  of  Cadt: 
That  none  may  woo  the  sea-bom  shrew  save  such  as  nay  their  way 
With  a  kipperling  netted  at  noon  of  night  and  cured  ere  the  crack 

of  day. 

It  ifras  the  woman  Sal  o'  the  Dune^  and  the  men  wer§  three  to  one, 
Sam  the  Skipper  and  Ned  the  Nipper  and  Bill  that  was  Son  of 

a  Gun; 
Sam  yvna  a  Skipper  and  Ned  was  a  Nipper  and  Bill  was  the  Son  of 

a  Gun, 
And. the  woman  was  Sal  o'  the  Dune,  as  I  said,  and  the  men  were 

three  to  one. 

vol.  cvi. 


There  was  never  a  light  in  the  sky  that  night  of  the  soft  midsummer 
gales, 

But  the  great  man-bloaters  snorted  low,  and  the  young  'uns  sang 
like  whales. 

And  out  laughed  Sal  (like  a  dog-toothed  wheel  was  the  laugh  that 
Sal  lauffhed  she) : 

**Now  who's  for  a  bride  on  the  shady  side  of  up'ards  of  forty- 
three?" 

And  Neddy  he  swore  by  butt  and  bend,  and  Billy  by  bend  and  bitt. 
And  nautical  names  that  no  man  frames  but  your  amateur  nautical 

wit. 
And  Sak  said,  **  Shiver  my  topping-lifts  and  scuttle  my  foo*s*le  yam. 
And  may  I  be  curst,  if  I'm  not  in  first  with  a  kipperling  slued 

astam!" 

Now  the  smack  Tommy  Thts  and  the  smack  Tommy  That  and  the 

Fuzzy-  Wuz  smack,  all  three, 
Their  captains  bold  they  were  Sak  and  Ned  and  Bill  respeotivelee. 

And  it 's  writ  in  the  rules  that  the  primary  schools  of  kippers  should 
get  off  cheap 

For  a  two  mile  reach  off  Foulness  beach  when  the  July  tide 's  at  neap ; 

And  the  lawless  lubbers  that  lust  for  loot  and  filch  the  yearling  stock 

They  get  smart  ra^  from  the  coastguard  chaps  with  their  blunder- 
buss fixed  half-cock. 

Now  Sak  the  Skipper  and  Ned  the  Nipper  could  tell  green  cheese 

from  blue. 
And  Sam  knew  a  trick  and  Ned  knew  a  trick,  but  Bill  knew  a 

trick  worth  two. 

So  Sam  he  sneaks  a  corporal's  breeks  and  a  belt  of  pipeclayed  hide, 
And  splices  them  on  to  the  jibsail-boom  like  a  troopship  on  the  tide. 

And  likewise  Ned  to  his  masthead  he  runs  a  rag  of  the  Queen's, 
With  a  msty  sword  and  a  moke  on  board  to  bray  like  the  Horse 
Marines.  ; 

But  Bill  lies  low  and  he  keeps  off-shore  and  he  waits  for  things  to 
stir,  I 

Then  he  tracks  for  the  deep  with  a  long  fog-horn  rigged  up  like  a 
bowchas^r.  j 

Now  scarce  had  Ned  dropped  line  and  lead  when  he  spots  the  pipe- 
clayed hide. 

And  the  corporal's  breeks  on  the  jibsail-boom  like  a  troopship  on  the 
tide ;  ; 

And  Sam  likewise,  when  he  ups  and  spies  the  slip  of  a  rag  of  the 
Queen's, 

And  the  rusty  sword,  and  he  sniffs  aboard  the  moke  of  the  Horse 
Marines.  i 

So  they  each  luffed  sail,  and  they  each  turned  taU,  and  they  whipi>ed  , 

their  wheels  like  mad. 
When  the  one  he  said  ''  By  the  Lord,  it's  Ned  ! "  and  the  other, 

**  It's  Bill,  by  Gad!"  , 

Then  about  and  about,  and  nozzle  to  snout,  they  rammed  through 
breach  and  brace,  i 

And  the  splinters  flew  as  they  mostly  do  when  a  Government  test 
takes  place. 

Then  up  stole  Sam  with  his  little  ram  and  the  nautical  talk  flowed 

free, 
And  in  good  bold  tyi)e  might  have  covered  the  two  front  sheets  of 

the  P.  M.  G. 

But  the  fog-horn  bluff  was  safe  enough,  where  all  was  weed  and  weft. 
And  the  conger-eels  were  a-making  meals,  and  the  pick  of  the 

flotsam  Im 
Was  a  binnacle-lid  and  a  leak  in  the  bilge  and  the  chip  of  a  cracked 

sheerstrake. 
And  the  corporal's  belt  and  the  moke's  cool  pelt  and  a  portrait  of 

Francis  Drake. 

So  Bill  he  hauls  the  dead  men's  trawls  and  he  booms  for  the 

harbour-bar. 
And  the  splitten  fry  are'salted  dry  by  the  blink  of  the  morning  star. 

And  Sal  o'  the  Dune  was  wed  next  moon  by  the  man  that  paid 

his  way 
With  a  kipperling  netted  at  deep  of  night  and  cured  ere  the  crack 

of  day; 
For  such  is  the  law  of  the  herring  fleet  that  harries  the  northem 

main, 
Tattooed  in  scars  on  the  chests  of  the  tors  with  a  brand  like  the 
brand  of  Cain. 
And  still  in  the  haunts  of  the  Yang-tse-boo 
Ever  they  tell  the  tale  anew 

Of  the  chase  for  the  kipperling  swag  ; 
How  the  smack  Tommy  This  and  the  smack  Tommy  That 
They  broached  each  other  like  a  whiskey- vat. 
And  the  Fuzzy-  Wuz  took  the  bag.  #       r-^r-^r^l  r> 
' — jitizcd  by  VjOOx^^ 
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THE    NEW    NYMPH. 

{Glorious  JUsuU  o/the  Great  Game  of  *^ Follow  my  Leader'*  (  TFjluaus) played  vnth  spiritt  pleasure,  and,  Mr,  Putuh  trusts,  great  profit  at 

Manehester-on-Sea, ) 


Mr,  Leader-  WUliams  {Cftvef  Engineer  to  the  Manchester  Ship  Canal)  log.   Allow  me,  Fatuek  Neftune,   to  introduce  tuk  newest 

3EA-NTMPH  TO  YOUK  PAKTICULAK  NOTICE  ! 

Father  N^une,  Delighted  to  make  your  acquaintance,  my  pear;  and  much  indebted  to  you.  Sir,  for  the  introduction  ! 
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MMCREONTICS  FOR  ALL 

(Being  Bacchanalian  Ballads  for 
theuse  o/cUl  ProfiesionSf  Trades, 
Cfra/ls,  and  Callings,  with  Con- 
vivial Carols  for  the  Classes, 
the  Masses,  and  the  Lasses, 
By  Tom  Moore,  Junior,) 

THE  PORTLOVER'S  TMAS. 

Ant— ••  The  Steersman's  Song.*' 

Wheit  briskly  blows  the  winter 
gale, 
And  on  oonch-coshions  anng  I 
lie, 
I  yearn  not  for  October  ale. 
Or  "Fizz"— though  bright  as 
Lesbia's  eve. 
'Longdde  the  nre,  insatiate  still, 
I  loU,  the  bottle  standing  by, 
And  sip  with  sybaritic  thnll 
The  vintage  that  I  love,  and 
cry. 

Port,  my  boy!   Port! 

Let  others  land  the  sparkling 
"Boy." 
Or  hymn,  the  praise  of  British 
beer: 
On  me  Champagne's  seductions 
doy. 
Port  only,  tawny  Port  is  dear ! 
I  think  the  nectar  of  the  gods 

Less  worthy  of  Olympian  lip, 
Whilst  puss  upon  my  hearthrug 
nodE, 
I  watch  the  wine,  and  smiling 
sip. 

Thus,  my  boy  I    Thus! 

See    how   the    roseate,    ruby 
draught 
Oleams  in  the  firelight's  ruddy 
glare! 
Oods !  how  the  gurgling  wine- 
dro^  waft 
Celestial  odours  through  the 
air! 


AN  ENIGMATIC  GRANDMOTHERLY  UTTERANCE. 

'*AkOBLS  hays  WlVQB^BAYMM'r  THXT    GbAKDMAMMA  !  " 

"I've  always  hbard  so." 

'*  I  HKABD  Uncle  Gerald  tell  Mademoiselle  bhm  was  ak  Anoel— 

IN  THE  ShEUBBBRT  THIS  MORNINO — ^AND  SHE  HASN'T  GOT  WiNOS  1  " 

*'  No  ;  BUT  BHE*LL  BAVM  TO  FLY!  "      [UncU  Ceroid  is  the  son  and  heir. 


Oh !  when  I  think  it  is  for  me 
Oporto's  vineyards  sprout  and 
spring, 
Qreai  Lusitanian  Orape.  to  thee 
I  brim  the  glass,  and  gladly 
sing. 

Swig,  old  boy!    So! 


STOLEN  KISSES. 

[The  Appeal  Court  at  Amsterdam 
has  decided  that  it  is  no  offence  to 
kiss  a  ladjT  even  if  she  is  unwilling, 
for  a  kiss  is  rather  **  a  warm  mark 
of  sympathy.'*] 

Hub&ah!  I'm  off  to  Amsterdam. 
Farewell,     ye     law  -  f enoed 
British  misses ; 


I  fly,  as  doth  a  wasp  to  jam. 
To  where  the  Judges  smile  on 


In  Amsterdam  I'll  live;  once 

there 

'Tis  justacaseof  Itbenslubens ; 

I  sally  forth  and  choose  my  fair. 

Comely  and  plump  like  those 

of  Rubens; 

And  then,  0  luxurv  and  bliss, 
I  march  towards  nerwitha  gay 

Select  my  place,  and  plant  a  kiss. 
Without  so  much  as  asking 
"May  IP" 

Slim  men  like  me  should  have 
success,  [men : 

For  native  Dutchmen  are  obese 
I  'U  live  on  kisses,  and  I'll  bless 
The    unobstructive    Ihitch 
policemen. 
•  •  •  • 

Yet  know  I  some  who'd  rather 
climb 
A  ladder  leading  to  a  gibbet^ 
Than  spend  in  Amsterdam  their 
time 
On  kisses  which  no  laws  pro- 
hibit 


THE  NEW  NYMPH, 

['*  From  first  to  last  this  ^eat  undertaking  has  been  the  creation  of  popular 
win,  and  of  popular  enthusiasm.  .  .  .  The  Manchester  and  Salford  public  at 
large  gave  it  their  ungrudging  support,  and,  as  ratepayers,  backed  their 
opinion  with  their  money.  Tne  Canal  could  nerer  have  been  completed 
without  the  enormous  loans  to  the  Company  raised  by  the  local  Corporations 
on  the  security  of  the  rates."— Dai^  Newt,"] 

0,  a  nice  Sea-nymi>h,  Mancunia !    Scarce  one  more  neat  and  sweet  is 
In  all  fair  Ampnitrite's  train  than  this  north-country  Thetis. 
Eh  ?  **  Come  unto  these  yellow  sands  ?  "  She  needs  no  speciid  pleader, 
For  on  the  sea-shore  now  she  stands— through  following  of  her 

Lsadbh! 
Has  he  not  led  her  manfully,  through  many  years,  and  miles  too  P 
Not  unopposed  by  Fortune's  frowns,  yet  winning  ner  bright  smiles. 

By  devious  ways,  through  all  the  maze  of  Vested  Interests  guiding  her, 
like  THsaEus  through  the  Labyrinth.    When  rival  nymphs  were 

chiding  her 
For  arrogant  ambition,  and  for  energy  intrusive. 
When  Parliament  seemed  dubious,  and  opponents  were  abusive. 
He  planned  and  fought ;  and  nightly  thought  by  day's  determination 
He  bravely  backed,  and  never  slacked  untu  the  consummation. 
0  gallant  Daniel  Abahson  !  the  earlier  stout  promoter 
Of  the  Great  Plan  that,  to  a  man,  now  oharmetn  every  voter. 
The  resolute  enthusiast,  the  en^eer  undaunted. 
You  should  have  lived  to  see  this  hour,  your  praises  must  be  chaunted 
On  the  great  day  you  hdped  to  bring,  when  every  ardent  talker 
Trots  out  the  names  of  Fultoh,  Bailbt,  Eosrtok,  Stki^ns,  Walker. 
Palmam  qui  tneruU,  feral.  Sir  I    Your  spirit,  if  'tis  present. 
Must  gaze  upon  the  Great  Success  with  selfless  smile  and  pleasant. 
And  bravo,  smoky  Manchester,  and  Salford  I    Raise  ovations 
For  liberal  ratepayers  and  for  generous  Corporations. 
How  to  loose  the  public  purse-strings  and  uie  public  spirit  stir  well. 
They  know  right  well  the  folks  that  dwell  on  either  side  the  IrwdL 


And  in  the  adjacent  townships.   The  De  Greslets,  stout  old  barons. 
Might  wish  to  book  their  shadows  on  another  bark  than  Charon's, 
And  join  the  joyous  company  on  the  Snowdrop  and  the  Crocus, 
Which  sympathetic  glances  from  all  England  there  could  focus ; 
Duke  Bridgewater— the  Father  called  of  inland  navigation— 
With  Aw  engineer,  James  BRnn)LET.  in  the  ffcneral  jubilation 
Might  join,  if  spooks  were  vocal,  though  their  great  canal  be  out 

of  It 
Compared  with  modem  marvels  d  la  Suez.   There 's  small  doubt  of  it 
De  Lesseps  would  smile  on  it,  lay  he  not  in  that  sad  shadow 
Wherewith  age  and  anguish  shroud  the  once  Grand  Franqais, 

Eldorado 
Is  a  fabulous  far  region  *  but  to  modem  engineering 
Few  roads  indeed  are  difficult  bevond  all  chance  of  clearing. 
And  Mr.  Punch  hopes  heartily  uiat  Manchester's  new  waterway. 
That  opens  to  old  Neptune's  resdm  an  easier  and  a  shorter  way. 
May  tap  true  Eldorado,  and  may  Plenty  show  no  shrunk  horn 
To  Salford  and  to  Warburton,  to  Warrington  and  Runcorn, 
And  all  the  towns  that  line  the  track  alonff  whose  winding  traces 
Leader- Williams  leads  the  New  Sea-Nymph  to  Father  Nep's 

embraces! 

THE  LONG  (DRURY)  LANE  THAT  HAS  NO  TURNING. 
[Sir  Augustus  Haulis  announces  that  he  has  secured  a  new  lease  of 
Dniry  Luie  from  the  Duke  of  Bidpord.] 

Old  Drury  Lane's  saved.    Yet  another  clear  proof 

That  DRURioLAinrs's  wonders  ne'er  cease. 
The  deed  that  keeps  for  us  the  world-famous  roof 
Will  henceforth  be  known  as  a  happy  re-lease. 


Mrs.  R.  heard  the  word  '*  Anarchist,"  and  '*  dreadful  things  were 
said  about  her,"  said  our  esteemed  friend:  adding,  "Butidiy r  I  've 
known  plentv  of  'AirvAs'  iriio've  *  been  kiss'd' and  <A^ 're  none  the 
worse  for  it" 
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THE   ADVENTURES   OF   PICKLOCK   HOLES. 

{By  Cnnnin  Tail,) 
No.  VIIL— PICKLOCK'S  DISAPPEARANCE. 
Neter  in  the  ooune  of  a  long  and  varied  experience  have  I  taken 
up  my  pen  with  a  heavier  heart  than  that  which  now  heats  mourn- 
fully within  mv  hreast.    It  has  heen  my  enviahle  lot  to  follow  my 
hero,*  my  wonderful  .friend,  my  arch-prince  of  detectives  through 

many  a  strange  and  startling  ad- 
venture. While  he  with  his  match- 
less acumen  has  heen  engaged  in 
checking  the  amhitious  designs  of 
foreign  despots,  in  unveiling  to 
the  startled  gaze  of  statesmen  the 
criminal  plots  of  secret  societies, 
in  foiling  coalitions,  in  unravelling 
the  tangled  skeins  of  murder- 
conspiracies,  in  hringing  dark 
deeds  of  onme  relentlessly  home 
to  ducal  perpetrators,  in  restoring 
jewels  to  l)^*eaved  countesses,  in 
convicting  haronets  of  hurgiary. 
and  generaUy  in  putting  local 
constabularies  in  every  part  of 
the  civilised  world  to  shame: 
while  he,  I  sa^,  has  heen  engaged 
in  these  and  similar  undertwngs 
I  have  been  ever  at  his  side,  t£e 
faithful  foil,  the  admiring  com- 
panion, the  irremovable  fly  on  the 
wheel  of  his  world-renowned  ex- 
ploits. And  now  that  fate  has 
taken  him  from  m^  I  scarce  know 
whither  I  am  to  turn.  Surclv 
never  again  shall  I  meet  in  this 
world  so  wise,  feo  cold,  so  impassive, 
so  friendly  a  sleuth-houna  of  de- 
tection J  never  affain  shall  I  behold  another  upon  whom  my  candid 
now  of  irrepressible  wonder  will  pour  itself  wifli  so  small  an  effect. 

'  PoTSON,"  he  would  often  say  to  me  when  I  had  congratulated 
him  in  my  impulsive  way  upon  some  master-stroke  of  cunning 
strategy ;  '  Potson,  you  are  not  absolutely  clever,  but,  personallyTl 
do  not  care  for  very  clever  men.  They  are  always  wanting  to 
outwit  one.  The  task  of  course  is  hopeless,  but  to  counteract  it  one 
has  to  wa^  valuable  time.    Butj^ou  have  about  you  a  comfortable 


Picklock  Holes  diaguised. 


world.' 


I  remember  this  little  conversation  aU  the  more  distinctly  because, 
teking  place  as  it  did  in  an  unfrequented  thoroughfare  of  the 
BlooDMbury  district,  Holes  was  immediately  afterwards  able  to 
infer  from  a  large  stain  of  milk  upon  the  pavement  in  front  of  one  of 
the  houses  that  a  bald  and  fraudulent  sohcitor  was  at  that  moment 
lying  in  a  fit  on  the  floor  of  the  dining-room.  This  was  how  he 
proved  it: 

*;  Milk,"  he  said,  '*  has  been  spilt  here.  To  spill  milk  is  a  blunder 
which  IS  often  worse  than,  and,  therefore,  at  least  equal  to,  a  crime.  We 
have  ther^re  pt  the  certainty  of  a  crime.  A  solicitor  has  to  deal  with 
crimes.  We  thus  get  the  fact  that  we  have  here  a  solicitor  who  has 
o^mitted  a  cnme.  Now  fraud  is  a  crime.  Therefore,  substituting 
fraud  for  crime  we  obtein  a  solicitor  who  has  committed  fraud.  I 
said  a  moment  back  that  this  solicitor  was  not  only  fraud  but 
baldulent " 

"Pardon  me,"  I  ventured  to  interrupt,  "pardon  me,  my  dear 
Holes,  you  mean  bald  and  fraudulent." 

u  yP^  ?*¥^»V  \^  retorted,  without  moving  a  muscle ;  "I  said  so, 
bald  and  fraudulent.  Now  mark  how  beautifully  it  works  out.  A 
detected  criminal  is  invariably  angry.  This  man  has  been  detected 
by  nje.  To  be  an^ry  is  merely  another  way  of  saVing  that  one  has 
lost  his  hair.  He  is,  therefore,  proved  beyond  posabiUty  of  doubt  to 
be  bald.  With  r^ard  to  the  fat,  the  process  of.  induction  is  no  less 
delicate  and  convincing.  A  sohcitor  wears  clothes  which  fit  him. 
whether  well  or  badly  matters  not.  He  has,  therefore,  a  fit.  Have 
I  proved  my  case  ?  " 

^*  Holes,''  I  said,  "  you  are  a  wonderful  fellow." 

We  infonned  the  neighbouring  policeman,  but  1  cannot  now 
remember  if  matters  proceeded  to  a  conviction.  The  incident,  how- 
ever, remains  in  my  mind  as  one  of  the  most  remarkable  proofs  of  my 
mend  s  almost  superhuman  powers. 

And  now,  as  I  said,  I  have  lost  him,  and  must  proceed  as  best  1 
can  to  give  some  account  of  his  disappearance.  We  were  engaged  in 
investigating  ihe  mysterious  circumstances  connected  with  3ie  theft 
of  one  of  our  best-known  public  monuments.  I  do  not  care  to  be 
more  precise,  though  some  day  in  defence  of  my  friend  I  may  have  to 


tell  the  story  in  detail.  But  at  present  the  honour  of  a  great  family 
is  involved,  and  I  prefer  to  mention  no  names.  I  had  noticed  that 
Holes  had  been  even  more  taciturn  than  was  usual  with  him  during 
the  course  of  his  investigations,  but  at  the  time  I  attributed  lit^ 

Xrtance  to  this.    One  night  ne  came  quietly  into  my  rooms,  and 
removing  from  my  coat  a  si>eok  of  dust,  which  proved,  he  said, 
th&t  I  had  been  assaulted  by  a  ticket-of -leave  man  in  Southampton 
Street  at  5.45  that  verv  afternoon,  he  sat  down  opiwsite  me  in  an 
armchair.    **  Potson,"  ne  said,  **  there  is  something  in  this  business  I 
whidh  ilB  out  of  the  common.    At  every  turn  I  encounter  a  hidden 
force.    I  walk  in  Piccadilly  and  am  splashed  with  mud  by  a  passing  | 
hansom ;  I  turn  into  Regent  Street,  and  a  Music  Hall  singer— 1  knew  i 
him  by  his  prosperous,  well-fed  appearance— insiste  on  shaking; 
hands  with  me.    iHscouraged  by  these  accidents  I  stroll  into  Jermyn  | 
Street,  when  a  regiment  of  Lif e-Guards  charging  up  Bury  Street  aU 
but  tramdbes  me  under  foot.    There  is  more  in  all  this  than  meets  i 
the  eye.    Fotson,  I  am  being  pursued." 

"But  surely,"  I  said,  "they  know  you  too  weD.    Who  would 
venture  to  pursue  you  ?    Would  anyone  venture  to  fly  in  the  face  of 
the  public  and  of  probability  by  tracking  one  who  has  always  been  i 
himself  the  tracker?"  | 

But  my  words  were  unavailing.    He  insisted  upon  it  that  he  was  ' 
being  shadowed,  and  left  me  with  this 
impressive  warning :  "  If  I  do  not  return 
to  vou  to-morrow  before  six  o'clock  you  -\ 
will  know  that  I  am  somewhere  else.    Do  "^ 
not  look  for  me  in  the  Serpentine." 

On  the  foUowing  day  I  awaited  the 
arrivid  of  six  o'clock  with  a  feverish 
impatience.  As  the  hour  struck  the  door 
did  not  open,  but  a  scrap  of  torn  |)aper 
came  fluttering  down  from  the  ceiling. 
I  grasped  it  convulsively,  and  read  these 
words: 

**  Mt  DEAE  PoTSON,— It  has  been  a  duel 
to  the  death,  and  both  of  us  perished. 
By  the  kindness  of  my  late  opponent, 
Mr.  Sheblock  Holmes,  I  have  been  per- 
mitted to  exx>ire  after  him,  and  to  use 
the  few  remaining  seconds  of  life  that 
remain  in  me  in  writing  to  you.  I  knew 
I  was  pursued,  and  I  knew  it  was 
Sherlock  who  was  dra^^ging  me  to  my 
doom.  I  have  killed  him,  but  at  the 
ity  of  my  own  life.    If  you  wish  to 

low  more  do  as  I  should  have  done 
under  the  circumstances.  Commend  me 
to  Mrs.  PoTSON,  and  believe  me  youra 
inductively,  "Picklock  Holes." 

That  was  all.  The  blow  was  a  terrible 
one,  but  when  I  recovered  in  a  measure 
I  set  to  work  immediately  to  do  what  I 
thought  Holes  would  have  done.  I 
assumed  a  meditative  air,  I  conducted 
chemical  experiments,    I    despised    the 

police.  I  lacked  up  clues  m  unsus-  ^^^^ .  j.^„:„„  *.i,^  «« 
pected  comera,  I  proved  beggars  in  rags  ♦!,: !!?, 'u  ^.^^Sv^^ii!  I 
^be  Cabinet  Wstera  irEise:-'^^  ?o3Wri^"t '^J^  ' 
all  my  efforts  were  fruitless.    My  fnend  s  ^    \ 

last  behest  is  to  me  a  sacred  command.    Some  other— not  I — ^may 
searoh  the  depths  of  the  Serpentine  and  discover  there  the  secret  | 
which  I  have  sought  in  vain.*  ' 

The  End.  i 

[•We've  got  the  very  man  to  do  it,  and  when  either  "Shkrlocx 
Holmes"  or  "Picklock  Holes"  may  be  "wanted,"  we  undertake  to 
produce  both  or  either  of  them. — Eo.]  | 


To  a  Police  Sergeant. 

[Who  confessed  ia  Court  to    having  learnt   danring  for  seven  yean,  I 
"  because  it  was  an  art  that  was  never  learned."]  i 

Oh  !  ardour  almost  i>a8t  belief. 

We  see  your  reason  at  a  glance ;  i 

And  understand  now  why  a  thief  | 

Oft  leads  the  Force  a  pretty  dance  I  j 

Anotheb  Injustice  to  Ibelaki). — ^Mr.  Ekight,  agent  to  Lord 
Heath,  has  been  elected  a  member  of  the  Irish  Lights  Board.  The  i 
shores  of  the  distressful  country  will  henceforth,  therefore,  be 
iUuminated  by  Knight-lights,  while  the  rest  of  the  United  EinMom 
enjoys  the  electric  hght.  Is  this  right  ?  Mr.  John  Moklet,  please 
note.  

OuB  dear  old  lady  observed  of  a  very  severe  friend  of  hera,  that 
*'  when  he  has  onoe  said  a  thing  his  word  is  as  the  law  of  the  Medes 
and  Prussians," 


DiyilizuU  Uy 
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AN   AWFUL    FROST. 

Huntgman  {tending  Whip  to  try  the  fcUUnos),  "What  do  you  think  of  it,  Frkd?" 
Whip  {who  sees  it  is  impossible  to  hunt).  **  I  THINK  it  's  vert  Hard  Lines,  Sir  i  *' 


ENGLISH  HISTORY  AFTER  A  LIFE-TIME. 

Scene— 2%«  Stalls  of  Drury  Lane.  Ttur— During  the  HiMtorical 
Pageant.  Uncle,  who  father  prides  himself  upon  his  knowledge 
of  the  Nation's  Story ^'^  is  acting  as  Lecturer  to  two  rather 
up'-to^date  young  ladies. 

Uncle  {at  end  of  career  of  "  Robinson  Crusoe  "),  And  now,  my 
dean,  you  are  going  to  learn  all  about  English  History  in  Twenty 
Minutek  [Eef erring  to  action  on  the  stape.)  Ton  see,  there  are  the 
Ancient  Bntons,  and  here  they  are  opposing  the  Normans. 

First  Niece.  Yes,  Uncle ;  biit  didirt  the  Ancient  Britons  oppose 
theBomann? 

Uncle.  Yes,  as  well.  And  yon  see  there's  William  the  Con- 
QUKBOK,  and  he  stops  and  picks  np  an  oyster,  and  shows  it  to  his 
followers  in  triumph.  You  Know  tney  came  to  England  chiefly  on 
aooonnt  of  its  oysters. 

Second  Niece.  Are  you  not  thinking  of  Julius  Cjesab,  Uncle  ? 

Uncle.  Well,  the  03rsters  at  Colchester  and  Hastings  had  both  a 
repntation  for  centuries.  And  there  you  see,  there's  Hbnrt  the 
First  and  his  books — he  was  a  very  fine  scholar,  you  know ;  but  he 
wasn't  very  truthful.  Very  clever  indeed !  TeUinf  a  falsehood  at 
the  dinner-table,  and  dying.  Capitally  done !  Don^t  you  know  that 
was  why  the  sea  encroachea  upon  the  land  off  Heme  Bay  ? 

First  Niece.  1  thought  that  was  Earl  Godwin,  Uncle  ? 

Uncle.  Yes,  very  likely.  But  to  the  best  of  my  belief  it  occurred 
to  Henbt  the  First  too.  And  see,  here's  Einf  John  si^ng 
Magna  Charta.  Very  good  indeed !  Ah,  we  owe  all  our  liberties  to 
that! 

Second  Niece.  I  forget  what  were  the  provisions  of  Magna  Charta, 
Unde ;  will  you  tell  tnem  to  me  P 

Uncle.  Oh,  to  allow  people  to  make  wills  and  to  have  a  right  of 
frmv  across  fields  and  all  that  sort  of  thing.  Most  excellent  pro- 
Tu&ms.  And  see  here,  Richard  is  about  to  hang  the  burgesses  of 
Cains  when  his  Queen  intercedes  for  them  and  he  lets  them  off. 
Roily  first-rate ! 

FirH  Niece,  But  wasn't  it  Edward  the  First  who  spared  the 
buifesBea?  And  look,  he  has  found  a  garter!  Surely  that  was 
Sbwaxd,  wasn't  it,  UndeP 

Uncle,  Yes,  my  dear,  one  of  the  Edwards;  but  I  am  always 


rather  confused  between  the  Edwards  and 
the  Henrys.  Ah,  here  we  have  the  crusades ! 
You  see  those  must  be  the  Saracens.  And 
there's  the  English  King  with  his  banner. 
He  has  been  taken  prisoner. 

Secofid  Niece.  But  why  has  he  got  Bannock- 
bum  on  it,  Unde  P  Mustn't  he  be  the  Bruce  ? 
Uncle.  Ah,  of  course!  It  is  Robert  Bruce 
in  Palestine.  Quite  right!  And  look  here. 
Edward  presenting  the  first  Princf  of 
Wales  to  the  Wd^.    Very  dever  indeed. 

First  Niece,  Wnich  Edward  was  that, 
Unde? 

Uncle.  The  second,  of  course.  He  after- 
wards became  Edward  the  Black  Prince  and 
Edward  the  Third. 

Second  Niece,  Then  is  that  him  quieting 
the  mob  and  killing  Wat  Ttler  ?  I  Qiought 
that  was  Richard  the  Secoitd. 

Uncle,  Yes ;  I  believe  you  are  right  And 
see,  here  is  Henrt  the  Third,  pleased  with 
his  son  yidding  to  the  Chief  Justice.  You 
see  he  has  dis^urded  Sir  John  Falbtaffou 
becoming  Henrt  the  Fourth,  and  he  has 
won  in  consequence  Aginoourt.  Don't  you 
see  it  on  the  banner  ? 

First  Niece,  But  didn't  Henrt  the  Fifth 
win  Aginoourt,  Uncle  P 

Uncle,  According  to  some  historians, 
I)erhaps ;  but  there  is  so  much  dispute  about 
these  matters  nowadays.  And  look,  here  is 
the  origin  of  the  Wars  of  the  Hoses.  You 
see,  some  of  them  took  white  and  some  red. 
The  roses  were  brought  in  a  basket  like 
that 

Second  Niece.  But  surdy  those  are  tennis 
balls.  What  had  they  to  do  with  the  battles 
of  the  Roees  P 

Uncle.  Why,  they  were  ^jrinff  with  them 
in  the  Temple  Oaraens.  Haveirt  you  seen 
them  playing  lawn-tennis  there  to  this  day  ? 
It  is  perfectly  extraordinary  how  these  old 
customs  are  continued.  And  see,  here's 
Henrt  the  Eighth,  and  all  his  wives! 
Very  good  indeed !  And  that 's  Queen  Mart 
ordering  Mart,  Queen  of  Scots,  to  be  exe- 
cuted  on  the  day  <rf  her  wedding. 
First  Niece.  Wasn't  it  Queen  Euzabeth,  Unde,  who  ordered 
Mart,  Queen  of  Soots,  to  be  executed  P 

Uncle.  She  was  the  actual  cause  of  the  death  of  Mart,  Queen  of 
Scots,  certainly.  But  Queen  Mart,  too^  was  greatly  opposed  to  her. 
And  see  here  is  Queen  Elizabeth  and  Sir  Walter  Raleigh  and  the 
Spanish  Ambassador  in  black  velvet.  You  see  he  presents  her  with 
a  letter  asking  her  to  be  the  wife  of  Philip,  and  she  gives  it  him 
back.  F^t  rate !  That  was  the  cause  you  know  of  the  Spanish 
Armada. 

Second  Niece.  But  why  is  she  so  dvil  to  the  Ambassador  after- 
wiuds.  She 's  leaning  on  his  arm.  And  why  is  he  so  pensive  and 
always  in  an  attitude  P 

Uncle.  Oh,  Euzabeth  had  wonderful  taot,  you  know.  She  was 
all  things  to  all  men. 

First  Niece.  Don't  you  think,  Unde,  that  the  pensive  gentleman 
in  black  velvet  may  be  meant  for  Shaxspbabe  P 

Uncle.  I  fancy  not  And  see,  here's  Crokwell  and  Marlborough 
introducing  William  and  Mart  and  Charles  the  Second  with  his 
beauties. 

Second  Niece.  Surdy  William  and  Ma  by  were  later  than  the 
Stuarts  P 

Uncle.  They  were  all  about  the  same  period.  You  remember, 
there  was  the  Old  and  the  Young  Pretender.  But  here  we  are  in  oui 
own  times.  Splendid !  See  here 's  the  Hall  of  History  and  there  'f 
the  Queen!  Caoital!  And  here  are  the  events  of  her  present 
Majesty's  reign.  You  see  there 's  Napoleon,  Nelson,  and  Welling- 
ton.   And  here  comes  William  the  Foubth. 

First  Niece.  But  surely  William  the  Foubth  wasn't ? 

Uncle.  Oh,  it's  all  right,  but  I  think,  dears,  we  had  better  b< 
quiet,  now,  as  we  seem  to  be  disturbing  other  people. 

[End  of  the  Lecture  upon  English  History  and  appearance  o; 
JIdr,  Habbt  Patne. 


••I  FLY  TO  ISTAMBOL."-Btbon. 

Yes,  nemine  dissentiente. 

This  shillingsworth  is  '*  something  like ! " 
At  last,  the  Golden  Horn  of  plenty  I 

*'  Constantinople"  *'  taikes  the  caique  ! " 
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DANGEROUS « THING/ 


A  LITTLE  Knowledge 

Julia  {reading  Menu  wUh  demure  cg^probaHon).  " '  PoiNTxa  D*A8PEHasa  I '  '* 
Emily  {who  ia  not  well  up  in  her  French).  **  *  FoiKT  D*AsPERasaI*    What  a  pity  I 


I  'iC  80  rOND  OF  THEM  i  ' 


A  DIRTY  CROSSING. 

["Mr.  Wilson's  criticismB  of  the  Bank  of 
England  may  oonvenientlT  be  summoriBed  under 
these  heads.  First,  it  works  in  secret ;  second,  it 
is  conducted  by  the  wrong  men ;  third,  there  is 
good  reason  to  fear  that  its  assets  are  not  what 
they  are  represented  to  be.  .  .  .  The  fact  is,  that 
*  the  Old  Lad  V  of  Threadneedle  Street '  is  growing 
decrepit,  ana  her  sight  is  getting  dim,  and  she 
should  be  permitted  to  retire  from  actire  sendee, 
and  a  young  and  rigorous  member  of  her  family  be 
installed  in  her  seat.*'— i>at/y  ChronieU,] 

AiVL—*' Hat  Codlings:' 

There  was  an  Old  Lady,  her  liying  she  ^t 
By  dealings  in  Money,  a  lot,  lot,  lot  I   . 
Now  this  wealthy  Old  Lady,  as  I  've  been  told, 
Thoug-h  her  Notes  were  good,  oouldn*t  do 

without  Gold ; 
So  to  keep  herself  **  warm,"  and  keep  up  her 

eircnlation, 

She  indulged  now  and  then  in  a  game  of 

Ri-f ol'tiddy-iddy-^-to-tum  I 

Now  this  wealthy  Old  Lady  went  out  for  a 

trot, 
And  the  weather  was  anything  but  hot,  hot, 

hot ! 
The  roads  were  wet,  and  were  thick  with 

mire, 
AjoA  this  wealthy  Old  Lady,  she  began  to  tire. 
She  fathered  up  her  skirts,  from  the  mud 

she  shrunk. 
And    this  wealthy  Old    Lady  got  in  an 

awful 

Bi-fol-tiddy-iddy,  do. 

Now  this  wealthy  Old  Lady,  wben  funky  she 

Some  boys  began  to  do  what  they  ought  not, 

not,  not  I 
They  splashed  her  with  mud,  and  they  pelted 

ner  with  stones  ; 


Cried  this  wealthy  Old  Lady,  "  Pray  pity  my 

old  bones ! " 
These  mischievous  young  urchins  they  wanted 

for  to  send 

The  wealthy  Old  Lady  on  her  latter 

fii-fol-tiddy-iddy,  &c. 

Now  this  wealthy  Old  Lady,  her  head  in 

temper  tossinr 
Found  herself  in  the  middle  of  a  very  dirty 

crossing. 
Cried  she  *^Such  boys  as  these  surely  never 

were  known. 
They  never  will  let  an  Old  Lady  alone  I " 
Though  she  picked  her  way,  and  she  gathered 

up  her  d&ess. 

This  wealthy  Old  Lady  ^tin  anasty 

Bi-fol-tiddy-iddy,  &c. 

For  what  with  the  mud,  and  what  with  the 

And  tne  stones  and   the   traffic,   and  the 

puddles  and  the  noise. 
This  wealthy  Old  Lady  felt  quite  at  a  loss. 
And  began  mudi  to  fear  she  should  never  get 

across. 
'*  I  must  look  (she  cried)  a  timid  and  untidy 

old  ^Uop ! 
If  I  once  get  out  of  this  those  young  rascals 

^on»tI " 

Bi-fol-tiddy-iddy,  &c. 

Now  this  wealthy  Old  Lady  we  all  of  us 

admire, 
And  wish  to  see  her  out  of  the  mud  and  the 

mire: 
We  'd  ratner  help  her  over  than  leave  her  in 

the  lurch. 
And  naughty  boys  who  'd  pelt  her  wUhatU 

cause  deserve  the  birch. 
But  if  they'd  walk  erect  and  keep  clear  of 

mud  and  puddle 
Old  Ladies  their  poor  heads  must  not  muddle 

or Ei-fol-tiddy-iddy-li'to-tuml 


MADE  IN  GERMANY.  , 

By  LORD  BUY-WRONG. 

Am—"  Maid  of  Athens:' 

Made  by  Germans,  horrid  trash, 
Give^  oh  give  me  back  my  cash ; 
Or,  smce  that  has  left  my  purse. 
Keep  it  and  accept  my  curse. 
Hear  me  swear  before  I  ^uit 
Words  improper  to  be  wnt ! 

Buy  those  razors  undesigned 
For  the  shaving  of  mankind  P 
Buy  those  shoes  of  jetty  hue. 
Made  of  paper,  stuck  with  glue  P 
No,  for  folks  would  call  my  kit 
Words  improper  to  be  writ ! 

Buy  just  what  will  suit  my  taste  P 
Buy  those  diamonds  made  of  paste  ? 
Buy  all  the  wretched  foreign  heap 
Of  things  that  England  can't  make  cheap  P 
I  answer  only,  as  is  fit, 
.  Words  improper  to  be  writ  I 

Made  by  Germans!    I've  been  "had" 

By  a  clerk,  a  German  lad ; 

Who,  to  man's  estate  when  grown. 

Bagged  my  business  as  his  own. 

May  I  not  then  utter— yes. 

Words  improper  for  the  press  I 

TOO  LIKE  TO  LIKE. 

[A  portrait  model  of  '*  Scott,'*  of  Ardlamont  fame, 
haa  beoi  added  to  Madame  Tuasaud'i  collection.] 

No  doubt  tiiis  waxen  "counterfeit  present- 
ment," [mcnt. 

Will  give  our  country  cousins  much  oontent- 

But  with  our  bobbies  it  wiU  not  befall  so ; 

With  "Scon"  scot-free,  they  wax  too  waxy 
also. 
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A   DIETY    CROSSING. 

Thk  Old  Ladt  op  Threadneedle  Street  {log,).  "0  DEAR,  0  DEAR!    I  WISH  I  WERE  OUT  OF  THIS  NASTY  MESS  I" 

JlllZbJ  by  ^""^ 
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PREACHING   AND   PRACTISING. 

Lady  BounlihU  (to  old  Pariahiontr),   "I  hops  you  likb  our  Nsw  Clergyman's 
Sbrmons,  }f  rb.  Brown  ?  " 

Mtb,  Brown.  "Oh  yes,  my  Lady,  hb  do  Preach  quite  beautiful  ;  but  then, 

YOU  SEE,  he  don't  PRACTICE.      So  WHEN  MY  POOR  OLD  MaN  BE  TROUBLED  WITH  THE 

Rheumatics,  I  have  to  send  for  the  Doctor  in  the  Village,  and  it  do  oom 

so  VERY  EXPENSIVE  !  " 


PAGES  AND  PAGES. 

What  I  hate  at  big  hotels  is  the  oonstant  entrance 
of  page-boys  calling  the  numbers  of  rooms,  for  the 
occupants  of  which  there  are  visitors,  telegrams,  or 
messages.  The  other  dav,  in  the  writing-room  of 
the  Grandest  Hotel,  I  began  a  letter,  **  Dearest 
SoPHONiSBA."  Funnv  name,  Bophonisba.  But  ^e 
is  a  very  serious  girl,  and  refuses  to  be  called  by 
absurd  nicknames.  ^Dearest  Sophonisba,  I  have 
not  written  to  you  since  thi^  morning.  What  a  long 
time  it  is  since  we  parted !    When  I  am  away  from 

you  the  hours  in  every  day  seem  to  be ^** 

lis,*'  cried  a  voice  just  behind  me.    I  starts 
up.    It  was  a  page.    I  murmured  **  No.'' 

*• seem  to  oe  interminable.      I   am   simply 

miserable.    But  on  Friday  I  am  coining  home  oy 
the  train  at  12 ^" 

**  63,"  said  another  boy.  j 

•• at  12.63"— I  wpott  what  was  just  thenin 

my  thoughts,  as  one  often  does — '*  at  12.15,  and  in 
the  afternoon  I  shall  call  at  your  home  and  once 


**  418,"  was  shouted  at  my  ear.  I  could  no  longer 
bear  these  startling  interruptions.  I  changed  my 
place,  and  sat  facing  the  door. 

** once  more  we  shall  be  together.    When  we 

are  married,  darling,  we  shall  be  always ^" 

*•  2,"  cried  anothei  boy. 

"—-—shall  be  always  two."  Of  course  I  meant 
*•  united,"  or  **  together."  I  might  even  have  said 
**  one."  You  can^t  make  **  two  '^  look  like  **  one  " 
by  any  penmanship,  and  nobody  bc^rins  "  together" 
with  ^*two."  So  1  had  to  write  the  whole  letter 
afresh,  hating  alterations  at  important  points.  For 
a  few  minutes  I  was  undisturbeo,  and  I  nad  reached 
**Ever  your  most  devoted  Algernon,"  when  I 
remembered  that  I  had  not  referred  at  all  to  the 
illness  of  her  favourite  brother,  a  horrid  boy,  whom 
I  pretended  to  like.  As  I  wrote  the  postscript  another 
page  rushed  in. 

"  354,"  he  called  loudly,  looking  at  me  as  though 
I  were  a  crowd,  perhaps  including  the  occupant  of 
No.  354.  When  I  raised  my  hand,  implying  by  the 
movement  "  Gb  away,"  the  boy  evidently  thought 
I  beckoned  to  him,  and  again  shouted  '^*  354."  I 
muttered  some  an^  Words,  hastily  folded  up  the 
letter,  and  posted  it. 

When  I  went  to  see  Sophonisba  on  Friday,  she 
received  me  coldly,  and  called  me  **  Mr.  Gosling." 
I  begged  for  some  explanation,  and  she  showed  me 
the  postscript  of  my  letter.  **  I  am  sorry  to  hear 
thatToxM T  has  the  measles.    Hang  the  boy ! " 

She  has  refused  to  see  me  since  then. 


'  MATS  Otj  SONT  LES  NEIGES?" 

*  But  where  are  last  year's  snows  ?  " 

Asks  Villon.    I  make  shift 
To  answer,  No  one  knows : 
But  all  perceive  the  drift. 


Unlucky  and  Luckt.— **The  Thirteen  Club" 
which  dines  at  the  Holbom  Restaurant' on  the  l3th, 
and  sets  at  defiance  all  the  old  traditions  about 
spiUing  the  salt,  walking  under  a  ladder,  and 
crossing  knives  (let  us  hope  none  of  the  members 
will  f  aU  out  and  cross  sworos),  ought  to  have  a  scroll 
emblazoned  and  set  as  a  standard  in  their  midst, 
bearing  the  legend,  **  There  is  luck  in  odd  numbere. 
But,  by  the  way.  to  accept  this  is,  so  to  speak,  to 
cut  the  ground  rrom  under  their  feet,  and  down 
would  come  "  The  Thirteen  Club." 


DISILLUSION. 

{By  a  MiddU-aged  Man.) 

When  I  was  young,  my  schemes  were  vast ; 

I  dreamt  bv  day,  not  after  supper. 
I  ^rrote— all  oards  should  be  surpassed. 

From    Shakspsaks    down    to    Mab: 

TUPPEB. 

I  drew— dark  Rembrandt,  Raphael, 
Rich  Rubens,  Retnolbs,  I  'd  resemble. 


ITIN 


I  played— resolving  to  excel 
Such  men  as  Gabeick,  Eean,  and  Kehble. 

I  loved— gay  maidens  I  would  meet. 
With  them  midst  verdant  meads  meander, 

Or  risk  my  life  to  kiss  mv  sweet, 
A  nineteenth  century  Leander. 

I  write— a  lawyer's  deeds  and  bills. 
Dull,  tiresome  work  that  never  ceases ; 

I  draw— conveyances  and  wills. 
Agreements,  mortgages,  and  leases. 


I  play— this  very  humble  part, 
I  cannot  hope  for  any  omer ; 

I  love— my  wife,  she's  plain,  not  smart; 
I  only  wish  she  had  no  mother. 


Monte  Cablo  oveb  Hebe.  — Za«/  week  I 
We  OTly  hope  it  may  be  I  Our  noses  were 
rouge^  the  sky  looked  not'r,  and  the  ther- 
mometer was  at  zero.  The  advice  given  was, 
**  Put  on  everything  yoi^'ve  ^at.'^ 

Digi[l2^d  by" 


oiL've  got."         , 
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HIP    B^W    K^V^NIw^WIKs 

The  language  of  Japan, 

80  we  are  told, 
Contains  nooath.  How 

blissfully  serene 
The    prospect    seems! 

Well)  DO  it  writ  in 

goldl 
But  close  the  diction- 
ary; look  between 
Unwritten  lines,    and 

soonye  shall  behold 
Men  will  be  men ;  and 

Japs,  with  pangs  as 

keen 
As  Englishmen's  when 

crossed    or    badly 

sold, 
Are  just  as  prompt  in 

meaning  what  we 

mean. 


Vena  and  Worse* 

[Khanjbb  Dhakamssy 
was  reoenthr  fined  and  im- 
priaoned  tor  writing  a 
aaditions  poenij  which,  on 
leoond  translation  from  the 
Ouxerati,  turns  out  to  be 
eminently  loyaL— i^fli^ 
Faptr.] 

Com  f  iCTXU  on  a  mis- 
translation I 
Is  not  this   luckless 

poet's  story 
A  most  alarming  illus- 
tration 
Of   'UraduUare    ira- 
dUore^'t 


''Downy"  amonff' 
the    ''Dead  Men." 

The  empty  bottles  stand 
arow. 

Now  what P    But 

mere  inspection 
fails. 
I  '11  take  a  sniff  at  each. 

Oho  I 
Who  says  that  "dead 
men  tell  no  tales  "  P 


DOMBSnC  EOOKOMT. 
—''Haw  to  make  both 
ends  meet**  Have 
sheep's  heed  and  oxtail 
soup  for  dinner,  same 
course. 


FOGGY   EVENING. 

Driver  of  *But  {to  CondHctor,  whom  he  hoe  called  up), 

FBONT  'S  FELL  HOFF  I  " 

Condudor,  '*All  right,  Bill.    'E's  paid  'is  Fare." 


'Jim,   th'  Ol*  Gent  in 


A  PLEASANT  CHJUKE 
IN  THE  WEATHER. 

Thet  were  all  de- 
liffhted.  They  congra- 
tulated one  another,  and 
shook  hands  all  round. 
Never  was  seen  such  en- 
thusiasm since  the  days 
when  the  late  Charles 
Dickens  wrote  his 
Christmas  stories.  Men 
who  had  been  silent  for 
months  suddenly  be- 
came loquacious,  and 
the  most  tadturn  of 
spinsters  found  that 
tney  had  plenty  to  say. 
A  speU  seemed  to  have 
been  removed.  England 
was  herself  again. 

**  During  the  sum- 
mer," observed  the  first 
of  the  guests,  **the 
topic  was  absolutely  im- 
possible. Nothing  but 
sunshine  and  blue  sky. 
Not  an  hour  of  rain  for 
weeks  and  months." 

*' Quite  so.  If  we  had 
lived  at  the  Equator  the 
time  could  not  have 
been  more  monotonous. 
Oh,  it  was  too  dread- 
ful I "  cried  a  second. 

"Tes,  I  do  not  re- 
member the  like  in  mv 
time."  put  in  a  thira. 
"Why,  everyone  had 
become  as  mute  as  an 
oyster.  However,  it  is 
all  over  now.  Do  you 
think  it  will  rain  to-day 
or  do  you  think  it  wiU 
snow  f  " 

**  Well,  I  don't  know, 
but  the  glass  was  fall- 
ing and  I  fear  the 
worst." 

And  then  they  con- 
tinued the  disonsflion 
with  the  greatest  plea- 
sure. For  England  had 
once  more  become 
**Merrie  England." 
And  the  reason  r  Why, 
this.  Aft«r  a  long 
silence  Britons  were 
once  again  able  to  talk 
about  the  state  of  the 
weather. 


A  NEW-YEAR'S  GIFT. 

What's  this?    "By  Parcel  Post,"  I  see. 
Perhaps  a  friendly  gift  for  me, 

A  token  pleasant 
Of  some  companionship  sincere^ 
Nay,  best  of  all— the  writing 's  dear. 
This  happy  day  has  brought  me  here 

Sweet  Mabel's  present  I 
A  pipe !    And  such  a .  .  .  perfect  gem. 
That  slim,  impracticable  strai. 

What  man  could  plan  it  P 
And  then,  as  I  'm  a  living  soul. 
Just  feel  this  wondrous  "  meerschaum  "  bowl, 
Which  fittingly  completes  the  whole — 

As  hard  as  granitel 
Yet,  given  by  her  dainty  hand. 
What  prince  or  noble  in  the  land 

Would  dare  refuse  it  f 
This  present  which  she 's  kindly  bought 
I  '11  prize  sincerely,  as  I  ought. 
Keep,  love— do  anything,  in  short, 

Save  only— use  it ! 


Singr  Talk  and  Singr  Monologue. 

A  Fable  for  the  Table. 

The  Frogs— who  croaked  conceniing  every- 
thing— 

Got  tired  of  Talk,  their  constitutional  king. 

'*  His  easy  give-and-take,"  they  cried,  *'  doth 
bore  us. 

We  want  a  brilhatU  monarch  to  rule  o'er  us ; 

One  who  in  epintun  impromptu  glories. 

And— above  all  things  I— who  can  *  tell  good 
$torie$:  " 

Merqurv  Jupiter's  memonr  deigned  to  jog : 

Ironic  Jove  sent  them— Eln|r  Moitologue  I 

Now  Frogs  squat  dumb  in  nlent  swamps  and 
seojge-ways. 

Because— they  cannot  get  a  word  in  edge- 
ways I  ______ 

Saoacity  op  ak  Ieokcxad.— "Before  going 
to  sea,"  says  a  newspaper  report,  "  the  Meeo- 
lution  was  not  indined."  Pity  to  send  it  to 
sea  against  its  inclination. 


A  FLING  AT  THE  MUSIC-HALDS. 

["  She  is  painted  also  with  a  wheeL"— ^aJb^MVY.] 

"  Come,  and  trip  it  as  you  go, 

On  the  light  fantastic  toe,'^ 

Used  to  be  the  nation's  notion 

Of  **  the  poetry  of  motion." 

Now,  if  toe  be  but  in  air. 

Everything  goes  anywhere. 

Hand  where  foot  was  looks  jsymnastic ; 

Net  result  is— well,  fantastic. 

This  was  once  a  boyish  sport. 

But  there 's  now  no  stopinng  short — 

No  distinction  'twixt  the  sexes  ;— 

Hence  our  latest  wheeling  x's. 

Oh  I  how  handy  for  a  bard, 
If  he  likewise  might  discard. 
Footless  measure  r    Footless  metre  ? 
Come  now,  pukhrtori  detur. 


Motto  fob  Hobvcastle.— "  None  n'arofts 
pae  Tort,** 
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DEATH  AT  THE  DOCKS; 

or,  Dibdin  very  much  up  to  Date, 

[**  It  is  notorioiu  tliat  the  Docks 
lire  wretchedly  protected.  During 
the  great  ton,  a  season  or  two  since, 
drowned  sailors  were  picked  out  of 
them  like  flies  out  of  treacle.  .  .  . 
The  old  storv — a  night  fog^  and 
**  pitch  dark  " ;  a  sailor  gropinr  his 
way  hack  to  his  ship ;  a  splash  in 
the  water,  and  a  cnr  for  help ;  and 
then  a  dead  body  nshed  out  of  the 
water."— T^tf  Daily  News.] 

AiB— "  Ben  Block:' 

WoiTLD  you  hear  a  sad  story  of 
woe, 
That  tears  from  a  stone  might 
provoke  ? 
'Tis  oonoeming  a  tar,  you  must 
know, 
To  whom  danger  and  death 
were  a  joke. 
His  name  was  Ben  Block,  of  all 
men 
The  most  true,  the  most  kind, 
the  most  brave ; 
But  hard-treated  by  fortune— 
for  Ben, 
In  his  prime,  foimd  a  watery 
grave. 

It  was  not  upon  the  high  seas. 
A-fighting  the  storm  or  tne 
loe; 
No!    'twas  not  midst  dangers 
like  these 
He  gloriously  ended — ah,  no ! 
A   land -fog   confounded    Ben 
Block; 
There  was  no  hand  to  help  or 
to  save. 
When  poor  Ben  staggered  into 
tne  dock. 
And  plunged  deep  in  a  watery 
grave! 


A  plague  on  all  miserly  knaves.  I 
Wbo   neglect   their    dashed 
docks  to  protect, 
A  death  midst  the  sea's  briny  I 
I  waves  I 

I     Is  what  a  brave  tar  may  ex-  , 
pect;  j 

I  But  to  drown  like  a  fly  in  stale 
beer. 
Because  skinflints  their  cop- 
pers would  save. 
No  rope,  buoy,  or  life-saver  near,  i 
Is  a  sad  sort  o'  watery  grave. 

It  is  time  that  each  miserly  elf 
Should  be  tauffht  that  that 
death-trap  his  dodc  i 

Must  not.  just  to  pile  up  his  ' 
pelf. 
Drown  dozens  of  tars  like  Ben 
Block.  I 

Such  murder  must  go  on  no  , 
more ;  ^         I 

Some  means  must  be  hit  on 
to  save 
Our  fog-muddled  sailors  ashore 
From  a  dark,  dirty  watery 
grave! 


Mrs.  R.  says  there  is  no 
'  musical  entertainment  she  so 
I  much  enjoys  as  **  The  London 

Svmpathy  Concerts"  when  Mr. 

Eggshell  is  the  conductor. 


VERT  palpable  HITS. 

**  Joe  doesuH  hit  it  with  his 

wife,"  said  Jim. 
**No,  he  hits  A*r,"  said  Jack, 

'*  and  she  hits  Aim." 


SO   VERY   NATURAL. 

BanJcer,  *'l  wish  you  a  Happy  and  Prosperous  New  Year.** 
Smart  Broker.  ''Thanks,  that  depends  entirely  on  rou,  Sir." 


"Beautiful  Star!"— Nor- 

XAN  LocKTER,  C.B.,  Piofessor 

I  of  Astronomy  in  the  Boval  Col- 

I  leffc  of  Science.  So  now  he'll  be 

able  te  wear  his  own  new  star. 


A  LITTLE  GIBEALTERATION. 

Sir, — This  plui  of  neutralising  the  Mediterranean  is  really  admir- 
able. Let's  do  it  at  once!  When  I  My  at  once,  of  course  I  mean 
as  soon  as  the  (Government  has  settled  Home  Rule  all  round.  Eight 
Hours,  Parish  Councils,  and  the  rest  of  the  domestic  programme. 
Then  we  can  sell  a  lot  of  our  ships,  and  cut  down  the  Naval  Budget 
bv  one-half,  and,  with  the  money  so  obtained,  give  all  the  unem- 
ployed pensions  of  five  shilling  a  day,  together  with  free  dinners, 
beer,  tobacco,  and  room-rent,  lor  the  rest  of  their  lives.  The  only 
**  Balance  of  Power"  worth  having  is  the  balance  at  our  bankers'! 
That 's  the  creed  of  Yours,  unblushingly,  C!osmopolite. 

Esteemed  Editor,— Qlad  to  find  dear  Old  England  is  talking 
of  neutralising  Mediterranean.  Always  thought  it  was  her  best 
policy.  Think  so  much  more  now,  since  Toulon  fetes.  Give  up 
Gibraltar  to  Spain,  and  there  you  at  once  have  the  immense  naviu 
resources  of  Spain  added  to  your  own  in  case  of  war.  Malta  of 
course  will  go  to  France,  Cyprus  and  Egypt  to  Russia,  and  you  *11 
find  the  Cape  route  to  India  far  pleasanter  in  every  way  after 
you  *ve  once  got  accustomed  to  it.  Such  a  saving,  too,  not  to  have 
to  keep  up  your  expensive  Mediterranean  squadron ! 

Yours,  disinterestedly,  Alexis  Sltkoff. 

Sir, — ^Let  's  neutralise  everything !  So  much  safer.  Or  neutralise, 
let  *s  say.  Dover  and  Portsmouth.  Then,  in  case  of  war,  no  enemy 
can  touch  them.  The  same  with  London  and  Paris,  Berlin  and 
Constantinople.  I  know,  from  an  intimate  friend  of  the  late  Lord 
Tennyson,  that  the  line  he  reallt/ wrote  was  **The  Parliament  of 
Man,  the  Neutralisation  of  the  World,"  only  tome  printer's  devil 
altered  it  to  "Federation,"  and  the  P.  L.  never  noticed  the  error! 
Then,  if  the  principle  were  once  adopted,  we  could  go  on  to  neutralise 
the  Droperty  of  all  millionaires ;  that  would  render  it  available  for 
the  use  of  the  public,  and  of 

Tours,  cheerily,  bfPERUX-SociAL-DEHOCRAT. 


A  Cheerful  Companion.— Mr.  George  Grossmith,  now  starting 
on  his  American  tour,  will,  it  is  stated,  ^'accompany  himse^^ 
wherever  he  goes. 


PLANTERS  AND  THEIR  "PLANTS." 

[See  indignant  letten  in  the  Standard  on  the  premiums  demanded  from 
'^creepers*'  on  tea-pUntationi  in  Ceylon  and  iarmpupils  in  Canada  and 
Auatralia.] 

Start  in  Life  ! — ^A  Ceykn  Tea-Planter  has  vacancies  for  half-a- 
dozen  younff  men  on  his  small  and  miserably-unhealthy  estate  in  the 
interior,  which,  except  for  the  exorbitant  premiums  which  he  asks 
with  each  puml,  would  probably  go  into  the  Bankruptcy  Court 
to-morrow.  Tnev  will  gain  practical  experience  of  the  minutisB  of 
tea-growing,  cholera,  and  jungle-fever.  A  year  spent  in  this  wav 
may  lead  to  a  fortune ;  it  may  also  lead  to  the  lo«al  cemetery.  A 
good  place  for  a  medical  student  wanting  to  study  bacilli,  or  for  a 
coroner  in  search  of  active  occupation.  Delicate  English  youths 
come  here,  and  leave  in  an  incredibly  short  space  of  time  with  a 
wonderful  knowledge  of  tea  and  no  Uver  whatever.  This  is  a  chance 
which  may  never  occur  again. 

What  to  do  with  our  Bots. — Ship  them  to  Quebec,  en  route 
for  the  boundless  North- West.  Invigorating  climate.  Thermometer 
rarelv  descends  more  than  fifty  degrees  below  zero.  Not  more  than 
six  blizzards  a  week.  Premium  required,  only  £200,  for  the  privi- 
lege of  working  like  a  navvy  for  a  couple  of  years  without  any  pay. 
Just  the  sort  of  employment  to  take  the  nonsense  out  of  youths  found 
unmanageable  at  home.  Practical  farmer  has  first-rate  opening  for 
such.  Openinpr  should  be  closed  with.  The  experience  acquired  is 
sure  to  be  profitable — to  practical  farmer,  if  not  to  his  pupils. 

Wanted.— Any  number  of  "Creepers,"  with  thoroughly  stupid 
and  gullible  parents,  for  a  coffee-plantation  near  Colombo.  Glorious 
place  for  sport.  Tigers  and  cobras  foimd  on  the  ^tate.  Good  bags 
of  elephants  can  be  made.  Adjoining  forests  teeming  with  deer  and 
malana.  As  the  day's  work,  A  superintending  sickly  and  dissatis- 
fied coolies,  only  begins  at  four  in  the  morning,  and  rarely  lasts 
beyond  six  at  night,  there  is  obviously  plentv  of  time  to  spare  for 
hunting  expeditions.  Capital  spot  for  lovers  of  natural  history  who 
do  not  object  to  sunstrokes.    Apply  at  once  ! 


Genuine  (Parliamentirt)  Hospitautt.— Keeping  open  House 
during  the  dmstma,  HoUday.      ~.^^.^^^  hy  C  -,OOg  I P 
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"A   POPULAR    'CRI.'" 

Certaixlt  Chakles  Wtxdham's  impersonation  of  The  Headless 
Man  deserves  all  that  has  been  said  in  its  praise;  and  his  happy  speech 
to  his  confreres  at  the  **  professional  matinee  "  was  auite  in  keeping 
with  this  eccentric  i)art.  There  are  three  admirably-plaved  characters 
in  this  piece.  First,  Mr.  Valentine's  Nuplet/y  the  oonndential  clerk, 
who  is  the  antithesis  of  Hedley^  being  the  sole  representative  oi 


emigrate  to  America.  We  can't  sit  still  and  do  nothing  with  Rmsia 
and  France  in  the  Mediterranean,  can  we  ? 

Inq,  Is  Russia  in  the  Mediterranean  ?  I  had  a  sort  of  idea  it 
was  somewhere  further  north  than  that  ? 

First  W.  L  M,  My  dear  chap,  that's  what  all  the  row's  ahoat. 
Rusfiia  has  made  up  ner  mind  she's  going  to  have  her  fleets  in  the 
Mediterranean,  and  we  all  know  that  when  she 's  made  up  her  mind 
about  anything  she  generally  manages  to  do  it.  Why,  she  can  build 
hundreds  of  snips  in  the  ^lack  Sea,  or  the  Baltic,  or  the  Caspian, 
without  anyone  Knowing  anything  about  it,  and  then  all  she'sgot 

I  to  do  is  just  to  nib  into  the  Mediterranean,  and  there  she  is.    What 

I I  say  is  that  the  (iovemment  ought  immediately  to  build,  say,  twenty 
more  ironclads  and  another  fifty  torpedo-boats,  and  a  few  corvettes 

I  and  cruisers,  and  send  them  out  all  over  the  place  before  the  end  of 
I  the  year.    That  would  teach  these  other  chaps  a  lesson. 

Average  Man,  Yes,  I  daresay  it  would.  We  generally  do  teach 
I  the  other  chaps  all  we  know,  free,  gratis  and  for  nothing.  But  to 
I  hear  you  talk,  one  might  suppose  you  imi^ined  we  ooula  build  an 
;  ironclad  or  so  every  week,  l  fancy  you  '11  find  it  takes  longer  than 
I  that.  Besides,  where 's  this  sort  of  thing  to  stop  ?  Twenty  iron- 
clads means,  I  suppose,  somethine  over  ten  millions.  Tou  're  always 
:  laughing  at  foreign  nations  for  what  you  call  their  ridiculous  rivalry 
,  in  armies,  and  thanking  Heaven  we're  a  free  country  and  can  rely  on 
I  volunteers  and  all  that ;  and  then  you  want  to  start  on  an  immense 
I  race  for  navies,  without  a  tiiought  of  the  cost.  Why  you  '11  be  the 
I  first  to  grumble  when  the  bill  comes  in. 

'     First  W.  L  M.  That's  all  very  well.    You  talk  as  if  we 'd  got 
the  miUennium  all  ready  to  be  turned  on  at  a  moment's  notice ;  but 

you  know  as  well  as  I  do  that  we  're  not  living  in  Olympia 

Aver,  M,  {cruelly).  No,  nor  in  Utopia  either — which  was  what 
you  meant,  I  suppose. 

First  W,  I,  M,  Well,  call  it  Utopia  if  you  like.    You  know  what 
I  meauLanyhow. 
Inq,  Where 's  Utopia  ?    I  mean,  who  does  really  live  there  ? 
First  W,  I,  M,  On,  it 's  a  sort  of  classical  place. 
Inq,  Ah  !  \A  pause.     They  read  their  netespapers. 

First   TV,  I,   M,  (suddenly  and  triumphantlu)^AhA\    Didn't  1 
tell  you?    Just  listen  to  this.    (He  reads,)    *^When  France  and 
I  Russia  have  finished  their  present  programme  of  ship-building  they 
'  will  be  superior  to  us  both  in  numbers  and  in  tonnage.  With  their  fast 


The  "General"  and  the  "Particular." 

law  and  order  in  the  house  of  Hedley^  Spooner,  and  Meanurell ;  then 
comes  the  old  claimant  to  a  peerage,  perfectly  played  by  Mr.  J.  Q. 
Taylor  ;  and,  finally,  Mr.  Blakeley's  quaint  General  Bletchingly, 
perpetually  being  bullied  and  put  through  his  facings  by  Mrs^ 
General  (Miss  F.  Frances).  The  **  three  men  scene,"  where  in  the 
Third  Act  Hedley  tries  to  arrange  matters  between  the  claimant  and 
the  sorrowin/^  General,  is  so  well  played  that  it  elicits  a  round  of 
applause  at  its  conclusion— a  rare  tribute  which  may  remind  play- 
ers of  the  reception  accorded  to  the  serious  ** three-men  scene" 
in  Diplomacy,  Miss  Jeffreys  is  a  charming  Mrs,  Torrington, 
Weather  permitting,  —  for  wintry  snows  play  the  mischief  with 
*•  runs  "  of  pieces  as  well  \w  with  runs  with  hounds,— the  piece  ought 
to  be  in  the  Dill  for  some  time  to  come. 


MIXED   NOTIONS. 

OUR   NAVAL   SUPREMACY. 


ScEiTE — A  frst'Class  compartment  in  a  suburban  morning  train  to 
London,  Persons — Two  WeU-informed  Men^  an  Inquirer^ 
and  an  Average  Man, 

First  Well-informed  Man  (concluding  a  tirade).  What 'U  be  the 
result  P  Why,  we  shall  be  jolly  well  swept  off  the  sea,  that 's  what 
we  shall  be.  We  're  only  just  ahead  of  Russia  and  France  now.  and 
in  another  year  or  two  we  shall  be  nowhere  compared  to  them. 
TTiere  's  no  getting^  out  of  it.  You  've  only  got  to  look  through  the 
last  list  of  their  snips 

Second  Well-informed  Man  (interrupting).  Ah!  but  does  that 
list  include  corvettes  P 

Inquirer.  What 's  a  corvette  P 

Second  W,  I,  M,  (with  surprise).  You  don't  meaxr  to  say  you  don't 
know  what  a  corvette  is  P 

Inq,  No,  I  don't,  honestly.    What  is  it  ? 

Second  W,  I,  M,  (cornered).  It's  a  ship  they  use  for  taking 
messages  quickly.    It 's  very  heavily  armour^. 

Inq,  Ah !  Then  are  we  stronger  in  corvettes  than  the  other 
Johnnies  P 

Second  W,  I.  M,  (shortly).  Of  course  we  are — ever  so  much 
stronger. 

First  W,  I,  M,  (with  deliberation).  Now,  look  here,  this  isn't  a 
party  question.  It 's  far  above  party.  But  I  should  really  like  to 
know  what  the  Government  mean  to  do,  because  if  they  c(on't  look 
shari>  and  do  something,  we  may  as  well  all  pack  up  our  traps  and 


;  cruisers  they  will  be  able  to  prey  upon  our  commerce,  while  their  i 
heavy  ships  will  be  able  to  block  our  fleet  in  its  ports.  If  we  do 
venture  out.  the  first  general  engagement  will  prove  to  the  hilt  the 
soundness  of  all  that  I  nave  ever  said  in  these  columns  and  elsewhere 
about  the  fatal  inferiority  not  only  of  our  present  type  of  armoured 
ships,  but  also  of  the  guns  they  carry.  The  sun  of  England  will  se( 
beneath  the  waves  strewn  with  the  shattered  remains  of  the  costly 

fewgaws  on  which  our  money  has  been  wasted.  Russia  will  annex 
ndia,  France  will  seize  the  Channel  Islands,  Spain  will  re-conquer 
Gibraltar,  and  a  dishonoured  flag  will  float  over  an  empire  from 
which  trade  and  prosperity  will  have  vanished  for  ever.  An  indignant 
country  will  then  demand  a  heavy  reckoning  from  the  Admiralty^  but 
it  will  oe  too  late.  An  obstinate  neglect  of  the  warnings  of  experience 
will  have  done  its  work  onlj  too  effectually.  I  remain.  Sir,  yours. 
John  F.  Bonbor,  Rear-AdmiraL"  What  have  you  j^t  to  say  to  that  r 

Second  W,  I,  M,  Who 's  old  Boksor  P  Everything  he  saya  isn't 
gospel,  is  it  ? 

First  W.  /.  3f.  He's  an  Admiral,  anyhow,  and  I  suppose  he 
ought  to  know  better  than  civilians. 

Second  W,  I,  M,  (sarcastically).  Oh,  he  couldn't  know  better 
than  some  civilians  who  know  everv thing. 

First,  W,  I,  M,  Come  now,  I  '11  put  a  plain  question  td  you.  Is 
this  blessed  Government  of  yours  going  to  Duild  a  proper  amount  of 
ships,  or  is  it  not  ? 

Second  W,  I,  M,  This  blessed  Government  of  mine,  as  you  call  it. 
is  going  to  do  what  your  blessed  Government  never  could  do,  ana 
that  is  to  build  ships  that  will  float  right  side  upwards. 

First  W,  I,  M,  Ha.  ha !  very  funny.  That 's  quite  your  record 
joke,  that  is.    But  if  they  're  going  to  do  it  why  don't  they  teU  us  so  ? 

Second  W,  I,  M,  They  have. 

First  W,  I,  M,  They  haven't. 

Inq,  But  what 's  all  this  about  the  Mediterranean  ?  Haven't  we 
got  any  ships  anywhere  else  P 

First  Ir,  I.  M,  Evervbody  knows  that  the  Mediterranean's  the 
only  important  sea  nowadays.  (Boldly,)  Why,  India  depends  upon 
the  Me<uterrancan. 

Inq,  Does  it  really  P    How's  that P 

First  W,  I,  M,  If  we  lost  the  Mediterranean,  how  do  you  suppose 
we  should  ever  get  round  the  Cape,  eh  P 

Inq,  Of  course ;  I  never  thought  of  that.  That  would  be  rather 
awkward.    But  does  the  Mediterranean  belong  to  us  now  ? 

First  W,  L  M,  Yes,  most  of  it  docs. 

Second  W,  I,  M,  It  doesn't. 

First  W,  I,  31,  Well,  to  whom  does  it  belonjr,  then  ? 
[But  before  any  further  geographioal  information  can  be  tm- 
parted^  they  arrive  at  the  terminus  and  separate. 
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MIXED   NOTIONS. 

EMPLOYEES*    LIABILnT. 

Scene — A  first-class  compartment  in  a  suburban  morning  train  to 
London,  Pebsons— Tfro  Well-informed  3£en,  an  Inquirer, 
and  an  Average  Man, 

Inquirer  {putttna  his  newspaper  down  with  a  si^h).  Well,  I'm 
hanged  if  I  can  make  head  or  tail  of  the  whole  business.    What 's 

the  squabble 
about  ?  First 
it's  employers* 
liability,  and 
then  it's  con- 
tracting out, 
and  then  it's 
common  insur- 
ance, and  then 
it 's  accident  em- 
l^oy  m  e  nt. 
^  tdoesitall 
mean? 

First  Well- 
informed  Man 
(^ottng  glibly). 

My  dear  chap,  the  whole  question  centres  round  one  point,  and  that  is 
whether  gr^t  employers  of  labour,  like  the  London  and  North- 
western Kailway  Company,  are  to  be  allowed  to  continue  their  acci- 
dent insurance  funds  or  not.  There  ought  to  be  no  doubt  as  to  Uie 
answer  when  we  know  that  the  workmen  themselves  are  in  favour  of 
these  funds.  Yet  the  Government  says  the  funds  are  to  be  abolished ! 
Inq,  Well,  that  does  seem  wrong,  erf  course. 
Second  Well-informed  Man,  Steady  a  bit,  my  friend ;  don't  you 
be  in  such  a  hurry.  The  Government  says  nothing  of  the  kind. 
{Quoting  with  equal  glibness,)  What  the  Government  does  say  is 
that  the  insurance  funds  may  continue,  but  that  no  workman  snail 
be  deprived  of  his  |egal  remedv,  and  that  everything  must  be  done 
to  diminish  the  number  of  accidents.  But  (bitterly)  of  course  that 's 
what  Joe  Chambebulin  and  the  rest  of  them  won't  have  at  any 
price. 
Inq,  Ah,  they  're  wrong  there,  of  course. 

First    W,   I,  M,    That's  right.    Put  everything  down  to  the 
Opposition.    But  I  tell  vou  that  in  this  matter  the  House  of  Lords 
are  the  real  guardians  of  our  liberties, 
Inq,  What  have  they  done  ? 

First  W.  I,  M,  Why,  they've  inserted  an  amendment  allowing 
contracting  out. 
Inq,  But  what  is  contracting  out  ? 

First  W,  I,  M,  {gaining  time),  I  suppose  you  know  that  these 
great  works  are  mostly  done  by  contract  r 
Inq,  {dubiously).  Yes. 
First  W,  L  M,  WeU,  that's  it. 

Second  W,  I,  M,  No,  it  isn't.    Contracting  out  is  when  the 
employer  gets  hold  of  the  workman's  money  by  telling  him  he's 
going  to  look  after  him,  and  then  in  the  end  (ra^iie/y)— well,  he 
doesn't  look  after  him  as  he  promised. 
Inq,  {hopelessly,  to  Average  Man).  Is  that  it  ? 
Average  Man,  It 's  what  I  should  call  rather  a  loose  definition.    I 
had  a  sort  of  notion  it  meant  an  agreement  between  emplover  and 
employed  that  the  nrovisions  of  the  Act  should  not  apply  to  tnem. 
J?o/A  the  W,  I,  m,  {together).  Nonsense,  it  can't  mean  that. 
Aver,  M,  Why  not  P 

First  W,  I,  M,  How  can  anybody  say  an  Act  of  Parliament 
shan't  apply  to  him  ?  What 's  the  use  of  passing  an  Act  of  Parlia- 
ment at  all,  then  ? 

Aver,  M,  Just  so;  but  I  shouldn't  have  expected  yoti  of  all 
people  in  the  world  to  use  that  argument.  [A  pause, 

inq,  {returning  to  the  charge).  But  how  about  common  employ- 
ment, you  know.  They  call  it  a  doctrine,  or  something  of  that  kind. 
I  thought  that  meant  a  religion.    How  does  that  come  in  here  ? 

Second  W.  I,  M,  {hazarding  a  noble  correct u re).  That's  just  the 
ridiculous  part  of  it ;  it  all  comes  of  having  the  Bishops  in  the  House 
of  Lords.  What  I  say  is,  religion  and  politics  ought  to  be  kept  abso- 
lutelj  scM^ite.    Besides,  I  'm  against  the  House  of  Lords  anyhow. 

Ftrst  TT.  /.  M,  There  you  go  again.  Everything's  the  Jault  of 
the  House  of  Lords  with  you.  You  're  just  like  that  old  josser  who 
couldn't  keep  King  Somebody's  head  out  of  his  speeches.  Same  with 
you :  whenever  you  can't  get  everything  you  want  all  at  one  go, 
smack  you  go  against  the  House  of  Ijorda,  "What  have  they  done  to 
you  now  ? 

Inq.  {trimming).  Yes,  what  hare  they  done  ?  I  \iish  vou  'd  tell 
me. 

Second  W.  L  M.  {pufbng  htmscff  resolutely  together  and  quoting 
agt^fn).  What  have  they  done  ?  I  like  your  asking  that  question. 
Why,  m  the  first  pkce,  they  've  cmaeculated  the  Bill  with  thwr  con- 
founded amendments  which  nobody  wants 


^rst  W,  I,  M,  {interrupting),  1  bey  jour  pardon.    Everybody 
its  them.    All  the  workmen  whose  opimon  is  worth  an]rthing  have 


First 
wants 

declared  that  they  must  have  these  amendments ;  otherwise,  tfife  Bill 
will  ruin  them. 

Second  W,  I,  M,  {waxing  warm).  Oh,  I  say,  teU  that  to  the 
marines.    How  on  earth  is  a  BUI  like  mis  going  to  ruin  the  workmen*? 

Inq,  {feejing  his  ground  again  slipping  from  under  him).  Yes, 
I  don't  quite  sec  myself  how  it's  going  to  do  that 

First  IF,  I,  M,  Don't  you  ?  Of  course,  I  can't  make  you  see  it  if 
you  don't  want  to.  But  I  should  have  thought  anyone  with  half  an 
eye  could  see  that  the  Bill  without  those  amendments  must  ruin  the 
working-classes,  because  it'll  smash  all  their  insurance  funds. 
Who  do  you  think  is  going  to  give  'em  any  more  money  when  the 
Bill  passes,  unless  these  amendments  go  in  ? 

Ifuj,  But  what  are  the  amendments? 

First  W,  I,  M,  They  simply  lav  down  the  principle  that  these 
insurance  funds  are  not  to  be  abolished  because  the  Trades  Unions 
say  so. 

Second  W,  I.  M,  Then  do  you  mean  soberly  to  teU  me  that  you 
wish  to  deprive  workmen  of  their  l^al  right  to  compensation  if  they 
get  choked  in  a  mine  or  cut  to  bits  in  a  railway  accident  ?  Because 
that 's  what  your  argument  means,  if  it  means  anything. 

First  W,  I,  M,  {sneering),  A  jolly  lot  of  good  compensation  will 
do  'em  when  they've  been  cut  to  bits.  I  suppose  you'll  want  to  lay 
it  down  that  they're  to  have  money  in  proxx>rtion  to  the  number  erf 
bits  they  get  chopped  into. 

Second  W,  I,  M,  That  was  worthy  of  a  follower  of  I/)rd 
Salisbuby's. 

First  W,  I,  M,  What  do  you  mean  ? 

Second  W,  I,  M,  {fully  roused),  I  mean  this ;  that  you  and  Lord 
Salisbuby  never  lose  a  chance  of  sneering  at  the  working-classes 
and  their  accidents.  Why  not  try  a  change  and  give  them  what 
thev  want  ? 

First  W,  I,  M,  Well,  anyhow,  they  don't  want  this  precious 
Liability  BiU. 

Second  W,  I,  M,  I  say  thev  do. 

First  W,  I,  M,  And  1  say  they  don't. 
[Terminus,    Exeunt  omnes,  the  Inquirer  reduced  to  a  state  of 
mental  pulp,  hut  convinced  that  he  has  taken  part  in  a  most 
interesting  and  enlightening  discussion. 


From  a  New  Horn  (Castle)  Book. 
AiB— **  On  a  Tree  by  a  River  a  little  Tom-tit," 

Up  a  tree  in  his  grief  sat  a  poor  little  Rad, 

Sighing,         "  WILLOUGHBY,        WlLLOUGHBY, 
WiLWUGHBY  ! '  ' 

And  I  said  to  him,  **  Stranger,  why  sing  you  so 
sad. 

Your    WlLLOUGHBY,      WlLLOUGHBY,      WlL- 
LOUGHBY ? 

Is  it  taxes,  or  death,  or  the  prospect  of  war  ?  " 
Then  he  sobbed  as  he  answered,  '*  I  made  sure  of 

TOBB, 

But  the  out-voters  went  down  and  all  voted 
for 

That      WlLLOUGHBY,      WlLLOUGHBY,      WlL- 
LOUGHBY !  " 


BETWEEN  THE  PIECES  AT  THE  LYCEUM. 

DuBTNG  the  absence  of  Mr.  Henby  Ibving  in  America  Mr. 
OscAB  Babbett  is  in  command  at  the  Lyceum.  The  new  manager 
seems  to  be  following  in  the  footsteps  ot  the  old.  As  there  were 
clowns  in  the  Shakspearian  pieces,  so  there  is  a  clown  in  Cinderella, 
the  play  that  has  taken  the  place  of  Becketj  presumably  with  a  \'iew 
to  keeping  the  boards  warm  until  the  promised  revival  of  Faust  and 
Marguerite,  The  Wellington  Street  pantomime  would  have  pleased 
Polonius,  Lord  Chamberlain  to  His  Majesty  Claudius,  King 
of  Denmark,  inasmuch  as  **  there  is  no  offence  in  it."  On  the 
contrary,  it  is  a  meritorious  production.  Some  of  the  scenery 
and  much  of  the  dancing  is  worthy  of  the  highest  praise,  and  if 
the  fun  of  the  book  is  not  always  fast  and  furious,  it  is  quite  in 
harmony  with  the  traditions  of  the  house.  In  the  home  of  ^  the 
legitimate  drama  we  are  accustomed  to  smile  with  becoming  mirth. 
Comparisons  are  odious,  so  it  is  unnecessarj' to  compare  Miss  Cinderella 
of  Wellington  Street  with  Master  llobinson  Crusoe  of  the  second  turn- 
ing to  the  right.  And  this  is  the  more  satisfactory',  as  there  is  no 
eomi>arison  between  them.  All  the  world  knows  that  Drurv  I^ne  is 
goo(t,  and  everyone  is  pleased  to  hear  that  Dbubiolanur  is  better. 


wrnr      trtrw 


Spfjutixg  of  a  recent  noYcl,  Mrs.  R.  said,  **  There  are  some  things 
in  it  so  objeetionable  they  ought  to  be  illuminated."  [Her  nephew 
thinkt  his  aunt  meant  **  eliminated."    Probably.]  Q0QJ^_ 


26 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI. 


[January  20,  1894. 


"TROP   DE   ZkLE!" 


Miss  Australia  [to Miss  SsAW),  "Thank  you  so  much,  my  deab,  for  all  thb  Nick  Things  you've  said  about  mb.    But— don't 

SEND  out  the  Invitations  until  I  am  quite  beady  to  'Receive/  "  I  . 
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A  TRUE  SPORTSMAN. 

'  How  BKAUTIFULLT  THAT  H0B8E  JlTMPS  !* 


A  '^PAPEE''  FOBCE. 

[in  M.P.  has  moved  for  a  Select  Committee  to  inrestigate  the  mode  of 
conducting  examinations  for  Commissions  in  the  Army.  **  The  marks  now 
jiren  for  proficiency  in  the  dead  hmguages  should,  it  is  suggested,  be  con- 
ferred for  excellence  in  riding,  running,  fencing,  and  other  athletic  accom- 
plishments.**—i)at/y  Faper,] 

I.— A  TRAGEDY  OF  TO-DAY. 

The  jammer  ($ternlj/ and  suddenly).  When  did  Julius  CfiSARdie? 

Young  Thewsand  Smews  (who  is  Captain  of  his  School  Eleven, 
Half-hack  in  All-England  Football  Team,  Sfc,  ^c,  trying  his  best, 
hut  rather  nervously),  I— I  forget  at  this  instant  Let  me  see 
— I  shall  recollect  in  a  moment. 

The  Examiner,  Hum !  We  will  pass  on  to  Greek  History. 
Mention  some  of  the  topics  referred  to  by  Pericles  in  his  speech  as 
recorded  by  Thuctdides.  (An  awkward  pause,)  I  suppose  you 
are  aware  that  such  a  man  as  Pericles  existed  ? 

Young  T,  S,  (becoming  still  more  nervous).  Oh,  yes !  He  was  an 
Athenian  statesman. 

The  Examiner  (sarcastically).  I  am  glad  to  see  you  are  acquainted 
with  that  fact,  at  any  rate,  Mr.  Sinews.  Now  will  you  take  that 
copy  of  LrvT  in  your  hand,  and  translate  the  passage  marked  in  it. 
(Young  THEWSAin)  Sinews,  (^fier  great  d\Mculty^  manages  to  give  a 
bald  and  ungrammatical  version  of  what  lie  thinks  the  meaning  to 
be.  An  ominous  silence  follows  on  the  part  of  the  Examiner,  who 
at  lenath  says :)    There  is  a  copy  of  Xenophon's  Anabasis  dose  to 

?plir  elbow ;  Just  translate  the  few  lines  at  the  top  of  page  79.  (Toung 
'hswsaitd  Sinews  makes  a  gallant  effort  to  A>  so,  but  sticks  hope- 
lessly in  the  second  line,)  Tlumk  you.  That  will  do.  I  need  not 
trouble  you  any  further.  You  are  evidently  totaUy  unfit  for  a 
military  career.  [Exit  Young  Thswsand  Sinews  in  despair. 


n.-A  COMEDY  OF  TO-MORROW. 

The  Examiner  (civilly).  Pray  take  a  seat,  Mr.  Sinews.  We  have 
heard  a  very  favourable  account  of  your  athletic  distinctions.  Could  you 
tell  me— just  as  a  matter  of  form— the  date  of  Julius  Cesar's  death  ? 

Young  Thewsand  Sinews.  I  should  be  most  happy  to  oblige  you,  but 
I  really  naven't  the  slightest  idea. 

The  Examiner,  Don't  apolosise !  It 's  a  matter  of  no  importance. 
Now  we  will  come  to  the  reaUy  essential  ixnnt  for  army  candidates. 
Oblige  me  by  seeing  how  many  of  these  chairs  you  can  lift  off  the 
groimd  at  the  same  time. 

Young  T,  S.  With  pleasure! 
[He  lifts  three  above  his  head  unth  his  right  hand,  and  takes  up 
the  table  with  his  left. 

The  Examiner.  Capital  I  Now  step  up  to  that  "  Try-your- 
strength ''  machine,  and  give  as  hard  a  blow  as  you  can. 

(Toun|g  Thewsaitd  Sinews  does  so,  and  sends  the  index  as 
high  on  the  scale  as  it  will  go. 

The  Examiner  (enthusiastically).  Thanks,  oh,  thanks !  And  we 
hear  from  our  riding  master  that  you  are  proficient  as  a  horseman, 
and  our  fencing  expert  reports  jou  as  bdng  able  to  run  him  through 
the  body  whenever  you  feel  so  inclined.  The  Gbvemment  wrestling 
master  is,  I  believe,  unfortunately  suffering  from  a  few  broken  ribs 
owing  to  a  rather  too  successful  exhibition  of  the  back  throw  with 
which  you  obliged  him  at  your  last  practise.  Your  paper- work  was, 
I  regret  to  say,  execrable.  But  what  ot  that  ?  You  are  evidently 
just  the  sort  of  young  man  that  the  army  wants.  You  have  not 
much  brain,  but  you  have  lots  of  biceps.  We  need  not  trouble  you 
any  further.    Gt)od-day  I 

A  Feioninb  Oxievance.~A11  the  boats  used  in  the  transmission 
of  letters  are  Mail  Boats ! 
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A   DIALOGUE   ON   ART. 

(A  Study  in  Spirits  and  Water.) 

SCEITE— 7%6  Smoke-room  of  a  Provincial  Hotel  TmE— Towards 
midnight.  CHAKACTERS-yMr.  Luceslipp-Bletheron,  a  middle- 
aged  Art  Patron  and  Dilettante,  He  has  arrived  at  his  third 
tumbler  of  whiskey  and  water ^  and  the  stage  at  which  a  man 
alludes  freely  before  strangers  to  his  **poor  dear  father,**  Mr. 
MiLBOABD,  a  Painter^  on  a  sketching  tour.    He  is  enduring  Mr. 

L.-B. ^      - 

First 

and 

his  audience.    Second  Gommeroial,  who  doesn't  intend  to  join  in 

the  conversation  until  he  feels  he  can  do  so  with  crushing  effect, 

Mr,  Luceslipp'Bletheron,  Yes.  I  assure  you,  I  never  come  ocrosh 
a  David  Cox  but  I  say  to  myself,  **  There  'sh  a  Bit !  "  {Here  he  fixes 
his  eye-glass,  sips  whiskey  and  water,  and  looks  at  Mr.  Milboabd  as 
ifhe  expecteahtm  to  express  admiration  at  this  evidence  of  penetration. 
The  only  tribute  he  extorts,  however,  is  a  grunt.)  Now,  we've  a 
CoRKELirs  Janssen  at  home.  Itsh  only  hiahtory  is— my  dear  father 
bought  it.  He  was  an  artist  himself,  painted  a  bit,  travelled  man, 
an'  all  that  short  o'  thing. 
Well,  he  picked  it  up  for 
tenpounds ! 

I^rst  Commercial  {defer- 
entially). Did  he  reelly 
nowP  A  Johnson  for  ten 
pounds !  Did  he  get  a  war- 
rantv  with  it,  Sir  r 

Mr,  L,-B,  {after  bringing 
the  eye-glass  to  bear  on  the 
intruider  for  a  second).  Then 
I've  a  Mieris — at  leasht. 
shome  clever  f  ler  painted 
it,  and  it  'sh  a  pleashure  to 
look  at  it,  and  you  can't  get 
over  th(U,  can  you  P 

Mr,  Milboard,  I  don't 
intend  to  try  to  ^et  over  it. 

Mr,  L,-jB,  1  ou  're  qui' 
right.  Now  I  'm  the  lasht 
man  in  the  world  to  shwag- 
ger-  shtill,  I'm  goin'  to 
ashk  you  to  lemme  have  my 
lil'  shwagger  now.  I  hap- 
(Nened  to  be  at  Rome  shor* 
time  ago,  and  I  met  Middle- 
MAV  there.  We  had  our 
lil'  chat  together  and  what 
not  —  he'sh  no  pershonal 
friend  o*  mine,  well;  I 
picked  up  a  lil'  drawing  by 
a  Roman  chap ;  worth  no-  -  —  ^ 
thing  more  than  what  I  got  «   .  .< 

it  for.  or  anything,  as  you 
mayshav.  lUDDLEVANnad  . 
the  whole  run  of  this  chap's 
studio.  I  saw  this  drawing 
^-didn't  care  mush  about 
it— but  thought  it  wash  a 
gem,  and  gave  the  modesh 
shum  of  a  nundred  an'  fifty  lire  for  it. 
between  a  couple  o'  shirts 

First  Comm,  {still  pining  for  notice) 
presume  you  mean  clean  ones  ? 

Mr,  L,-B,  No  man  with  the  shlightest  feelin'  or  reverence  for  Art 
would  Wit  sush  a  queshtion !  {The  First  Comm.  collapses.)  Between 
a  couple  oi— {underlining  the  word)  Shirts,  and  brought  it  home. 
Now  I  'm  oomin'  to  my  point.  One  afternoon  after  my  return,  I 
wash  walking  down  Bond  Street,  when  I  saw  a  sketch  exhibited  in  a 
wmdow  by  the  shame  f  ler.  I  went  in  and  shaid,  **  What  are  you 
askinjf  for  thish  ?  Mind,  I  don'  wanter  buy  it ;  ashk  me  any  price 
you  hke  I  *'    And  they  shaid  forty  guinettah. 

Mr,  Milh,  Apparently  they  avai&d  themselves  of  your  permission, 
and  did  ask  you  any  price  they  liked. 

-?^.  p*'^'  No  douDt ;  but  wait  till  I  've  done,  I  saw  another— a 
finished  drawing,  not  qui*  so  good  as  mine,  there.  Then  I  shaid  to 
them  quietly,  *  Now,  look  Aere.  whv  don' you  go  an'  buy  'em  for 
yourshelves.  in  the  artist's  own  shtucfio  Y  "  It  shtruck  me  as  sho  odd, 
a  man  like  Middleman,  being  tibere,  and  having  the  pick,  shouldn' 
buy  more  of  'em ! 

-*{r-  -^«\  Wasn't  worth  his  while ;  he  can't  buy  everything  ! 
ff^'  f""^'  W^^  considering  this  imvartially  with  some  nwre 
whiskey),  iHo;  your  ansher  is  a  very  good  one,  and  a  very/oir  one. 
He  caw  / 1'  y  everything.    I  did  pick,  however,  an'  I  gornt.    I  said 


"  They  haven't  the  patienah  for  it !  " 


Put  it  in  my  portmanteau 
When  you  say  shirts,  Sir,  I 


to  him,  **  How  mush  f  "  an'  he  tol'  me,  and  there  wash  an  end  of  it, 
do  vou  shee  ? 
Mr,  Milb,  It's  the  ordinary  course  of  business,  isn't  it  ? 
Mr,  L,-B,  Egshackly.  But  how  few  do  it  I  Now,  I  'U  tell  you 
'nother  shtory  'bout  my  poo'  dear  father.  He  came  'pon  a  sculpture 
in  a  curioshity  shop ;  it  wash  very  dirty  and  used  in>,  but  my  dear 
father  saw  it  was  worth  shpotting,  and  a  thing  to  be  shpotted,  and  aho 
he  put  hish^w^er  on  it ! 

First  Comm,  {undaunted  by  past  failure).  And  was  it  an  antique, 
Sir? 

Mr,  L,-B,  That  'sh  more  'n  I  can  tell  you ;  it  wash  very  dirty,  at 
any  rate,  and  he  only  gave  fifty  guineasn  for  it.    Washn't  a  great 

shum , 

First  Comm,  {encouraged  by  this  affability).  No,  indeed ;  a  mere 
nothing,  so  to  speak.  Sir ! 

Mr.  L,-B,  {annoyed).  Will  you  have  the  goodnesh  to  lemme  finish 
what  I  was  telling  thish  gentleman  ?  When  mv  poo'  father  got  that 
busht  home,  it  was  the  mos'  perfect  likenesh  o'  Napoleon  I 

Mr.  Milb,  Ha !  puts  me  in  mind  of  the  old  story  of  the  man  who 
picked  up  a  dingy  pAnel  somewhere  or  other,  took  it  home^  cleaned 
it,  and  found  a  genuine  Morland ;  went  on  cleaning,  and  discovered 
an  undoubted  Rembrandt ;  cleaned  that,  and  came  to  a  Crivelli ; 

couldn't  stop,  kept  on  clean- 
ing, and  was  rewarded  by  a 
a  portrait  of  George  the 
Fourth  I 

First  Comm,  {deeply  im- 
pressed). And  all  of  them 
genuine  ?  How  very  extra- 
ordinary, to  be  sure ! 

Mr,  L,-B,  {waggina  his 
head  sapiently),  I  could  tell 
you  shtranger  things  than 
that.  But  as  I  was  shaying, 
here  was  this  busht  of  Na- 
poleon, by  some  French 
chap — which  you  would  tell 
me  was  against  it. 

Mr,  Milb,  Why?  The 
French  are  the  best  sculptors 
in  the  world. 

Mr.  L.-B,  The  Frensh! 
I  can  not  brin^  myshelf  to 
believe  that,  if  only  for 
thish  shimple  reashon,  they 
haven't  the  patiensh  for  it ! 
First  Comm.  So  /  should 
have  said.  Formyownnart 
— not  knowing  much  about 
it,  very  likely— I  should 
have  put  the  Italians  firsts 
Mr,  Milh,    If   you   are 

talking  of  all  time 

First  Comm,  {feeling  at 
last  at  his  ease),  I  should 
say,  even  now.  Why,  there 
was  a  piece  of  statuary  in 
the  Itcdian  Exhibition  at 
Earl's  Court  some  years 
back  that  took  my  fancy 
and  took  my  wife's  fancy 
very  much.  It  was  a  repre- 
sentation in  marble  of  a  'en  and  chickens,  all  so  natural,  and  with 

every  individual  feather  on  the  birds  done  to  such  a  nicety ! 

Mr,  Milb.  I  was  hardly  referring  to  the  skill  with  which  the 
Italians  carve — ah — poultry. 

Mr,  L.-B,  Ridic'lous !  Great  mishtake  to  talk  without  unner- 
shtandina:  shubiect.  {The  First  Commercial  retires  from  the  room 
in  disorder.)  One  thing  I  should  like  to  ashk  is  tmsh.  Why  are 
sculptors  at  present  day  sho  inferior  to  the  antique?  Ishn't  the 
human  form  oivine  ash  noble  and  ash  shymmetrical  ash  formerly? 
Why  can't  thev  reproduce  it  then  ? 

Mr,  Milb,  You  must  first  find  your  sculptor.  Providence  doesn't 
see  fit  to  create  a  Michael  Angelo  or  a  Praxiteles  every  five 
minutes,  any  more  than  a  Shakspeare. 

Mr,  L.-B,  {wavering  between  piety  and  epigram).  Thank  the 
liOrd  for  that !  Now  there  'sh  Florenah.  Shome  of  us  who  have  had 
the  run  there— well,  there  you  see  all  the  original  thingsh — all  the 
originalsh.  And  yet,  if  you'll  believe  me  (arMtmVy).  with  all  mv 
love  and  charm  for  Art,  gimme  the  Capitohne  Venush  living  ana 
breathing  m  flesh  and  blood.  Sir,  not  in  cold  lifelesh  marble  I 

Mr.  Milb,  That  of  course  is  a  matter  of  taste.  But  we  are  taUdng 
about  Art,  not  women. 

Mr,  L,-B.  {profoundly),  Unforsh'nately,  women  are  the  shu^feets 
of  Art.  You  've  ^ot  to  find  out  your  client's  shtyleof  Art  firsht,  and 
then  carry  it  out  m  the  beaht  possible  manner. 


^  ( 


uigitizea  Dy 
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Mr,  Mill,  {rising,  and  knocking  hi$  pipe  oiU),  Have  I  ?  But  I  'm 
goinff  to  bed  now,  so  ^ou  'U  excuse  me. 

Mr.  L.'B,  (deiaintna  him).  But  look  here  again.  Take  the  Louvre. 
{AsMt.  Milboabd  discMims  any  desire  to  take  it.)  Now,  nobody  talksh 
about  the  Oallerv  there,  and  yet,  if  you  onlv  egshemp  the  thingsh 
that  are  rude  and  vulgar,  and  go  quietly  roun* 

Second  Commercial  {who  sees  a  Socratic  opening  at  last).  Might  I 
ask  you,  8ir,  to  enumerate  any  pictures  there  that,  in  your  opinion, 
are     ruae  and  vulgar  "  ? 

[Mr.  MiLBOARD  ataiU  himself  of  this  diversion  to  escape. 

Mr.  L.-B.  In  the  Grand  Gallery  of  the  Louvre  there  *^h  an 
enormous  amount  of  shtuff,  as  everyoody  who  'sh  an  artisht  and  a 
lover  of  Art  knowsh.  If  I  had  a  friend  who  wash  thinking  of  going 
to  the  Louvre  {here  he  looks  round  vaguely  for  Mr.  Milboaud),  1 
should  shay  to  him,  **Do  you  care  'bout  pictursh  at  all?  If  you 
<fo/*V,  don't  borrer  yourshelf  'bout  it.  If  you  do,  drop  in  shome  day 
with  Me,  and  I  '11  give  you  a  hint  what  to  shee."  {Ah  he  cannot 
make  out  what  has  oecome  of  Mr.  Milboabd,  he  has  to  content  him- 
self  with  the  Second  Commercial).  If  you  were  my  boy,  I  should 
shay  to  you 

Second  Comm.  {at  the  door).  Pardon  mc  for  remarking  that^  if  I 
was  your  boy,  I  should  probably  prefer  to  take  my  own  opinion. 
( Jt'^ith  dignified  independence.)  I  never  follow  other  persons'  taste 
in  Art !  \^He  goes  out  as  the  Smoke-room  Page  enters. 

Mr.  L.'B.  {hazily,  with  half-closed  eyes).  If  you  wash  my  boy. 


I  should  sha^  to  you,  very  quietly,  ve^^  sherioushLy,  and  without 
•    (Perceives  thai  he  is  addressing  the  Page.) 


'tempting  to  dictate 


Jus'  Dring  me  'nother  glash  whiskey  an'  warrer.     [He  is  left  siUuig. 


I 


THE  NEXT  LITTLE  WAR. 

{By  our  Prophetic  Beporter.) 

The  Cabinet  Council  met  once  again  on  board  the  flafif-s^ip,  so 
that  its  members  might  have  an  opportunity  of  being  on  the  spot  in 
oonductine  the  necessary  investigations.  The  Premier,  as  usual, 
occupied  the  chair. 

The  First  Lord  of  the  Admiralty  said  that  after  consideration  with 
his  colleagues,  both  naval  and  civil,  he  was  forced  to  recommend  the 
carrying  out  of  the  scheme  originally  proposed  five  years  ago.  With 
every  wish  to  be  economical,  he  could  not  sanction  any  further  delay. 

At  this  point  the  Council  was  interrupted  by  the  appearance  of  a 
Private  Secretary,  who  informed  the  members  that  the  combined 
fleets  of  the  allies  were  seen  to  be  approaching. 

The  Premier  declared  himself  extremely  annoyed  at  this  intrusion. 
He  should  have  thought  that  Mr.  Tenterfore  (the  Private  Secretary) 
would  have  known  better  than  to  obtain  admission  at  such  a  moment. 
He  (tiie  Premier)  must  request  that  Mr.  Tenterfobe  immediately 
withdraw. 

The  Private  Secretary  having  retired,  proceedings  were  resumed. 

The  First  Lord  of  the  Admiral^  continued  his  speech,  and 
strongly  urged  that  something  should,  be  done  at  once  to  strengthen 
the  Navy.  He  (and  his  colleagues)  really  did  not  think  that  at  a 
time  such  as  this,  when  war  might  be  declared  at  any  moment,  it 
would  be  wise  or  patriotic  to  delay  further. 

The  Secretary  of  State  for  War.  aft^r  such  a  declaration  on  the 
nart  of  his  colleague,  begged  to  add  nis  voice  to  the  entreaty.  If  the 
Navy  were  not  immediately  strengthened  he  would  not  answer  for 
the  safety  of  the  country.  The  fleet  was  the  first  line  of  defence, 
and  the  Army  would  be  nothing  without  it. 

The  Private  Secretary  who  had  been  recently  expelled  now  put  iff 
a  second  appearance.  He  said  that  he  considered  it  his  duty  to 
inform  those  present  that  the  allied  fleets  seemed  to  be  clearing  for 
action.  This  might  mean  nothing,  or,  on  the  other  hand,  a  great 
deal. 

The  Premier  once  more  expressed  his  surprise  at  Mr.  Tenterfore's 
conduct,  and  begged  that  he  should  again  immediately  withdraw. 

The  Private  Secretary  having  retired,  public  business  was 
resumed. 

The  Premier,  before  deciding  anything  further,  declared  he  would 
like  to  learn  the  cause  why  the  scheme  had  been  hung  up  for  so  long 
a  period. 

The  Chancellor  of  the  Exchequer  said  a  difficulty  had  arisen  about 
the  price  of  tar.  The  tar  quoted  for  the  original  estimate  was  a 
penny  a  ton  dearer  than  the  Council  thought  reasonable,  and  it  was 
suggested  to  delay  the  execution  of  the  scheme  until  a  tar  manu- 
facturer could  be  obtained  who  would  supply  an  estimate  at  the  rate 
selected.  However,  he  had  reason  to  beueve  that  now  he  could  find 
such  a  manufacturer. 

At  this  point  the  Private  Secretary  again  hurried  in  to  say  that 
the  Allies  had  suddenly  declared  war,  and  were  already  engaged  in 
bombarding  Heme  Bay. 

When  our  report  left,  the  British  flag-ship,  without  steam,  was 
attempting  to  evade  the  attentions  of  a  number  of  torpedo  boats  of 
the  eniimy's  fleet.  Further  particulars  (if  possible)  wiU  be  furnished 
in  a  later  edition. 


THE   NORMAN   CONQUEST." 


A  WORD  TO  THE  LORD  CHANCELLOR. 

Dear  MbL  Punch,— The  Lord  Chakcellor  has  once  more 
betrayed  the  best  interests  of  the  profession.  As  a  loyal  member  of 
the  body  of  wluch  he  is  the  nominal  head  I  am  sorry  to  have  to  say 
it,  but  what  else  can  be  said  when  it  is  recorded  that  he  has  refused 
me  silk,  at  a  time  when  he  has  bestowed  it  upon  Mr.  AuarsTurE 
BntRELL,  M.P.,  and  Mr.  Grosvexor  Woods?  I  hope  I  shall  not  be 
misunderstood.  Against  these  two  gentlemen  I  have  nothing  in  the 
world  to  say.  The  sin  is  one  of  omission  rather  than  of  commission. 
As  Leanin  Backer,  the  wit  of  our  Common  Room,  said  to  me  at 
lunch  to-day,  **  My  dear  Erited.  we  're  all  astounded  not  to  see  your 
name  in  this  batdi  of  silks.  Whatever  can  the  L.  C.  have  been 
thinking  about?" 

I  msty  say  that  no  effort  on  my  part  wa^  wantmff .  I  sent  m  my 
application  in  ample  time,  with  full  jparticulars  of  the  extent  and 
nature  of  my  practice.  Tne  choice  oi  the  Lord  Chancellor  leads 
me  to  the  conclusion  that  the  present  system  of  bestowing  silk  is 
utterly  rotten.  Mr.  Btorell  and  Mr.  Grosvenor  Woods  have  each 
a  large  and  flourishing  practice.  To  be  perfectly  frank,  it  would  be 
taking  a  rose-coloure<fview  of  the  situation  to  call  mine  either.  But 
that  was  exactly  why  I  wanted  to  be  a  stuff  gownsman  no  longer. 
The  wretched  solicitor  who  once  told  me  that  his  olfice  boy  knew 
more  lacw  than  I  did  would  almost  certainly  repent  in  hundred- 
guinead  briefs  and  lavish  retainers  to  Mr.  L.  Erned  Counsel,  Q.C. — 
merely  to  write  it  is  exhilirating.  With  this  official  recognition  of 
merit— the  hall-mark  of  our  prof  ession— there  are  no  heights  of  legal 
fame  to  which  I  feel  I  could  not  attain.  I  am  willing  to  give  Lord 
Herschell  one  more  chance.  Let  him  appoint  me  Attorney-General 
of  the  Out-and-Inwaid  Islands.  It  would  be  a  wrench  to  leave 
England,  but  if  mv  country  calls  upon  me,  I  am  content  to  be  not  at 
home.  If  this  is  aenied  me,  then,  though  I  am  sorry  to  threaten, 
beware^  my  Lord  Chancellor,  of  the  ghosts  of  disappomted, 
unappointed  Liberal  J.  P.'s  I 

Yours  expectantly,       L.  Erned  Counsel. 

102,  Temple  Gardens,  B.C.    Jan.  10. 


Dickens  Examinations.— We  are  afraid  the  interest  of  Dickensian 
students  in  the  works  of  The  Master  is  not  quite  what  it  used  to  b^. 
Out  of  many  strugglers,  only  two  within  a  week  have  successfully 
answered  the  query  propounded  by  Mr,  Punch.  Perhaps  had  a 
prize  been  mentioned  Uie  oompetitocs  might  have  been  more 
numerou..  C^QOgle 
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FELINE  AMENITIES. 

"  How   WBLL  YOUR  DAUGHTER  SKATES,   MrS.   SmALL  !     EVKK  80  MUCH  BETTER  THAN  MiNS  1  " 

"  She  's  very  Plucky,  you  know,  Mrs.  Long.    That  's  the  principal  thing  1    She  'b  not  atraid  of  falling  down  I  * 
"She  hasn't  got  far  to  fall  1"  **No.    But  she  's  got  a  pretty  Nose  to  break  1" 


ANACREONTICS  FOE  ALL. 

(Being  Bacchanalian  Ballads  for  the  vm  of  all 
Pro/egsioTU,  Trades^  Crafts^  and  Callings, 
with  Convivial  Carols  for  the  Classes,  the 
Masses,  and  the  Lasses,  By  Tom  Moore, 
Junior,) 

THE  TEETOTALER'S  TRILL. 
Am — **  Cotne  send  round  the  wine  /" 

Come,  pass  round  the  **  Pop,"  and  leave  stingo 

more  stiff  ^dolts ; 

To  wine-bibbing  boobies  and  dram-dnnking 

The  ginger's  warm  flavour,  the  lemon's  sharp 

whiff  [revolts. 

True  Reohabites  love,  whom  the  wine-reek 

Your  glass  may  be  purple ;  be  mine  of  the  hue, 

The  "dunducketty  Drown"  of  the  mom's 

(shaving)  bowl,  [dim  blue 

Where  soap-suds  and  bristles,  dull  drab  and 

Are  mixed  in  a  **  blend  "  that  is  sweet  to  my 

soul. 

Chorus — 
Come,  pass  round  the  Pop ! 

Shall  I  ask  the  fanatic  who  fights  by  my  side, 
Though  he  swigs  Zoedone,  if  our  palates 
agree  ?  Ttried. 

Shall  I  give  up  the  tipple  I've  valued  and 
If  he  pulls  not  at  ^*Pop"  from   stone- 
bottles,  with  me  ? 
Nol   perish  the  thought  I    Be  it  Cocoa  or 
Eopp, 
So  that  iwisonous  AloohoPs  presence  I  miss, 
Let  him  drink  what  he  please ;  but  give  me 
Penny  Pop 
Frothed,  creamy,  and  sweet  in  a  "long- 
sleeve,"  like  this  I, 

Charua-', 
Come,  pass  roumd  the  Pop ! 


COURT  AT  LAST! 

Messrs.  Brookfield  and  Hicks's  clever 

theatrical  revue,  Under  the  Clock,  at  the  Court 

Theatre,  might   have   run   throughout   the 

year  and  become  a  hardy  annual,  had  they 


adopted  the  simple  process  of  extracting  what-  | 
ever  became  stale  and  unintelligible,  and  sub- 
stituted for  these  withered  leaves  new  matter 
quite  up  to  the  latest  date,  with  tunes  by 
Edward  Jones,  purveyor  of  harmonies, 
egually  up  to  time.  The  Sherlock  Holmes  part 
of  the  burlesque  was  capital;  the  songs  were 
too  long :  but  Miss  Lottie  Venn£*s  Secottd 
Mrs,  T,  was  excellent,  and  her  imitation  of 
Miss  Julia  Neilson,  in  her  Ellenish-Terry- 
ish  style,  was  simply  perfect,  and  vdght  have 
given  a  hint  to  the  actress  imitated.  The  Four 
Trees  were  funny,  and  one  of  them  very  good 
{which,  I  don't  know).  These  four  Trees  ought 
to  have  done  a  "plantation  dance."  There 
were  some  imitations,  in  this  Bravo  Hioks- 
and-Brookfleld  burlesque,  of  somebodies  which 
puzzled  even  the  oonm-med  theatre-goer,  and 
which  were  as  double-Dutch  to  the  ordinarv 
public.  These  puzzlesmiffht  have  been  omitted, 
or  a  board  exhibited  expliEdning  them ;  and,  as 
it  was  impossible  to  keep  the  steam  up  for  an 
hour  or  so,  the  entertainment  might  have  been 
advantageously  brouffht  within  the  limits  of 
forty  minutes.   Alas  T  why  was  this  not  done  ? 


Football  Intelligence. 

Tafft  is  a  Welshman ; 

Last  year,  like  a  thief, 
He  at  Cfardiff,  his  house. 

Took  JoHK  8  laurel-leaf. 
Tafft  came  to  John's  house, 

Birkoihead,  and  John, 
This  year,  gave  him  tit  for  tat ; 

And  so  the  game  goes  on. 


ADVICE  FREE  TO  THE  FRANK. 

['*  Napol*on  boom."— Dfli/y  Pupert. 

**  There  is  a  notion  that  a  Bonapartist  Pretender 
is  arising  near  Tiflis  under  Kuasian  auspices.'* — 
Bailg  News,  January  10.] 

*  *  Napoleon  boom ! "    What  have  we  here  P 
The  cannon's  boom  seems  all  too  near. 

Is  this  some  new  entrapping  ? 
0  France,  be  warned  in  time  f   Awake  I 
Have  done  with  dreams,  for  goodness'  sake ! 

Don't  be  again  caught  napping  ! 


"  ILLUSTRATED  INTERVIEWS." 

By  Harbt  How. 
Oe  Interviewer's  Question 

And  Interviewee's  Parry, 
Or  (yet  one  more  suggestion) 

How  Habet  How  can  Harry. 


Iif  the  Law  Lists.— Among  the  cases 
down  for  hearing  at  the  present  sittings  is 
that  of  Koster  v.  Emoire  Palace^  Limited, 
It  is  to  be  hoped  that  the  Lord  Chief  Justice's 
sense  of  the  artistic  fitness  of  things  will  lead 
him  to  arrange  that  the  case  shall  be  heard  at 
the  Albert  (Chevaliee)  Hall,  before  that 
"  first-class  judge,"  Mr.  Justice  'Awkifs. 

The  Lady  usm  the  Leopabd.—A  lady  has 
recently  presented  her  pet  leopard,  "  Moti " 
(Pearl),  to  the  Zoo.  The  pretty  inference  that 
it  is  a  pearl  beyond  price  may  be  beyond  the 
beast,  out  the  ZoSiofj^oal  Society  may  be 
expected  to  appreciate  it  fully. 


OuE  West  Afeicak  Tboxjbles.— How 
deal  with  "  the  SofysJ'^SU  on  them. 


to 
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DALY'S    NIGHTLY. 

Rarely  has  SnAKsrEARE's  fanciful  comedy  Ttcelffh  Kwht  been  put 
on  the  London  stage,  except  at  the  Lyceum,  so  perfectlj'as  Mr.  Auoustin 
Daly  has  placed  it  on  the  stage  of  Daly's,  where  it  must  certainly 
prove  an  attraction  for  some  time  to  come,  and  may  induce  Manager 
Daly  to  prolong  his  stay  among  us.  Except  in  'faming  the  Shrew ^ 
Miss  Ada  Rehan  has  neither  been  seen  nor  heard  to  such  advan- 
tage as  in  her  imper- 
sonation of  Viola. 
Perfectly  are  her 
points  made  :  most 
intelligently  and  in- 
telligibly arc  all  her 
lines  givcu.  Indeed, 
there  are  some  points 
bo  well  brought  out 
as  to  call  forth  a  burst 
of  impulsive  api>lause 
as  an  immediate  tri- 
bute to  what  seems 
to  be  a  sudden  inspi- 
ration on  the  part 
of  the  actress.  Miss 
Rehan's  sole  fault  in 
this  character  is  a 
tendency  to  restless- 
ness. MissCATITERIXE 

Lewis  is  very  good  as 
3I(iria^  though  she 
goes  so  very  near  over- 
doing her  laughing 
as  to  make  it  sound 
hysterical ;  yet  in  her 
scene  ^\^th  ner  mis- 
tress, when,  full  of 
her  practical  j"oke 
played  on  Malvolia, 
she  is  bursting  with 
almost  uncontrollable 
laughter  while  trying 
to  answer  her  mis- 
tress seriously,  her 
bye-play  is  admirable. 
Duke  Or  si  no  must 
have  possessed  a  rare 
Ducal  Opera  House, 
as  the  singers,  players 

Shak«peare  H  rAiut'rieaine.  f^^  w  Tk  1  ""^  •^'' 

I  Court  (all   belonging 

to  his  own  establishment,  and  never  allowed  to  perform  out  of  Orsino 
Hall  without  si>ecial  Ducal  permission)  are  most  excellent ;  and  for 
tune,  time,  unison,  and  harmony,  they  may  back  themselves  to 
compete  with  any  other  existing  '*  Operatic  Company,  Limited,"  be 
it  where  it  may.  When  it  comes  to  the  turn  of  the  principals  to  sing, 
is  not  **  O  3/istress  Mine,^^  given  by  Mr.  Lloyd  Daubigny,  the 
Clotcn  (also  retained  on  the  Ducal  establishment  so  as  to  be  ready  for 
Christmas  time,  when,  no  doubt,  a  charniiug  fairy  pantomime  would 
be  got  up  for  the  benetit  of  the  l>uke's  subjects  and  guests  belonging 
to  the  *' llouse  Party*'),  exouisitely  rendered  by  both  the  principfd 
singer,  the  Clown  aforesaid  (from  whom  at  best  the  Duke  has  only  a 
right  to  expect  the  venerable  ^'  Hot  Vodlins^^)^  and  the  I).  C.  C, 
which  initials  may  stand  for  the  Ducal  (or  Daly)  Court  Chorus? 

Of  course  the  full  measure  of  the  humour  in  the  scene  where  Sir 
Tobt/  comments  upon  Sir  Andrew'* $  \^Titten  challenge,  and  likewase 
of  tiie  humour  there  is  in  the  duel  scene,  is  not  reached  where  Sir 
Andrew  in  equal  in  height  to  rVo/cr,  who,  as  represented  by  Miss 
Rehak,  is  a  tine-growTi  youngster  of  apparently  five  foot  nine  at  least. 
Probably  8n a kspeare  wrote  the  part  of  Sir  Andrew  for  a  dwarfish 
member  of  his  company,  while  that  of  Jloia  was  written  for  a  taU, 
slim  youth,  just  as  tnc  part  of  Maria  was  undoubtedly  written  to  suit 
a  small  boy,  a  real  **  low"  comedian,  as  there  are  so  many  aUusions 
to  her  short  stature  and  figure  in  the  play.  Imagine  how  the  duel 
scene  would  gain  were  the  Sir  Andrew  a*  small  man,  of  whom  the 
buxom  young  page  is  so  desperately  afraid !  However,  Sir  Andrew 
is  well  played  by  Mr.  Herbert  GB>««!nAM,  and  if  a  little  over-played, 
his  height  must  be  taken  into  consideration.  That  Mr.  Jamj-xs  Lewis 
should  be  an  excellent  Sir  Toby  goes  without  saj-ing  •  whatever  he 
turns  his  hand  to  he  does  well,  Sj>ecial  mention  should  be  made  of 
Mr.  George  Cl.uike's  Maholio.  Of  all  diflicult  Shakspcarian  parts, 
with  a  tradition  attached  to  it,  this  is  one  of  the  most,  if  not  quite 
the  most  difficult,  and  it  is  not  too  much  to  say  that  Mr.  George 
Clarke  plays  it  exceptionally  well.  Miss  Violet  Vaxbrug n  is  a  most 
eleg'ant  CounUas  Olivia,  and  Mr.  Jonx  Craio  a  solid  and  **  con- 
vincing "  (whatever  this  word  may  convey  to  my  readers,  it  is  quite 
exhaustive  to  the  writer)  JJuke  Orsino,  an  indifferent  part,  by  the 


way,  though  Shakspeare  has  given  him  some  of  his  very  best  lines. 
Judging  the  work  as  a  whole,  Mr.  Daly,  author  and  manager,  has 
done  his  stage  editing  of  Suakspr^re's  play  most  effectively.    Of 
such  cuts  as  he  has  made,  most  modem  dramatists  of  any  consider- 
able experience  win  approve.    It  strikes  me,  while  reading  over  the 
original,    "as    she  was  wTote,"   that 
while  it  is  one  of  the  Divine  Wil- 
liam's happiest  inspirations,  it  was  also 
written  cur  rente  calamo,  and  without 
subsequent  correction.   Several  circum- 
stances ix)int  to  this  conclusion,  and  one 
especially,  i>.,  the  re-entrance  of  Mal^ 
vidio  in  the  last  scene  (wisely  omitted 
in  Daly's  version),  when  he  is  brought 
on  to  explain  about  the  Captain,  and 
makes  his  exit  very  angrily,  without 
even  having  utterea  one  single  word  of 
the  explanation  which  he  was  brought 
on  by  biiAKSPEARE  to  give  I     When  he 
has  gone,   the  Duke  exclaims,  as  an 
after- thouprht,     probably    introduced 
after  the  tirst  performance,  or  at  the 
last  rehearsal,  *^  He  hath  not  told  us  of 
the  Captain  yet."    How  sharply  would 
the   modem    Siiakspj:are    Junior  be 
taken  to  task  by  the  critics  for^such 
careless  construction !   And  the  Fanciful 
Comedy  ends  like  a  modern  extrava- 
ganza, with  a  song.     Delightful !     Of 
course,  in  Shakspeare's  time,  this  was 
the  epilogue,  sung  after  all  the  dramatis 
person (c  had  disappeared.     At  Daly's 
it  is  sung  as  a  duet  between  Maria 
and  the  Clown— a.  very  happy  idea — 
with  chorus  and  dance  by  the  Unsur- 
passed Private  Ducxil  Operatic  Com- 
pany in  the  pay  of  Duke  Orsino,    One 
thing  I  should  like  Duke  Daly  to  omit, 
and  that  isj  the  red  splotch  on  the  white 
handkerchief  that  binds   Sir    Tohi/\s 
cracked  skuU  in  the  last  scene:  and 
one  thing  I  and  every  one  woidd  like 
him  to  insert,  and  that  is  the  re-ap-  ^^^,?  ,^"^»^?«   »   ^ouug  niy- 
I^earance  of  jolly  old  Sir  Toby,  who     J^*'''"'    [Observe  the  antique 
won't  be  put  to  bed,  but  who  should     '**>'"^"  ^^""^'^ 
shake  himself  quit  of  Sir  Andrew,  and  re-appear  in  the  alcove 
above,  with  a  flagon,  drinking  a  happy  New  "i  ear  to  every  one,  a 
very  Twelfth  Night  king !     But  then  we  are  naturally  prejudiced  in 
favour  of  Toby,  and,  everywhere,  Toby  is  a  popular  character. 

[Signed)  TuE  B  in  Box, 


BALLADE  OF  THE  MAN  OF  EXPERIENCE. 

When  I  was  young  I  did  not  like  to  show 

My  ignorance  to  every  fellow-flat ; 
But  now  I  *m  not  ashamed  of  *'  I  donH  know  " 

What  I  've  not  had  a  chance  of  getting  at. 

Besides,  the  knowing  ones  soon  smell  a  rat — 
The  lack  of  skill  or  knowledge  we  would  hide  ; 

The  game 's  not  worth  the  candle-wick  and  fat ; — 
Experto  crede — trust  the  man  who  trit»d. 

A  friend  of  mine — or  should  I  say  a  foe  ? — 

Who  had  an  Irish  hunter,  known  as  *'  Pat," 
Once  said,  "  Get  on  him.  Jack,  and  let  him  go." 

Now,  though  I  muttered  inly— call  it  '*  drat !  "— 

I  leaped  across.     Alas  I  not  long  I  sat 
In  mounted  majesty.    One  cannot  ride 

The  high  horse,  minus  stirrup,  rein,  and  hat ; — 
Experto  crede — trust  the  man  who  tned. 

I  Ve  had  my  fill  of  poverty,  if  so 

A  man  may  put  it.    There's  no  plutocrat 
Among  my  kin  •  and  often  funds  are  low  ; 

But  care,  with  ninefold  slaughter,  killed  a  cat. 

I  've  still  a  sixpence  by  me,  though  on  that 
One  can't  go  far.    Here^s  Sandy  from  the  Clyde  ; 

When  you  have  got  the  '*  pawky  chiel"  to  chat, 
Experto  crede — trust  the  man  who  tried, 

Eni'oi, 
Youth,  heed  an  old  domestic  diplomat, 
Do  not  begin  to  '*  educate"  your  oride. 
Nor  try  your  'prentice  haiid  at  tit  for  t^ — 

'^—*-- 7.-*«,.'  "tned^^^x-^^1^ 
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COVSTAHTUrOPLE. 

The  West,  cutely  quick,  brings 

the  East,  caunly  slow, 
Amazing  us  all  with  a  wonderful 

show,  Ay,  BoLossT  I 

Quaint  name!    Once  Eiralfy 

seemed  curious,  strange. 
Like  IiCRE ;  but  yours  is  a  mar- 

yellottschange,  MyBoLossT. 
Tou  bring  us  such  dreams  with 

these  rare  Eastern  sights — 
And      Hajloun  -  al  -  Raschii), 

Arabian  Nights^ 

Vie,  BoLOSSY, 
With  Viziers.  Sultanas,  Ulemas, 

and  Sheiks — 
Tour  Bosphorus,  sooty  at  tunes, 

where  catques 

Ply,  Bolossy! 
Though   trips  in    these   boats 

through    the    tunnels    are 

grand. 
One 's  glad  to  regain  terra  flrma. 

high  and       Drjr,  Bolossy  ! 
The  harem's  exoessiTely  indo- 
lent ways 
You  show  to  the  wondering  Occi- 
dent's gaze ;  Fie,  Bolossy  ! 
Whilst  Turks   wearing  fezzes 

remark,  with  such  ease, 
**The  other  way  in  there,  Sir. 

Pass  along,  please." 

Sly  Bolossy  ! 
The  dancing  is  much  the  best 

thing  which  you  do ; 
You  cannot  excel  it  yourself, 

not  if  you      Try,  Bolossy. 
That  line  of  the  ballet  girls  all 

the  rest  licks — 
A  mile  of  respectably  decorous 

kicks,  Shv,  Bolossy  ! 

But  what  the  dazed  Britishers 

utterly  floors 
Is  that  most  remarkably  strange 

name  of  yours ; 

Why  "Bolossy "l* 


AGGRAVATING    FLIPPANCY. 

Ernett  (who  is  deeply  inleresUd  in   TranaaUantie  Steamers),       Good 
Heavens  !  what  do  you  think,  Maria  f    Why  the  *  Melissa  *  has 

BROKEN  HER  RECORD  AGAIN  !*' 

His  Wife,  **Poor  thing  !  ao  sorry!  !" 


MCN  AND  POOR. 

(By  a  Poor  Parochial  Ptrvm,) 

They 're  clamouring  much  aboat 
the  old  Poor-Law 
Administered  by  "new  elec- 
tive bodies." 
Ah  me !   Though  ' '  nominated  '* 
swells  can  ;aw. 
And  weartnm  toRS,  they're 
often  bitter  nodcSes. 
Poor-Law,    indeed!     Much  of 
our  law  is  poor 
In  quite  another  sense.    Jus- 
tice' 8  j  ustice  [and  boar 
Holding  the  balance  betweennob 
Is  worse  sometimes  than  was 
thy  bed,  Procrustes  ! 
A  Poor-Law  that's  administered 
by  the  Rich 
Strikes   them    as   sometbing) 
natural,  ri^ht,  and  proper, 
'Tis  Wealth*8  divine  prerogatiTe 
to  pitch 
On    aU    who    "bossJ'  from 
Ouardiandownto  "Copper.'' 
But  a  Rich-Law  (by  which  I 
would  imply 
A  law  that  touched  their  per- 
sons and  their  pockets) 
Administered  by  the   Poorl!! 
QreatScottI    Sky-hirh 
Their  tempers  and  taU-talk 
would  soar  like  rockets ! 
The  t"  Old    Poor-Law  "  '«  the 
theme  of  their  loud  cheeiinf , 
But  'tis  a   new  "Rich-Law" 
they  're  really  fearing. 


AT  TNE  CARRICK  THEATIL 

*•  This  is  the  Jew  | 

That  GRrNDY  drew" 

(Not  Shvlock  versus  Law). 
If  this  be  the  Jew 
ITiat  Grundy  drew 

Is  this  the  Jew  to  "  draw"  ? 


A  DIARY  IN  A  NUTSHELL. 

DEiJt  Mr.  Punch, — I  read  some  little  while  since  a  not  unin- 
teresting article  upon  the  subject  of  keeping  a  diary.  The  writer 
suj^gested  various  modes  of  teDin^  the  story  of  a  life  day  by  day. 
His  suggestions  were  fairly  practical,  and  on  that  account  I  respect 
them.  StiU,  to  my  mind,  they  did  not  seem  perfect.  What  we  want 
is  the  most  work  in  the  least  time.  I  trust  that  desideratum  is 
obtained  in  mv  model  diary,  which  I  have  now  the  honour  to  present  to 
you.  You  will  notice  it  occupies  very  little  space,  and  consequently 
on  that  score  may  be  worthy  of  publication.    Here  it  is : 

January.— (1.)  Began  the  year  well  with  a  considerable  sum  at  my 
bankers.  Good  friends  with  all  my  relatives.  (2.)  Commenced  the 
year  badly  with  an  overdraw,  and  a  number  of  neglected  county  court 
summonses.  Quarrelled  with  all  my  relatives,  and  engaged  in  law 
suits  with  half  of  them. 

February. — (1.)  Invested  at  the  proper  moment,  and  netted  a 

food  round  sum.  (2.)  My  foreign  stocks  went  down  with  a  run,  and 
have  lost  all  I  once  possessed. 

March,— il,)  Took  to  the  turf,  and  trained  any  number  of  winners. 
(2.)  Having  partially  retrieved  my  fortunes,  plunged  on  a  favourite, 
and  again  lost  eversrthing. 

April, — (1.)  Proposed  to  an  heiress  and  was  accepted.  (2.)  Jilted  a 
penniless  beauty  and  was  summoned  for  breach  of  promise. 

May, — (1.)  Started  on  a  pleasant  yachting  trip  to  the  Mediterranean, 
and  had  a  lovely  voyage  all  the  way  (2^)  Went  on  board  a  boat 
bound  for  Antwerp,  ana  came  to  grief  at  Heme  Bay. 

June, — (1.)  Entered  for  the  Rose  Show,  and  got  all  the  prizes.  (2.) 
Unusual  frost  killed  every  plant  in  the  place. 

July, — f  1.)  Took  a  tour  through  Europe  on  horseback,  and  had  a  good 
time.    (2.)  Started  a  bicycle,  and  came  to  grief  in  Regent's  Park. 

August, — (1.)  To  the  seaside,  where  I  thoroughly  ezgoyed  the  bathing. 
(2.)  Took  furnished  watering-plaoe  apartments,  and  oontraoted  the 
influenza. 

September, — (1.)  Went  out  shooting,  and  contributed,  probably,  the 
largest  bag  of  the  season.  (2.)  Tried  a  few  ooverts,  and  shot  my 
host's  favourite  dog. 


October,— (\,)  Rented  a  theatre,  and  realised  a  fortune  in  less  than 
no  time.  (2.)  Put  my  all  in  the  shares  of  a  music-hall,  which  went 
immediately  into  voluntary  liquidation. 

November,— (\,)  Accepteid  a  baronetage.  (2.)  Expelled  from  my 
favourite  club.  I 

December.— {\,\  Presented  with  the  freedom  of  the  city  of  my 
native  town.  (2.}  Brought  up  before  the  Court  of  Bankruptcy  in 
London. 

There,  Mr.  Punch,  you  have  everjrthing  in  a  concise  form.^  All 
that  the  diary-keeper  has  to  do  is  to  strike  out  either  No.  1  or  No.  i, ' 
and  preserve  the  remaining  moiety.  Yours  truly. 

The  Man  with  a  H£iii>.    I 


LADY  JOURNALISTIC  ASIDES.  , 

["  Do  the  editors  of  the  ladies'  papers  reallj  pretend  that  they  ire  not 
perfectly  well  aware  that  the  majority  of  lady  loumalists  who  write  chattr 
little  articles  bringing  in  the  name  of  aomeboay's  soap,  or  somebody  el^  * 
bonnets  or  coal-scuttles,  receive  graceful  acknowlcdsments  in  a  substantul 
form  from  the  recommended  tradesmen  P  "—-4    JFo.iuin  Journalist  in  tit 

"  For  gowns  you  can't  do  hetter  than  to  go  , 

To  P&ETS,  tneir  27«.  6</.  is  the  srown. 
By  far  the  most  effective  frock  I  know." 

(I  ought  to  get  for  this  a  charming  tea-gown,) 

•'  The  things  you  ffet  at  Messrs.  C.  akd  D.*s  , 

Are  quite  Al— their  art  designs  most  suhtle. 

Their  furniture  of  quite  delightful  ease.''  i 

(If  lean  choose  VU  have  a  new  coal-ecuitU.) 

**  At  Madaice  A.'s  there 's  such  a  charming  hat. 
The  prosiest  well  could  write  a  poem  on  it. 

The  price  three  guineas,  and  dirt  cheap  at  that." 
(she  *s  bound  to  send  fne  now  a  nice  spring  bonnet.) 

Wms&E  TO  Look  fob  the  Fate  of  the  Pabish  Coukcils  Bill 
—In  a  Peer-glass.                                    #       r^r^r^l/^ 
DiyilizbU  by  VjQQQ  LC ' 
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TO  A  BLAVK  PAGE. 

New   Teab,  the  metaphoric 
throng, 
Obeying     still     Tradition's 
junto, 
Have  likened  thee  in  sketch 
and  song 
For  years,  a  cradled  urchin 
unto. 
Each  bygone  year  has  aged  and 
diea: 
Time  blazons  epitaphs  above 
him; 
Scarce  has  the  wee  successor 
criM. 
But  lo  I  we  praise,  and  pet, 
and  love  him. 

Tet  I,  whose  trade  is  of  the  pen, 
Would  fain  regard  recurring 
ages. 
Less  as  a  family  of  men 
Than  as  a  tome  of  iMusing 
pages  J 
Ayolume  big  with  tears  and  fun. 
With  steadfast  good,  and  iU 
unsteady; 
Page  1893  is  done. 
Page  1894  is  ready. 

'Tis  white  and  clean;   come, 
take  the  quill ; 
Let  each  inscribe  what  eoch 
is  able— 
A  rhythmic  snatch  for  bards  to 
trUl. 
A  mighty  thought  for  sages 
sable; 
Quotation  stale  to  match  the 
trite, 
A   lover's    lilt  for   virgin 
dimple ; 
A  simple  praver  for  larger  li^ht 
To  lead  all  souls  whose  faith 
is  simple. 


We  're  authors  all ;  our  daily 
deed. 
The  wars  of  will  that  mar  or 
mend  us 
Remain  a  record  or  a  screed 
To  swell  the  chronicle  tre- 
mendous; 
Our  blurs,  our  vain  imagininga. 
And  patience   sweet  whe& 
sorely  smitten — 
Are  they  not  all,  with  loftier 
things. 
In  that  Great  Book  of  In- 
stance written  ? 

Yes !  Authors  all ;  but  authors 
still 
Mi^udffe  their  bent  in  ran- 
dom fashion : 
The  Poet  draws  a  codidl. 
The    Lawyer    melts    with 
formal  passion ; 
I  The  Sophist  claims  the  States- 
man's goal, 
And  Science  vaunts  Romance 
an  eve  for ; 
,  ^Vhilc  oft  some  unremembered 
soul 
Achieves    what  would  -  be 
Thinkers  sigh  for. 

The'!  loudest  eries  that  sway 
the  crowd 
Not  always  hold  yon  book 
the  longest ; 
There  humble  seems  what  once 
was  proud, 
What    feeble    seems    may 
there  be  strongest. 
So  take  the  quill  and  write 
your  say. 
Nor    blush   at    aught   but 
heartless  jingle, 
And,  if  it  prove  not  all  it  may, 
God  firrant  it  pure,  and  true, 
ana  single  f 


A  LESSON  FOR  GRANDMAMMA. 

{A  Dialogue  arranged  for  BepreserUatives  of  the  Past  and  the  Present.) 

Grandmamma,  And  now,  my  dear,  that  I  have  come  from  the 
country,  I  do  hope  you  will  take  me  to  see  some  nice  plays. 

Grand-daughter,  Certainly,  dear.  You  would  like  to  go  to  the 
pantomimes  ? 

•  Grandmamma,  Well,  no.  I  want  to  see  TJie  Second  Mrs, 
Tanqueray,    I  am  told  everyone  raves  about  it. 

Orand'dattghter,  They  did,  but  now  it 's  getting  a  little  out  of 
date.  But,  my  dear  Qrannie,  you  mustn't  go  and  see  it;  it's 
scarcely  the  sort  of  piece  for  you. 

Grandmamma,  Why  not  ?  Hasn't  it  a  good  plot  ?  Isn't  it  well 
act^?  ' 

Grand-daughter,  Yes;  but  you  see  it's  a  little  advanced.  A 
widower  marries  a  second  time,  and  his  second  wife  is  not  quite  so 
good  as  his  first. 

Grandmamma,  What  do  you  mean  by  that?  ^ 

Grand-daughter,  Well,  she  belongs  to  a  different  class  of  life ;  m 
fact,  I  really  find  it  embarrassing  to  explain  further.  Why  not  go 
somewhere  else  ? 

Graridmamma,  Certainly.  I  am  told  Sowing  the  Wind  is  also 
very  good.    What 's  that  about  ? 

Grand-daughter,  Well,  much  the  same  as  The  Second  Mrs,  Tan- 
qtteray,  I  really  think  you  had  better  select  something  else.  I  am 
told  that  the  Drury  Lane  Pantomime  is  really  immense.  You  had 
better  come  and  see  it. 

Grandmamma,  Thanks,  but  I  prefer  a  comedy.  How  about  An 
Old  Jetc  f  surely  that  will  do  ? 

Grand-daughter.  Well,  I  am  not  sure.  You  see,  the  leading 
incident  is  scarcely  suited  to  a  lady  of  your  age.  You  will  be  shocked 
if  you  go. 

Grandmamma,  But  surely  at  seventy-five  I  have  come  to  years  of 
discretion !    What  is  there  wrong  about  An  Old  Jew  f 

Grand-daughter,  Oh,  nothing  in  particular,  save But  there, 

I  really  cannot  tell  you.  It  is  so  embarrassing  !  But  now  take  n!iy 
advice.  The  drama  is  too  realistic  for  you.  You  want  milder 
food  than  our  modem  playwrights  can  give  you.  So  take  my  advice, 
and  go  back. 


Grandmamma.  But  I  did  so  want  to  go !  But  if  you  reaUy  think 
it  would  be  better 

Grand-dauahter.  I  am  sure  of  it.  So  take  all  your  boxes,  bags,  and 
things,  and  be  off.  There's  nothing  for  you  here.  You  are  too 
innocent  for  the  end  of  the  century. 

Grandmamma,  But  half  a  century  ago  I  was  the  life  and  soul  of 
everything. 

Grand-daughter,  Yes ;  but  even  in  those  days  you  drew  the  line 
somewhere,  and  we  don't.  So  you  had  better  go  back  to  the 
country. 

Grandmamma,  Very  well.  [Exit  Ancient  Ladu, 

Grand-dauahter,  I  am  glad  she  has  gone.  What  would  Grana- 
papa  have  said  had  1  let  her  sec  them !  [  J^erg  Fast  Curtain, 


LONDON  COSTUMES  FOR  JANUARY. 

8  A.M. — Overcoat  lined  throughout  with  fur.  Sealskin  suit  lined 
^ith  washleather.  North  Pole  gloves,  and  skates.  Temperature 
24^ 

12  NOON.— Waterproof  suit.  Umbrella.  Goloshes.  Fishing  boots. 
Alpine  stock.    Sou' -wester.    Temperature  47**. 

4  P.M.— Light  overcoat.  Suit  of  alpica.  Parasol.  Puggaree.  Pith 
helmet.    Sand  shoes.    Temperature  74**  (in  the  shade). 

8  P.M.— Same  as  8  a.m.,  with  the  addition  of  foghorn  and  lantern 
illuminated  with  the  electric  light.    Temperature  18". 

12  MIDNIGHT.— Same  as  4  P.M. 'with the  addition  of  blue  spectacles. 
Temperature  84**  (in  the  moonlight). 


Miw.  R.'s  Latest  Meteorological  Obsebvation.— *'  No  wonder 
the  weather  is  so  bitterly  cold."  said  Mrs.  R.,  one  freezing  hard  day 
within  the  last  fortnight,  **  when  the  glass  shows  twelve  degrees  of 
frost!" 

Comfort. — When  is  it  an  advantage  to  be  '*  left  out  in  the  cold  "  ? 
When  you  are  not  invited  to  a  hot  and  stuffy  party. 


Motto  for  French  and  FiNOLiSH  in  West  Africa.— Sofa,  and 
no  farther.  (      r\r\r^  I  /> 
. Digitized  by  Vjt4JVJv  K- - 
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OUR  BOOKINC-OFFICL 

**  If  there  is  one  serial  issue 
above  another  for  whose  ex- 
istence I  am  truly  thankful," 
quoth  the  Baron  J  **it  is  the 
Dnrbureh  Edition  of  the 
Wacerley  Novels^  whereof  the 
fourteentn  Tolume  has  just  ap- 
peared." The  Baron  regrets 
that  his  many  and  vastly  varied 
occupations  prevent  hun  from 
reading  each  novel  as  it  comes 
out,  but  he  takes  them  up  from 
time  to  time,  and,  while  under 
the  roell  of  the  Wizard  of  the 
Nortn,  he  prefers  them  to  the 
most  modem  novels  and  ro- 
mances, no  matter  by  what 
talented  author  they  may  be 
written. 

'*  Yet,"  continues  the  same 
eminent  critic,  **  it  is  some 
considerable  time,  since  I  have 
been  so  fascinated  by  anv 
modem  work  of  fiction  as  I 
have  been  by  Mabt  Cholmon- 
beley's  novel  entitled  Diana 
Tempest,''^  Ere  now  a  large 
proportion  of  the  Baron's 
friends  will  have  read  this 
work  (though  a  still  larger 
number  await  the  Baron's 
imprimatur),  for  Mr.  Bext- 
LET  announces  that  he  is  pub- 
lishing the  second  edition  of  it, 
and  these  will  agree  with  the 
Baron  in  recommending  it 
strongly,  nay,  in  pressing  it  on 
the  attention  of  those  who  have 
not  yet  read  it,  or,  were  it 
possible,  in  thrusting  it  under 
the  very  noses,  or  before  the 
very  eyes  and  into  the  hands  of 
th<Me  who,  loving  a  reaUy  good 
novel,  excellent  Doth  in  story 
and  in  literary  style,  will  lie 


M* 


J'l:':lil'.',l, 


MEN    OF    LIGHT  AND    LEADING!!" 


Strtd  Arab.  "Come  on,  Captino  !    Me  an* 

SEE  YER  SIPE  HOVER  !      GiVE  US  A  COPPER  !  " 


THIS   HOTHER  Gen'l'm.VN  'LL 


thankful  to  acquire,  by  pur- 
chase or  loan,  tne  goods,  the 
extra  good  gw)ds,  which  the 
gods  provide.  Let  no  regular 
novel-reader  be  alarmed  when 
the  Baron  informs  him  that 
there  is  neither  page  nor  para- 
graph in  these  three  volumes 
that  can  be  skipped  without 
loss  to  the  skipper.  Each  cha- 
racter is  careJulljr  analysed, 
in  so  incisive  and  epigrammatic 
a  style,  and  with  evidently 
so  rare  a  knowledge  of  moral 
anatomy,  as  will  occasionally 
remind  the  reader  of  Thacke- 
ray's handling  of  his  puppets. 
Oddly  enough,  the  end  of  the 
storv  comes  when  the  hero  says 
to  the  heroine,  **Di!  Di!"  and 
then— they  lire  happily  ever 
afterwards.  The  Baron  wishes 
his  friends  no  worse  luck  than 
a  rainy  afternoon  for  the 
perusal  of  Diana  Tempest. 

It  must  have  struck  several 
p4  ;  n  V  ;iding  the  number 
oi  the  Sir  and  Magazine  for 
Jnnuarv  that  the  lirst  story 
[I  ingKo.VILof*TheDiary 
oi  I  Doctor"]  ought  to  have 
b<  n  failed  "All  Her  Eye." 
Thu  lUu  iiuiion  to  this  brief 
I  tale  is  an  eye-witness  to  the 
I  raison  d'etre  of  this  correc- 
tion. By  the  way,  was  the  title 
for  the  series  suggested  by 
Samuel  Warren^s  well- 
known  Diary  of  a  Late  Phy- 
sician,  which,  giving  Edgar 
Allen  Poe's  tales  the  first, 
and  the  author  of  Uncle  Silas 
the  next  place  in  our  private 
Library  of  Horrors,  contains 
some  01  the  very  best  and  very 
creepiest  sensational  stories  ? 
The  Baron  de  B.-VV. 


A  MELTING  MOMENT  FOR  WAX. 

{By  Chir  Up-to-Date  Reporter,) 

The  moment  the  decision  (subject  to  appeal)  was  announced,  I 
rushed  off  to  the  figures  in  the  Marylebone  Itoad  with  a  view  to 
ascertaining  their  views  uiwn  the  subject.  As  a  whole,  they  seemed 
quite  satished  with  their  surroundings. 

**  I  have  very  little  complaint  to  niake,"  said  the  effigy  of  the  first 
Sir  Bartle  Frere  ;  **  it  is  tme  I  am  now  on  a  level  with  the 
Kefreshment  Department,  but  still  I  have  the  satisfaction  of  know- 
ing that  I  am  assisting  (at  a  distance)  at  the  last  moments  of  M.uiY, 
Queen  of  Scots.  H  I  might  make  a  suggestion,  I  would  prefer  not 
to  be  addressing  a  Zulu  Lady,  and  would  be  glad  to  hear  the  strains 
of  the  band  above." 

**  I  have  certainly  been  moved  about  a  good  deal,"  returned  the 
portrait  model  of  the  late  Charles  Dickens.  *  *  But  my  present  quarters 
are  fairly  good.  I  have  the  satisfaction  of  noticing  my  old  friends 
Sala  and  Tennyson  in  adjacent  cell-like  apartments,  and  catching  a 
glimi>se  of  Mr.  G.  R.  Snrs.  This  is  a  decided  improvement  after  my 
site  at  Baker  Street,  where  I  seemingly  exercised  a  vague  super- 
vision over  the  Guide  Books." 

**  Well,  it  is  certainly  more  cheerful  here  than  it  used  to  be  in  the 
extra  rooms,"  admittea  the  likeness  in  wax  of  Napoleon  III.,  '*  and 
all  my  family  seem  to  prefer  it.  Of  course  the  additional  sixpence  gave 
a  sort  of  air  to  our  group,  but  the  proximity  of  the  execution  iwrty 
down  below  was  distinctly  derogatory  to  our  dignity." 

'*  But  you  are  going  back,  are  you  not,  to  your  old  quarters?  " 

**  Very  possibly.    But  we  are  fairly  comfortable  where  we  are." 

'*I  have  to  complain  of  nothing  save  my  scowl,"  said  King 
John.  *'  I  should  not  mind  it  so  much  were  I  not  looking  towuds 
Mr.  Irving,  Miss  Terry,  and  the  Bancrofts.  I  do  hope  that  the 
exccdlent  quartette  of  histrionics  do  not  consider  my  rudeness  in- 
tentional. Had  I  my  way  I  woidd  not  make  a  face  at  any  one  of 
them.    On  my  word,  I  wouldn't ;  it  is  too  bad." 

**  Well,  yes ;  I  think  I  would  apply  for  an  iniunction  if  I  could," 
:  of  William  Shakspeark.     '^*  I  have  seen  myself 


was  the  answer  ._    .. 

in  u  glass,  and  look  a  dreadful  guy 


If  1  had  shown  myself  in  this 


form  while  acknowledging  the  cry  of  *.'Author ! '  on  the  first  night 
of  Ilamlet,  I  really  think  I  should  have  been  hooted." 

**  Don't  ask  me  I  "  said  the  Old  Lady  herself ;  **  I  hate  these  new- 
fangled ideas.  Besides,  I  have  got  quite  enough  to  do  attending  on 
the  Sleeping  Beauty.  However,  if  you  must  nave  mj'  opinion,  let 
me  say  that  I  would  put  that  football  group  into  the  Chamber  of 
Horrors ;  and  as  for  Mary,  Queen  of  Soots,  being  near  the  grill,  and 
close  to  the  steaks,  why  I  think  it  most  appropriate.  Isn't  Her 
Majesty,  with  the  Executioner  just  behind  her,  on  the  point  of 
havinff  a  chop  ?  " 

And  then  the  Old  Lady  laughed  so  long  and  heartily  that  I  lost 
my  presence  of  mind,  and  came  prematurely  away.  As  I  quitted 
the  rooms,  it  seemed  to  me  that  Charles  the  First  was  trj-ing  to 
obtain  an  injunction  comijelling  the  chronic  absence  of  Cromwell, 
and  Dr.  Newman  was  at^king,  on  behalf  of  the  Public,  for  Pits  IX. 
and  Cardinal  Mannlno^^ 

To  the  Defeated  of  Homcastle. 

ToRR,  ask  **  Why  you  're  not  in  "  no  more ! 

Your  friends  are  very  sorry. 
If  you  had  thought  of  **  why"  before, 
And  then  had  placed  it  after  Torr, 

You  'd  have  become  a  Torr-y. 


Clear  as  Crystal  (Palace).— ilTr.  Punch  much  puzzled  to  hear 
that  there  had  been  a  Peristeronic  Society's  Show.  Very  relieved 
subsequently  to  find  it  was  only  a  show  of  pigeons.  **  Pensteronic  " 
evidently  an  interesting  example  of  Pigeon-English. 


Sugoested  Enteutunmentto  be  promoted  by  the  "Thirteen 
Club."— Instead  (.f  Tiaffth  Night  give  The  Thirteenth  Night  at 
Fri-Dayly's  Theatre ! 

PRCHDHON  KevkrskI)  {a  Motto  for  Modern  .itiorrhiftfulir^-llLe  rol 
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so  LAKELT ! 

Sra,— How  anybody  can  pre- 
tend that  "Windermere  is  a 
pleasant  spot  for  winter  residence 
IS  truly  astonishing:.  If  you  want 
a  really  dry,  warm  place,  try 
Coniston.  As  for  rain,  we  hardly 
ever  see  it.  Indeed,  we  are 
taUdng  of  importing  a  special 
rain-maker  from  the  Congo,  as  a 
shower  now  and  then  would  be 
an  advantage.  Mr.  Rcskin  (who 
lives  here)  has  written  a  local 
guide-book  which  he  calls  Hortus 
Siccus — or  is  it  Hortus  Inclusus  f 
— and  that  proves  how  dry  the 
climate  is.  During  the  recent 
**oold  snap"  all  over  England, 
Coniston  was  probablj  the  only 
nlaee  where  not  a  single  house 
nad  a  fire  burning  in  it  J  There 
is  excellent  accommodation  here, 
too;  my  own  lodgings  are  about 
the  best  in  the  T>lace.  Why  go 
to  Cannes  when  Coniston  is  aunost 
at  your  door  ? 

Lancashibe  Lacustriak. 

Sib,— The  claims  of  Winder- 
mere as  a  nlace  for  wintering  in 
are  simply  absurd.  When  it  isn't 
a  misty  swamp,  it's  an  ice- 
house. The  average  rainfall  there 
has  never  been  ascertained,  as  no 
instrument-maker  has  a  rain- 
gauffe  with  enough  inches  on  it  to 
mark  the  amount  that  falls.  Now 
at  Ambleside  we're  obliged  to 
have  punkahs  going  all  through 
January,  and  not  a  drop  of  rain 
has  fallen  for  three  months,  so 
you  can  tell  what  a  delightful 
winter-resort  this  must  be,  and 
it  is  very  easy  to  get  to,  as  coaches 
meet  all  the' trains  on  the  Kendal 
Line;  and  I  ought  to  know,  as 
I  happen  to  own  them.  N.B.— I 
hope  nobody  will  be  deceived  by 
the  shallow  artifices  of  Coniston 


A   DISAPPOINTMENT. 

Jones,  "Ah!  No.  12!  Why,  that's  where  Mrs.  Chattebleioh 
LIVES !  And  to-day  's  Mrs.  Chatterleigh's  day  at  Hoke  !  Happy 
Thought  !  Go  in  and  have  a  Cup  o'  Tea  and  a  Chat  with  Mrs. 
Chatterleigh  !  Ullo  !  what  's  this  ?  {Beads) :  *  Please  do  not 
RING.    Everyone  in  this  house  is  in  bed  with  Influenza  I ' " 


people,  who  are,  I  hear,  trying 
to  pass  off  that  one-horse  village 
as  dry  and  warm.  They  boast 
that  not  a  single  tire  was  ut  there 
in  the  recent  frost ;  and  why  ? 
Because  not  a  ton  of  coal  could  be 
brought  to  the  place,  owing  to 
snow-blocked  roads,  and  the  trees 
were  frozen  so  hard  no  axe  would 
cut  them !  Comment  is  needless. 
Westmorlaio)  Wiseache. 

Snt, — Let  everybody  who  isn't 
a  Polar  bear  avoid  Ajnbleside  in 
winter.  It  ought  to  be  called 
Archangel  instead !  No  rain,  they 
assert,  has  fallen  there  for  months. 
This  18  quite  true,  because  there 
has  been  nothing  but  snow  and 
hail.  For  real  comfort  and  warmth 
come  to  Keswick — especially  to 
my  hotel  here.  Eeswids  is  dry 
enough  in  summer  (particularly 
during  the  "Convention"  week), 
but  the  dryness  is  much  greater 
now.  Invalids  bathe  in  the  lake 
all  through  the  winter,  and  find 
the  water  too  hoi  I  We  are  close 
to  Borrowdale,  and,  as  I  daresay 
you  know,  that  valley  was  so- 
called  because  the  inhabitants 
have  to  borrow  all  their  water 
from  places  where  rain  does  some- 
times falL  Derwentwater  itself 
derives  its  name  from  an  African 
prince  who  once  visited  it,  and 
remarked  on  '*  der  want  o'  water," 
and  the  title  stuck.  The  poor 
prince  died  of  a  sunstroke  on 
Christmas  Day,  it  is  said.  Such 
heat  was  prooably  a  little  ex- 
ceptional, but  people  who '  ve  been 
at  Algiers  in  winter-time  say  it 
can't  06  compared  with  Keswick. 
Canny  Cumbeiax. 


"I  DO  not  like  his  style  of 
conversation,"  observed  Mrs.  R.. 
warmly;  **he  does  make  use  ot 
such  amphibious  expressions." 


TO  A   HOURI. 

{At  CoTistantinople.) 

Sweet  daughter  of  Araby,  truly  the  Blest 

K  all  of  its  women  are  equally  fair. 
Enraptured  I  gaze  at  thine  ivory  breast, 
Thine  ebony  hair  I 

Mohammedan  maiden,  so  freely  unveiled. 

I  long  to  converse  in  thine  orient  speech. 
But  Arabic,  Turkish,  my  schoolmasters  failed 
Entirely  to  teach. 

0,  maid  from  the  Bosphorus,  or  from  the  land 
Of  H ARGUN- al-Kasc HID,  what  tongue  can  I 
try? 
I  cannot  speak  thine ;  I  should  not  understand 
If  thou  shoiUdst  reply. 

Tet  Btron  and  Moore,  I  remember,  may  tell 
Some  words  to  express  untranslatable  love, 
To  say — what 's  the  Turkish  ? — ^my  rose,  my 
gazelle.      My  tulip,  my  dove ! 

Here   goes !     Fair   Sultana   of   Stamboul's 

bazaars, 
0  Houri,  0  Peri,  salaam  to  thee  now ! 
Bulbul!    Zalla  Bookh!    Sweetest  attar  of 

Ears!         I '11  add— Zi«i  fioS ! 

Oh,  horror  I    My  dreams  of  the  East  take  to 
flight; 
Thou  art  but  disguised,  for,  with  cockney- 
fled  sound. 
Thou  answerest,  **  Genuine  Turkish  Delight, 
One  shilling  a  pound." 


AT  THE  GARRICK. 
Adhibable  in  every  way  is  Mr.  Hare's 
performance  of  the  part  of  The  Old  Jew  in 
one  of  the  dullest  pieces  it  has  ever  been  my 
lot  to  see.  Five  Acte  of  it,  too !  Written 
by  Mr.  Sydney  Gritndy,  author  of  Souring 
the  Wind !  Hardly  possible  to  believe,  but 
so  it  is.  If  what  the  author  intends  for  satire 
had  only  been  partially  redeemed  by  here 
and  there  a  flash  of  wit  or  humour,  the  acting 
of  Mr.  Hare,  of  the  three  Gilberts— Gil- 
bert Hake,  Gilbert  Farquhar,  and  Gilbert 
Trent,  of  Messrs.  Anson,  Day,  Db  Lange, 
and  Robert  Harwood  (a  most  amusing 
**  bit "  of  character),  and  the  acting  of  Miss 
Kate  Rorke  and  Mrs.  Wright,  tne  latter 
appearing  in  a  most  trying  ana  unsympa- 
thetic part,  might  have  secured  for  it  a  certain 
amount  of  success.  But  what  can  possibly 
be  done  with  an  uninteresting  story,  told 
depressingly  in  Five  Acts?  It  is  preceded 
by  Theyre  Smith's  A  Case  for  Eviction, 
But  if  ever  there  were  **  a  case  for  eviction." 
it  is  that  of  **  An  Old  Jew,"  and  consequently 
out  of  the  bill  he  goes;  and,  to  adapt  the 
refrain  of  Mr.  Grundy's  song  in  the  piece, 
we,  **  Unforgiving,  bid  it  at  least  Good-bye  ?  '* 


And  so  fareweU,  Old  Jew!     And 
ever,  then  for  ever,  fare  thee  well ! ' 


for 


All  at  (L.  C.)  C— Proposed  now  to  tax  site 
values.  Presumed  that  ground  which  is  lost 
to  site  (though  to  memory  dear)  will  be 
exempt. 


TO  AN  EDITOR  AND  COMMENTATOR. 

0  YOU,  made  bright  with  alien  rays. 
Whose  work  is  one  long  string  of  **  quotes," 

Who  spend  your  too  laborious  days 
In  sucking  brains  and  spitting  notes : 

Who  to  some  great  and  ancient  name 
Tack  on,  for  pay,  your  puny  self. 

Go,  go,  where  clothed  wim  praise  or  blame 
Your  books  precede  you— on  the  shelf. 


An  Appropriate  Election.  — Mr.  Swan 
elected  an  Associate  of  the  Royal  Academy. 
A  SwAN-song  the  appropriate  prelude  to  the 
end ;  very  thoughtful  of  the  R.A.*s  to  secure 
their  own  Swan  to  sing  it. 


Nearly  Red-dy  !— TAc  Red  Shirts,  an 
appropriate  volume  to  follow  Mr.  McCarthy's 
Red  JDiamonds.  Why  not  have  colourless 
titles,  and  hope  that  when  the  public  sees  the 
books  they  'if  get  re(a)d  P 

Well— NOT  quitb— eh?— According  to 
some  persons'  views,  recently  expressed, 
"The  Chamber  of  Horrors"  at  Tussaud's 
Waxwork  Show  should  be  re-entitled  **  The 
Chamber  of  Honours." 


Eewrious. — ",The  most  popular  show  at 
Kew  Gardens,"  says  Mrs,  R.,  ^is  the  Topical 
House."                      #       ^^^^^^^^i^r^ 
DiyilizuU  Uy  VjQQQ  LC 
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FLUFF   SITS    FOR   HIS   PHOTOGRAPH; 

Or,  the  Instantaneous  Process. 

5CEXE— -4  Photographer* s  Studio  on  the  Seventh  FUxir,  It  is  a 
trarm  afternoon,  Mr.  Stippler,  Photographic  Artist^  is  dis- 
covered alone, 

Mr,  Stippler  (to  himself).  No  appointments  while  this  weather 
asts,  thant  gooiness!  1  shall  be  able  to  pet  ahead  with  those 
legatives  now.  (Sharp  whistle  from  speaking-tube^  to  which  he 
joes,)    Well? 

Voice  of  Lady  Assistant  (in  shop  below).  Lad}  just  brought  her 
log  in  ;  wants  to  know  if  she  can  have  it  taken  now. 

Mr,  Sti^.  (to  himself).  Oh,  dash  the  dog  and  the  lady  too ! 

The  Voice,  No,  onlv  the  cfo^,  the  lady  says. 

Mr,  Stip.  (confused).  Eh  ?  Oh,  exactly.  Ask  the  lady  to  have  the 
iroodness  to — ah— step  up.  (He  opens  the  studio  door^  and  awaits 
he  arrival  of  his  client ;  interval^  at  the  end  of  which  sounds  as  of  a 
female  in  distress  about  half  tcay  down  are  distinctly  audible.) 
:>he*8  stepping  up.      (Anothet 


The  E.  L,  A  pedestal  seems  so  suggestive  of  a  cemetery,  doesn't  it  P 

Mr.  Stip.  Then  we  must  trr  some  other  position.  (He  resigns 
himself  to  the  commonplace.)    Can  the  dog — at — sit  up  ? 

The  E.  L,  Bee-yutifully  I  Flulfj',  come  and  show  how  nicely  you 
can  sit  up ! 

Fluff  (to  himself).  Show  off  for  this  fellow?  Who  pretends  he's 
got  rats — andhasn*t!    Not  if /know  it  I 

[He  rolls  over  on  his  back  with  a  well-assumed  air  of  idiotcy. 

The  E,  L,  (delighted).  There  that's  the  attitude  I  told  you  of.  But 
perhaps  it  would  come  out  rather  too  legpy  ? 

Mr,  Stip,  It  is— ah— open  to  that  onjection,  certainly.  Madam. 
Perhaps  we  had  better  take  him  on  a  chair,  sitting  up.  (Fluff  is,  with 
infinite  trouble,  prevailed  upon  to  mount  an  arm-chair,  from  which 
he  arowls  savagely  whenever  Mr.  Stipler  aoproaches?)  You  will 
prooably  be  more  successful  with  him  than  I,  Madam. 

The  E,  L.  I  could  make  him  sit  up  in  a  moment,  if  I  had  any  of  his 
biscuits  vnth  nic.    But  I  forgot  to  bring  them. 

Mr,  Stip,  There  is  a  conf  ectionah  next  door.  We  could  send  out 
a  lad^for  some  [biscuits.    About  how  much  would  you  requiah— a 

quartah  of  a  pound  ? 


nterval.  The  head  of  a  breath 
ess  Elderly  Lady  emerges  from 
'he  gloom.)  This  way,  Maaam. 
I  {  J7ie  Elderly  Lady  (entering, 
md  sinking  into  the  first  plusn 
'hair).  Oh,  dear  me.  I  thought  I 
(hould  never  get  to  tne  topIiNow 
chy  can't  you  photographers 
lave  your  studios  on  the  ground 
loor  ?  So  m  uch  more  convenient ! 

3Ir,  Stip,  No  doubt,  Madam, 
10  doubt.  But  there  is — ah— a 
prejudice  in  the  profession  in 
•avah  of  the  roof ;  possibly  the 
ight  is  considered  somewhat 
mi)eriah.  I  thought  I  under- 
jtood  there  was — ah— a  dog  ? 

TheE.L.  Oh,  he'll  be  here 
presently.  I  think  he  saw  some- 
hing  in  one  of  the  rooms  on 
he  way  up  that  took  his  fancy, 
)r  very  liKcly  he's  resting  on 
me  of  the  landing  mats.— such 
m  intelligent  dog  !  I  '11  call 
lim.  Fluffy,  Fluffy,  come  along, 
ny  pet,  nearly  up  now!  Mustirt 
ceep  his  missis  waiting  for  him. 
A  very  long  pause  ;  presently 
I  small  rough-haired  terrier 
'ounges  into  the  studio  with  an 
lir  of  proprietorship.)  That's 
:he  dog  ;  he's  so  small,  he  can't 
:ake  very  long  to  do,  can  he  ? 

3Ir.  Stip.  The — ah — precise 
di:e  of  the  animal  does  <iot  sig- 
lify.  Madam;  we  do  it  by  an 
nstantaneous  process.  The  only 
lucstion  is  the  precise  pose  you 
should  prefer.  I  presume  the 
log  is  a  good— ah— rattah  ? 

The  E,  L,   Really,  I've  no 
dea.    But  he's  very  clever  at  killing  bluebottles;  he  icill  smsL^   regards  him  with  calm  contempt,) 
'hem  on  the  window-j^anes. 

3Ir,  Stip,  (without  interest),  I  see,  Madam.  We  have  a  speciality 
tor  our  combination  backgrounds,  and  you  mij^ht  like  to  have  him 
represented  on  a  country  common,  in  the  act  ol  watching  a  hole  in 
I  bank. 

2'he  E.  L.  (impressed).  For  bluebottles  ? 

Mr.  Stip,  For — ah — rats.  (By  way  of  concession,)  Or  blue- 
bottles, of  course,  if  you  prefer  it. 

The  f!,  L.  I  think  I  would  rather  have  something  more  charac- 
cristic.  He  has  such  a  prettv  way  of  Ijnng  on  his  back  with  all  his 
mws  sticking  straight  up  in  tne  air.    I  never  saw  any  other  dog  do  it. 

Mr.  Stip.  Precisely.  But  I  doubt  whether  that  particultm  pose 
vould  be  effective— in  a  photograph. 

The  E.  Z.  You  think  not?  Where  has  he  got  to,  now  ?  Oh,  cfo 
ust  look  at  him  going  round,  examining  everything!  He  quite 
mderstands  what  he  'a  wanted  to  do ;  you  've  no  idea  what  a  clever 
log  he  is ! 

Mr.  Stip.  Ray-ally  ?  How  would  it  do  to  have  him  on  a  rock  in 
he  middle  of  a  salmon-stream  ? 

The  E.  L,  It  would  make  me  so  uncomfortable  to  see  it ;  he  has  a 
)erf ect  horror  of  wetting  his  little  feet  I 

Mr,  Stip,  In  that  case,  no  doubt Then  what  do  you  say  to 

)osing  him  on  an  ornamental  pedestal?   We  could  introduce  a  York- 
hire  moor,  or  a  ^-iew  of  Canterbury  Cathedral,  as  a  background. 


Fbijito  himmJf).  '•  What's  she  got  hold  of  now  r* 


eyes, 


[He  goes  to  the  speaking 
tube. 
The  E.  Z.  He  won't  eat  all 
those;  he's  a  most  abstemious 
doff.  But  they  must  be  sweet, 
tell  them.  (Delay,  Arrival  of 
the  biscuits.  The  Elderh'  Lady 
holds  one  up,  and  Fluff  haps, 
barkinq  franticallu,  until  he 
succeeds  in  snatching  it ;  a 
manosuvre  which  he  repeats 
with  each  successive  biscuit.) 
Do  you  know,  I'm  afraid  he 
reaUjr  mustn't  have  any  more — 
biscuits  always  excite  him  so. 
Suppose  you  take  him  lying  on 
the  chair,  much  as  he  is  now  ? 
(Mr.  Stipler  attempts  to  place 
the  dods  paws,  ana  is  snapped 
at.)    Oh,  do  be  careful  I 

Mr.  Stip,  (heroically).  Oh,  it's 
of  no  consequence,  Madam.  I 
am— ah — accustomed  to  it. 

The  E.  Z.  Oh,  yes ;  but  he 
isn't,  you  know;  so  please  be 
verv  gentle  with  hun  !  And 
could  you  get  him  a  littie  water 
first  ?  I  'm  sure  he  's  thirsty. 
(Mr.  Stipler  brings  water  in  a 
developing  dish,  which  Fltrff' 
empties  promptly.)    Now  he  ll 

be  as  good 1 

Mr.  Stip.  (after  wiping  Fluff*  s 
chin  and  arrangina  his  Ugs).  K 
we  can  only  keep  nim  like  that 
for  one  second. 

The  E,  L.  But  he  ought  to 
have  his  ears  pricked.  (Mr. 
Stipler  makss  weird  noises  be- 
hind the  camera,  resetnbling 
demon  cats  in  torture  ;  Fluff 
Oh,  and  his  hair  is  all  in  his 
and  they  're  his  best  feature ! 

TMr.  Stipler  attempts  to  part  Fluff* s  fringe :  snarls, 
Mr.  Stip.  1  have  not  discovered  his  eyes  at  present,  Madam ;  but 
he  appears  to  have  excellent — ah — teeth. 

The  E.  Z.  Hasn't  he !  Now,  couldn't  you  catoh  him  like  that  f 
Mr.  Slip,  (to  himself).  He 's  more  likely  to  catch  me  like  that ! 
(Aloud,  as  he  retreats  under  a  hanaing  canopy,)  I  think  we  shall 
get  a  ^ood  one  of  him  as  he  is.  (Focussing^  Yes,  that  will  do 
very  nicely.  (He  puts  in  the  plate,  and  prepares  to  release  the 
shtitter,  whereumn  Fluff  deliberately  rises  ana  presents  his  tail  to 
the  camera.)  t  presume  you  do  not  desiah  a  back  view  of  the  dog. 
Madam ! 

2'AeZ:.  Z.  Certainly  not!    Oh,  Fluffy,  naughty— naujghty !    Now 
lie  down  again,  like  a  good  dog.  Oh,  I  'm  afraid  he 's  ^ing  to  sleep ! 
Mr,  Stip.  If  you  would  kindly  take  this— ah— toy  in  your  hand. 
Madam,  it  might  rouse  him  a  little. 

The  E.  Z.  (exhibitinga  gutta-percha  rat).  Here,  Fluffy,  Fluffy, 
here 's  a  pitty  sing !    What  is  it,eh ! 

F^uff  (after  opening  one  eye).  The  old  fool  fancies  she 's  got  a  rat ! 

Well,  she  may  keep  it !  [He  curls  himself  up  again, 

Mr,  Stip,   We  must  try  to  obtain  more— ah— animation  than  that, 


The 

got! 


E,  L, 


[He  hands  the  Elderly  Lady  ajinalinp  toy, 
(shaking  it  vigorously).  Fluffy,  see  what  Missu  has 
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Faiff  (by  a  yawn  of  much  eloquence).  At 

her  age,  too !     Wonderful  how  she  can  do  it  I 

IHe  closes  his  eves  tcearily, 

Mr,  Slip,  Perhaps  you  may  proauce  a  better 
effect  with  this. 

[He  hands  her  a  stuffed  stoat. 

Fluff  (to  himself).  What 's  she  got  hold  of 
now  f  Hul-lo !  (He  rises ^  and  inspects  the 
stoat  with  interest.)  I  'd  no  idea  the  old  girl 
was  so  **  varmint"  I 

Mr.  Stiff,  Capital !  Now,  if  he*ll  stay  like 
that  another — ^  (Fluff  Jumps  down^  and 
wags  his  tail  with  conscious  merit,)  Oh,  dear 
me.    I  never  saw  such  a  dog ! 

The  E,  L,  He's  tired  out,  poor  doggie,  and 
no  wonder.  But  he  *11  be  all  ih^qineter  for 
it,  won't  he  ?  (After  restoring  Fluff  to  the 
chair).  Now,  couldn't  you  take  him  panting, 
like  that?  1-"     «5. 

Mr,  Stip,  I  must  wait  till  he  's  got  a  little 
less  tongue  out,  Madam. 

The  E,  L,  Must  you?  Why?  I  should 
have  thought  it  was  a  capital  opportunity. 

Mr,  Stin,  For  a  physician.  Madam,  not  a 
photographer.  If  I  were  to  take  him  now  the 
result  would  be  an — ah — enormous  tongue, 
with  a  dog  in  the  remote  distance. 

The  E,  L,  And  he's  putting  out  more 
and  more  of  it !  Perhaps  ne  's  tmrsty  again. 
Here,  Fluffy,  water— water ! 

yShe  produces  the  developing  dish. 

Fluff  (in  barks  of  unmistakabU  signifi- 
cance). Look  here,  I  *ve  had  about  enough  of 
this  tomfoolery.  Let 's  go.  Come  on ! 
^  Mr,  Stip,  (seconding  the  motion  with  re- 
lief), I'm  afraid  we're  not  likely  to  do 
better  with  him  to-day.  Perhaps  if  you  could 
look  in  some  othah  afternoon  ? 

The  E,  L,  Why,  we  've  only  been  an  hour 
and  twenty  minutes  as  yet !  But  what  would 
be  the  best  time  to  bring  him  ? 

Mr,  Stip,  I  should  say  the  light  and  the 
temperatuah  would  probaoly  be  more  favour- 
able by  the  week  fd'tah  next— (/o  hiinself) 
when  1  shall  be  taking  iny  holiday ! 

The  E,  L,  Very  well,  1 '11  come  then.  Oh, 
Fluffy,  Fluffy,  what  a  silly  little  dog  you  are 
to  give  all  this  trouble ! 

Fluff  (to  himself  as  he  makes  a  triumphant 
exit),  Not  half  so  silly  as  some  people  tnink ! 
I  must  tell  the  cat  about  this ;  she  11  go  into 
tits !  I  will  say  she  has  a  considerable  sense 
of  humour— for  a  cat. 


OMNIBUS   SED  NON  0BESI8SIMIS. 

The  Daily  Graphic  wisely  recommends 
That  omnibus  conductors,  with  a  taoe. 
Should  measure  those  to  whom  Dame  Nature 
sends 
Too  corpulent  and  elephantine  shape, 
That   they,    neglectful   of  the   learned 

Banting, 
No   more  should  squeeze  in,  pushing, 

puffing,  panting. 
So  loudly  on  the  want  of  space  descanting. 
And  then  all  extra  pajrment  quite  escape. 

An  excellent  suggestion — ^for  the  thin — 

For  all  the  fat  '*  a  double  debt  to  pay." 
Let  adiposity  spend  more  than  skin 
And  Done,  is  what  mere  skin  and  bone 
would  say. 
The  fat  can,  grumbling,  pay  this  fine  or 

ransom, 
Can  walk^  or  be  extravajg^t  as  can  some. 
And  ride  in  easy,  sybaritic  Hansom, 
Not  go  for  just  "  a  penny  all  the  way." 


"Whehe  does  they  expect  to  go  to?" 
— Question  for  the  Blue-coat  Boys.  If  the 
present  building  is  pulled  down,  and  if  no 
sit«  be  obtained  outside  London,  it  is  **  rather 
a  blue  look-out"  for  the  Blue-ooat  School. 


BALLAD  OF  THE  PROFESSIONAL  MODEL 

So  there  you  are,  old  patriarch, 

I  sat  for  in  the  spring — 
If  you  'U  permit  me  to  remark, 

As  like  as  anj^hing ! 

But  now  you  're  in  a  gorgeous  dress. 

And  in  a  big  gold  frame : 
Thepassers  stare,  but  hanfly  guess 

We  are  the  very  same. 

Also,  you  *re  looking  twice  as  fresh 

As  I  am,  you  *11  afirree — 
You  *ve  got  more  colour  and  more  flesh. 

Which  ain't  as  it  should  be. 


You  know  you  'd  never  have  been  there 

Without  me,  to  enjoy 
These  many  blessings — can't  we  share 

And  share  alike,  old  boy. 

You  're  used  to  having  your  square  meals. 

If  I  may  make  so  bold — 
Come  do^n  and  tell  us  how  itlfeels. 

And  also  if  you  're  sold. 

Then  I  'd  slip  up  there  in  a  trice — 

And  shouldn't  I  be  snug. 
With  victuals  handy,  and  a  nice 

Old  oriental  rug.  * 

Not  you— you  'f e  looking  as  serene. 

As  lofty  and  benign, 
As  if  you  'd  never,  never  seen, 

A  countenance  like  mine. 

You  see  a  green  and  flowery  land, 

A  sky  that 's  dazzling  blue : 
You  've  everything  at  your  command— 

A  lucky  cliap  are  you ! 

Good-bye  to  you,  old  patriarch, 
There  in  your  frame  of  gold — 

The  days  are  growmg  short  and  dark. 
The  nights  are  bitter  cold. 

And  the  winds  on  the  Embankment  ptohe 

One's  life  out  as  one  lies ; — 
But  I  '11  think  of  you  in  your  rjbe, 

Under  those  sunny  skies. 


MARRIAGE  LINES  EXTRAORDINARY. 

We  read  that  in  Belgium  marriage  certi- 
ficates, already  for  some  time  i)ast  in  book 
form,  are  henceforth  to  be  morocco-bound  and 
gilt-edged,  suggestive  of  durability,  and 
gilding  the  pill,  some  will  say.  A  summary 
of  the  Belijrian  laws  on  the  married  state  is 
given  herein.  Then  amongst  a  mass  of  mis- 
cellaneous information  are  directions  for  the 
feeding  and  care  of  infants— surely  ?  Our  eye 
ran  on  hastily,  then  came  back  carefully,  but 
no!  This  conspicuous  omission  seems  the 
more  unaccountable  and  ominous  upon  the 
historic  battle-ground  of  Europe.  However, 
to  proceed,  there  are  also  provided  twelve 
spaces  for  entering  the  names  and  birthdays 
of  the  children  of  the  marriage ;  and,  we 
doubt  not,  the  national  motto,  Z'  Union  fait 
la  Force,  is  well  to  the  fore.  If  after  all  this 
plain  statement  of  the  case  the  marriage  rate 
remains  undiminished,  who  shall  deny  honour 
to  **  les  brace  Beiges  "  of  both  sexes  i* 


I.  O.  XXmenos  to  His  Bride. 

Maid  of  Athens,  ere  we  "part" 
To  a  creditor,  we  'U  start 
For  some  place  where  we  'U  be  free 
From  re-spon-si-bi-li-tee  I 


JAW-BREAKING  LAW-BRJEAKING. 

The  Daily  News  of  the  19th  inst.  informs 
us  that  a  Bwabian  living  at  Rottweil,  in 
Wiirtemberjg,  has 
just  committed  an 
offence  against  the 
law.  The  crime  with 
which  he  has  been 
charged  is  conveyed 
in  the  title  appear- 
ing in  the  German 
law  books  as  *  ^Haus- 
irgewer  bebetriebs  - 
ausdehn  ungsabgabe- 
aefdhrdung,"  We 
have  heard  of  * '  deeds 
without  a  name " 
but  it  is  abundantly  manifest  that  this  is  not 
of  them.  At  the  same  time,  we  think  it 
would  be  rather  hard  on  a  man  to  call  him 
a  hyxx)crite  because  he  would  rather  do  than 
sav  such  a  thing  as— but  we  decline  even  the 
labour  of  merely  writing  the  word  over  again. 


To  a  Silent  Poet. 


**  PoETicus,  you  seem  distraught." 
**  Excuse  me.  Sir.    A  train  of  thought " — 
"  *  A  train  or  thought '  ?    At  least,  confess 
Your  train  of  thought  is  not  express." 


A  Brilliant  Candid  \te.—**  Give  me  your 
definition,"  quoth  the  Examiner  very  dis- 
tinctly, ''of  *a  finite  intelligence.'"  The 
youth  paused,  repeated  to  himself  several 
times  the  words  "i«'ine  night  intelligence," 
and  then  triumphantly  made  answer,  **  Sir, 
it  means  when  someone  comes  in  to  tell  you 
that  the  moon  and  stars  are  shining  beauti- 
fully." Of  course  the  candidate  was  passed 
—over.  

A  Touxo  friend  of  Mrs.  R.'s  has  lately  joined 
an  amateur  orchestra.  Mrs.  R.  informs  us 
that  *  *  the  instrument  he  plays  is  the  buffoon." 


'*  Ah,"  observed  Mr.  Muddle,  "how  true 
is  the  old  saying  that  *  One  man  may  look  over 
a  h^ge  while  another  steals  a  horse ! '  " 
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AWKWARD   SPEECHES  TO    ANSWER. 

Old  Lady  {devoted  to  the  Jitdor).  '*Tkll  tour  Father  that  it  is  icy  earnest  wish  hk  should  bury  me  when  I  die." 

The  Hector' 8  Daughter,  "I'm   sure    he'll  be  de He'll  be  pl I  mean  he— he— a — a— would  be  so— a — riallt  I 

must  now  bid  you  good-bye." 


THE  NAUGHTY  DAUGHTERS. 

Dear  Mr.  Punch,— Whaterer  is  the  meaning:  of  all  this  nonsense 
about  the  Revolt  of  the  Daughters  P  I  Ve  three  myself — such  nice, 
good  girls,  and  I  'm  sure  thev  don't  want  to  indulge  in  **  a  ndld  kind 
of  icanderjahry^  whatever  tnat  may  mean.  I  asked  them  all  this 
morning  if  they  were  perfectly  happy  and  oontented,  and,  of  course, 
they  all  said  **  Yes,"  as  I  knew  they  would.  They  have  not  had  me 
for  a  mother  for  nothing.  I  think  that  where  girls  have  no  *  *  virginal 
tranquility  of  soul"  it's  the  fault  of  the  mother  for  letting  them 
read  these  horrid  new  books,  and  go  to  all  these  wicked  plavs. 
German  Reed's  once  a  year  is  quite  enough  for  anyone.  As  to  this 
talk  about  latch-keys,  it  *s  moonshine.  What 's  wanted  is  not  that 
our  daughters  should  have  them,  but  that  our  sons  should  not.  No  one 
of  my  bovs  (I  have  six)  have  ever  had— or  wanted— a  latch-key,  and 
I  never  allowed  my  husband  to  have  one  tiU  he  was  49.  I  sometimes 
regret  I  ever  gave  one  to  him,  though  as  it  is  we  always  chain  the 
door  at  11  o'clock.    I  enclose  my  card,  and  am 

A  Mother  of  Three  Girls. 

Dearest  Mr.  Punch, — We  fancy  Mamma  has  written  you  a  letter 
about  us.  and  if  she  has  we  want  you  to  know  it 's  all  a  mistake. 
She  asked  us  this  morning  if  we  wanted  what  we  thought  she  called 
some  kind  of  **jar,"  ana  we  said  **No,"  not  in  the  least  under- 
standing that  she  intended  to  sav  **  ttanderjahr.^*  Now  that  we  find 
that  she  was  taking  what  Pa  (wno  's  in  the  House)  calls  one  of  Ma's 
snatch-votes,  and  that  the  meaning  of  it  all  is  latch-keys  and  staying 
out  late,  of  course  we  should  like  it.  Poor  dear  Mamma  does  give 
us  such  a  time  of  it.  I  wonder  what  she  'd  do  if  she  knew  that  all 
the  boys  have  had  latch-keys  made  like  Pa's,  and  that  the  chain 
which  goes  up  religiously  every  night  at  11  o^dock  is  so  long  that 
vou  can  undo  it  from  outside.  We  three  girls  are  determined  to 
have  latch-keys,  read  "Latch-Key  Notes  "  (is  that  right  P).  thoroughly 
indulge  our  primeval  traits,"  and  generally  have  a  real  good  time. 
— Yours  wandeijahring,  Mamma's  Three  DArGHXERS. 

Dear  Sir. — ^Would  you  mind  telling  me  what  "a  nuld  kind  of 
tcanderjahr  "  means  ?  I  asked  Reooie,  my  brother,  to-day,  and  he 
said  he  thought  a  smoke  of  some  kind.  Ma  says  ^e  fancies  it 's 
German  for  influenza.  Pa,  when  I  asked  him  at  breakfast,  only 
said,  '*Some  more  toast,  my  dear.  When  do  ^ou  go  back  to 
school  ?  "  So  please  what  does  it  mean  P  Because  if  it  is  a  l^d  of 
cigarette,  I  shall  get  some. — ^Yours  don't-knowingly, 

A  Mere  School-oibl. 


JOHNSONESE. 

•*  Let  ohser ration  with  extensive  view 
Surrey  mankind  from  China  to  Peru." 
Tautology  indeed !    Here  half  an  eye 
Would  serve  mankind,  we  fancy,  to  descry 
A  lexioojfrapher ;  but,  shelving  this, 
A  more  important  point  appears  amiss. 
Was  ever  order,  large,  to  say  the  least. 
More  loosely  given  P    Looking  east-south-east 
From  shore  to  shore  (the  way  you  'd  travel,  mind) 
You  'd  miss,  as  much  as  possible,  mankind ! 


THE  SAGA  OF  THE  SHIELD-MAIDEN. 


[A  "Viking  Club"  has  rocentlv  bocn  founded,  with  a  "Jarl"  for 
President.  (Please  pronounce  Weakina,  Yarl.\  Other  officials  are  called 
"Things-bothman,"  ♦*  Skatt-taker,"  &c.,  while  the  lady  members  arc 
designated  Skiafd-mayar^  or  **  Shield-maidens."  According  to  the  pro- 
spectus, **it  behoves  everyone  interested  in  the  North  to  give  it  "uch 
support  as  will  entitle  it  to  take  its  ptvper  place  among  the  foremost  societies 
of  Europe."    The  itslics  are  ours.] 

If  you  're  Weaking,  call  me  Yarly,  skal  me  Yarly,  mother  dear ! 
For  we've  started  a  Norsemen's  Club  in  town— we  began  with  the 

young  New  Year ! 
I  don't  know  whether  I  sound  the  word  in  the  proper  Icelandic  way. 
But  I  'm  to  be  one  of  the  Skiald-mai/ar—tL  Shield-maiden,  that 's  to 

say! 

There  '11  be  many  a  black,  black  eye,  mother,  in  the  club  to-morrow 

night. 
For  the  Things-bothman   and   the   Law-bothman  have  together 

arranged  to  fight ; 
While  the  stakes  will  be  held  by  the  Skatt-taker,  and  the  Jarl  will 

join  the  frav, 
And  we  Shiela-maidens  will  shriek  and  whoop  in  old  Norse,  as 

best  we  may  I 

If  we  scratch  up  a  scanty  Scanian  skill  with  skald  and  skal  and  «A;i, 
In  the  foremost  plaoe  of  societies  in  Europe  soon  we  '11  be  I 
To-morrow  '•  to  be  of  all  the  year  our  first  Walhalla-day, 
And  I  'm  to  be  chief  Shield-maiden,  and  proud  Y i-queen  of  the  May ! 
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DREAMED  IN  TNE  TEMPLE 

(A  CfommunieeUion  fratn  an 
old  Contributor.) 

A  vattkbl  of  80  mach  im- 
portanoe  has  recently  attracted 
the  attention  of  the  Bench 
that  I  feel  it  my  duty  to  call 
serious  consideration  to  it  in 
the  columns  of  a  paper  that 
has  heen  renowned  all  the 
world  over  as  the  organ  of 
the  leffal  profession.  I  need 
scarcely  say  ihat  I  refer  to  a 
decision  tnat  a  harrister-at- 
law,  although  he  may  be  ready 
and  anxious  to  practise,  can  w 
called  upon  to  serve  on  a  jury 
unless  ne  can  say  in  open 
Court  that  he  has  reoeiYed  a 
briefwithin  six  months!  With 
all  due  respect  to  the  judge 
who  is  answerable  for  the 
rulinff,  I  must  dedare  that  I 
consiaer  such  an  announcement 
made  from  the  seat  of  justice 
an  intolerable  wrong  to  a  large 
number  of  worthy,  if  unfor- 
tunate, professional  men.  In 
years  gone  by  I  have  shown  in 
these  very  pages  that  circum- 
stances oyer  which  he  has  had 
no  control  may  i^reyent  a 
counsel  really  learned  in  the 
law  from  attracting  the  lucra- 
tiye  attention  of  solicitors. 

Taking  my  own  case,  I  can 
say  that,  although  I  haye  since 
my  call  enjoyed  a  yery  grati- 
fjnng  practise,  I  have  known 
it  happen  that  I  have  not 
receiyed  a  brief  for  months,  I 
mi^ht  almost  add  (without 
laymg  myself  open  to  a  charge 
of  gross  exaggeration)  years 
together.  It  b  not  because  a 
man  has  rooms  at  the  top  of  a 
staircase  of  chambers  in  the 
Temple,  and  pays  a  guinea  a 
year  for  a  looker  in  the  Carey 
street  Robing  Room,  that  he 
can  secure  the  suffrages  of  those  he  would  willingly  count  amongst 
his  clients.  I  haye  made  it  my  custom  of  a  forenoon  (following  in 
the  footsteps  of  my  father)  to  attend  regularly  at  one  or  otiier  of  the 
courts  of  the  Queen's  Bench  Division  to  extend  a  matutinal  greeting 
to  the  presiding  judj^e.  This  I  have  done  to  show  my  respect  for 
the  profession  to  which  his  lordship  and  I  in  common  belong.  That 
I  have  not  had  any  papers  before  me  requiring  immediate  attention 
(save  perhaps  the  current  literature  of  the  time)  has  been  no  fault  of 
mine.  If  Bedford  Row,  Ely  Place,  and  Lincoln's  Inn  Fields  are  so 
blind  to  the  best  interests  of  the  litigation-loving  public  that  they 
do  not  retain  me  is  their  business^  and  their  business  only,  and  I 
refuse  to  take  any  responsibility  in  this  strange,  this  deplorable 
business— business  that  has  been  called  (by  memoers  of  my  own 
family)  absolutely  disgraceful. 

And  haying  given  this  my  deliberate  opinion  upon  the  affair,  I 
should  have  thought  my  duty  performed,  had  not  something  remained 
behind.  As  a  rule,  I  do  not  attach  any  serious  importance  to  visions 
or  dreams,  but  on  the  present  occasion  I 
am  inclined  to  accept  as  reliable  evidence 
that  which  at  other  times  I  might  declare 
to  be  of  questionable  value.  Since  the 
decision  to  which  I  have  referred  no  doubt 
the  matter  has  frequently  occupied  my 
thoughts,  and  possibly^  I  might  almost 
say  probably — me  due  to  Uie  mystery  can 
be  found  in  that  admission.  Having  con- 
fessed as  much,  it  may  be  well  to  give  the 
story  in  extenao. 

Alter  a  day's  hard  work  at  my  chambers 
setting  the  circulars  I  had  received  during 
the  j^ist  half  year  in  order,  I  f  dl  adeep. 
and,  in  a  state  of  somndence,  found  mysdi 
on  my  legs  in  one  of  the  Courts  of  the 
Q.  B.  i).    I  was  naturally  surprised  to  find 


"A   PAINTED    LADY." 

**0,  MuMinr  dear,  why  did  Papa  say  he  was  thinking  op  having 

YOU    PAINTED    BY    SiR    JOHN    MiLLAIS  ?       I  'M    SURE    HE    WOULDN'T    DO     IT 
BETTER  THAN  YOU   DO  IT  YoURSELF  !  " 

**  Ethel,  dear,  I  think  you  had  better  go  and  play  in  the  Nursery 

WITH  YOUR  LITTLE   BROTHER  I " 


myself  in  such  a  posture,  as 
usually  I  remain  seated,  except 
on  those  occasions  to  which  I 
have  referred,  when  it  is  cus- 
tomary for  the  Bench  to  greet 
the  Bar. 

**  My  Lord,"  I  found  myself 
saying,  **  I  respectfully  insist 
that,  during  the  last  six 
months,  I  have  practised  the 
profession  to  which  you,  my 
Lord,  and  I,  my  Lord,  have 
both  the  honour  to  bdong." 

**0f  course,  Mr.  Brief- 
less." replied  the  Judge,  **  I 
would  not  doubt  your  word  for 
a  second ;  but  as  we  have  had 
the  pleasure  of  seeing  you  here 
for  many  years  in  what  may 
be  termed  an  expectant  atti- 
tude, it  would  be  most  inter- 
esting if  you  would  be  so 
kind  as  to  nve  fuller  and 
betterparticulars." 

**  With  your  Lordship's  fa- 
vour, I  shall  be  delighted  to  do 
so,"  was  my  prompt  reply.  "  I 
have  appeared  recently  m  the 
case  of  Briefless  v.  Briefless" 
*'  Dear  me,"  said  his  Lord- 
ship ;  **  I  do  not  remember  it. 
Where  was  it  heard?" 

**  As  the  amount  in  dispute 
was  under  the  sum  warranting 
an  appeal  to  the  Superior 
Courts,  my  Lord,  the  action  was 
f oughtout  intheCountyCourt." 
'  Indeed,"  observed  the 
Judge ;  *'  and  if  it  is  not  indis- 
creet, may  I  ask  what  was  the 
cause  of  action  ?  " 

**  Certainly,  my  Lord,"  and 
I  bowed ;  **  I  shall  be  only  too 
pleased  to  give  you  the  full 
particulars." 

**  You  are  very  good,"  put 
in  his  Lordship.  **  We  shall 
be  glad  to  hear  you." 

As  your  Lordship  pleases. 
The  plaintiff  sought  to  recover 
£15  trom  the  defendant  for  in- 
different board  and  lodging.  It 
had  been  arrancred  that  the  plaintiff  should  board  and  lodge  with  the 
defendant  at  the  rate  of  £20  a  quarter.     At  the  end  of  the  first 
quarter  the  plaintiff  considered  that  he  had  received  only  £5  worth 
of  board  and  lodging,  and  consequently  was  entitled  to  recover  £15 
balance.    Y'ou  see,  my  Lord  ?  " 
**  Certainly ;  and  I  presume  that  your  client  had  paid  the  £20  ?  " 
**  Well,  not  exactly,  my  Lord.    But  then  the  defendant  did  not 
raise  that  plea.    She  bad  oeen  advised  by  counsel  not  to  do  so." 
**  Dear  me !    And  who  was  the  counsel  ?  " 
'*  Well,  mv  Lord,  I  myself  made  the  suggestion." 
"Really,  Mr.  Briefless,  I  am  surprised  at  such  an  admission! 
Y'ou  appear  for  the  plaintiff  and  advise  the  defendant !    Surely  that 
was  ultra  vires  f  " 
**  I  venture  to  think  not,  my  Lord,  as  the  defendant  was  my  wife." 
**I  see  your  contention— that  she  was  a  part  of  yourself.    But 
surely  the  Married  Woman's  Property  Act  disposes  of  that  point  P 
However,  let  that  pass.    And  the  phiintiff— who  was  he  ?  " 

**My  son.  my  Lord,"  I  replied,  with 
emphaisis ;  my  son,  my  Lord !  And  that 
justice  might  be  done,  I  have  paid  all  the 
costs.    And  now,  my  Lord,  you  see  the 

diifts " 

I  woke.    PoRTiNOTON  was  beside  me. 
*•  I  think  this  is  for  you.  Sir,"  said  he, 
holding  out  a  paper.    I  seized  it  with  a 
gleam  of  hope.    It  was  only  a  form  for  the 
assessment  of  income-tax. 

And  now  I  am  debating  whether  I  shall 
follow  the  suggestion  of  my  dream  or  not 
It  seems  to  me  the  only  course  I  can  pursue 
until  Ely  Place  ceases  to  be  inattentive, 
and  Bedford  Row  becomes  more  kind. 

(Stoned)  A.  Briefless,  Jun. 
Pump'Handle  Court,  Jan.  20,  1894.  ^ 
jitizod  by 
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WHITHER. 

Braion  (startled  by  rushing  animal,  which  lias  holUd,  Just  as  lie  was  going  to  potter  over  where  the  rail  is  dawn),  "  Now  then,  where 
ARE  YOU  GOING  TO?"  Oroom,  **Don't  know  1    Ask  this  Brute  !" 


SONGS  OF  SOCIETY. 

THE  HAPPY   HEDONIST'S   CREED. 

I  'm  of  the  Cyrenaic  School, 

A  Pleasure-himtinjf  Hedonist : 
I  hold  the  World's  most  arrant  tool 
An  Altruist. 
An  Aristippus  of  the  Club, 

Mv  faith  is  linn  in  self  and  sense ; 
My  love  of  comfort  and  choice  **  grub  " 

Immense. 
Perfectibility  I  deem 

A  figment,  which  my  soul  revolts. 
All  those  who  dream  that  dotard's  dream 

Are  dolts. 
Of  all  loud  follies  that  infest 

This  period  of  stress  and  storm, 
I  do  most  cordially  detest 

Reform ! 
The  word 's  on  evervbody's  tongue. 

I  know  that  it  is  but  a  word, 
Making  the  speaker,  old  or  young, 

Absurd! 
But  there  be  words  which  din  and  dun 

Until  they  seem  far  worse  than  blows, 
And  this,  upon  my  soul,  is  one 

Of  those. 
**  Mesopotamia  "  sounded  sweet 

On  the  dissenting  Durden^s  ears. 
And  this  **  Reform  "  the  maudlin  greet 

With  cheers. 
'Tis  like  those  "loyal  toasts"  outgushed 
In  hackneyed  terms  when  Britons  dine, 
And  which  the  witless  cheer,  when  flushed 

With  wine. 
They  bore  one  awfullr,  they  tax 
^  The  speakers,  put  the  hearers  out, 
Yet  all  enthusiastic  wax. 

And  shout. 


So  with  **  Refomj."    When  it  is  named 
By  Premier,  scribe,  or  platform  prig. 
Humbugs  applaud,  and  shams,  unshamed. 
Look  big. 

What  does  it  mean  ?    If  aught  at  all 

(Which  usually  it  does  not)^ 
It  means  the  rule  despotical 

Of  **Rot." 

It  signifies  the  utter  rout 

of  all  whose  motto  is  **  Eiyoy !  " 
Of  every  pleasure  that's  witnout 
Alloy! 

It  means  that  Twaddle  on  a  Tub 

Shall  rob  me  of  my  cent-per-cents, 
My  wine,  my  weed,  my  cab,  my  club, 
"  My  rents. 

It  means  that  Fustian  with  a  vote 

Shall  push  Me  from  my  pleasant  perch 
Of  Privilege.    The  hand  which  smote 
The  Church, 

Would  smite  the  Land,  and  smash  the  Law, 
And,  SAMSox-like,  Caste's  bastions  storm, 
All  with  that  modem  Ass's  jaw, 
Reform. 

Et  apres  f    Afterwards,  of  course 

The  Many  would  put  on  the  screw. 
And  subjugate  by  brainless  force 
The  Few. 

Now  is  it  not  preposterous  stuff  ? 
The  world's  whole  stock  of  Pleasure  *8 
small. 
And  obviously  is  not  enough 
For  all. 

The  Romans  knew  this.    What  a  State ! 

Need  is  my  ideal,  quite. 
We  must  spread  Toil,  and  concentrate 
Delight. 


There 's  the  true  Social  Formula, 

Purged  from  humanitarian  bosh. 
The  monstrous  maxim  of  to-day 

Won't  wash. 

The  greatest  number's  greatest  good  ? 

You  might  as  well  say  **  ortolans  round  I' 
Or  claim  for  every  hina  his  rood 

Of  ground. 

Children  of  Gibeon  must  exist 

To  hew  and  draw,  fifty  to  one ; 
That  gives  the  happy  Hedonist 

Life's  fun. 

That 's  Nature's  law,  as  wise  men  know, 
To  keep  **  the  Attest "  snug  and  warm. 

With  but  one  formidable  foe 

Kef orm ! 


Still  **The  Dark  Continext.'*— Thesulv- 
iect  of  **  Africa  opened  up,"  it  appears  from 
M.  Camille  Doucet's  statement,  has  not 
inspired  any  of  the  oomnetitors  for  the  annual 
prize  for  poetary,  grantea  by  the  French  State, 
with  a  poem  worthy  of  the  name.  Thcw 
will  be  no  happy  prize-winner  to  '*  speak  of 
Africa  and  golden  joys."  We  are  surprised, 
and  suppose  we  niust  now  look  upon  **  Ei 
Africa  semper  aliquid  novi**  as  another  of 
our  old  beliefs  gone  over  to  the  majority. 

She  bas  got  it  Quite  Right  this  Tmr- 
Mrs.  R.,  who  is  a  great  playgoer,  expresses 
herself  as  being  very  sorry  to  hear  that  I^ 
Old  Joe  is  to  be  withdrawn  from  the  Garri<i 
Theatre ;  but,  on  the  other  hand,  she  is  very , 
pleased  at  being  informed  that  one  of  hft , 
lavourite  actresses,  Mrs.  Bebnakd  Tree  (or 
is  it  Mrs.  Teeebohm  Bare  ?)  is  now  so  very ! 
successively  appearing  as  Charlotte  Anne  in  ' 
a  new  piece  at  the  Haymarket.  ^-^  ^^i  ^     , 
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TRUE   HUMILITY. 


Frotperous Britan,   "Ah,  well — Good-byk!   you  must  come  and  see 

ME,     AND    we'll    TALK    IT    OVER— TWO    HEADS    ABE    BETTER    THAN    ONE, 
YOU  KNOW." 

Poor  JUlation  (with  graleftU  emphasis),    **  Yes  ;    especially    tours, 
George  ! " 


TO  A  '' DISTRICT  ^^  DIVINITY. 

[Note. — Several  of  the  trains  on  the  District  Railway  arc  now  fitted 
I  with  automatic  electric  reading  lamps,  which,  upon  a  penny  being 
placed  in  the  slot,  supply  a  light  for  half  an  hour.] 

0  GODDESS  with  the  classic  features  pale, 
And  eyes  of  blue  and  hair  of  golden  sheen, 

Who  daUv  goest  by  the  District  Rail 
From  Cnaring  (Jross  to  distant  Walham  Green, 
These  lines — to  tell  the  secret  of  my  heart  meant — 
Are  written  in  a  second-class  compartment ! 

For  day  by  day  as  homeward  both  we  speed 

Each  other  we  invariably  face — 
It  seems  as  if  we  tacitly  agreed 
To  each  secure  a  **  platform**  comer  place. 
Our  frequent  meetings  spring  from  best  of  reasons. 
For  we  are  technically  known  as  **  Seasons.*' 

My  fate  thou  art — my  happiness  or  doom ! 
And  oft,  as  vainly  at  thy  beauty  bright 

1  *ve  tried  to  peer  tnrough  murkiness  and  gloom, 
I  *ve  cursed  the  Underground's  pale,  iitful  light! — 

The  gas  was  not  turned  up  to  any  vivid  end. 
Except  perhaps  the  prospects  of  a  dividend. 

But  now  my  heart  is  filled  with  sweet  content, 

Since  tiny  boxes  each  compartment  dot 
For  public  use  (and  private  profit)  meant 
Contingent  on  a  penny  in  the  slot. 
0  little  box,  do  you  approve  emphatically 
The  use  to  whicn  I  put  you — automatically  ? 

For  as  I  drop  the  coin  with  gentle  thud. 

And  press  a  knob  with  all  my  manly  might, 
The  face  of  my  divinity  I  fiooa 
For  thirty  minutes  with  electric  light ! 
Obliging  box,  I  hope  these  verses  indicate 
The  thanks  I  owe  your  enterprising  syndicate ! 

These  automatic  tactics  I  *ve  pursued 
With  regularity  for  one  short  week ; 
But  now  tnat  classic  face  is  scarlet  hued, 
And  she,  whose  marble  lips  declined  to  8i)eak, 
Has  sDoken  out,  and  asked  me  **  kindly  not  to'*  * 
And  close  acquaintanceship  at  last  we  ve  got  to  I 


Proverbial  Philosophy  {for  the  O.  WJs  next  comedy), — 
Manners  make  the  man,  but  manors  make  the  nohleman. 


A  ''RIDEB"  AVDFOOT-irOTE  TOLIVDLET  MUBKAT. 

Le  Velo  has  recently  consulted  MM.  Zola,  GrLvrd,  and  Fran- 
CISQUE  Sarcey  as  to  whether  it  is  better  to  say  aller  a  hicyclette^  or 
en  hicyclette.  These  distinguished  authorities  nave  decidea  that  the 
former  phrase  is  correct.  Mn  tricycle^  however,  should  be  employed. 
From  a  similar  correspondence  between  the  Secretary  of  the  Scorchers' 
Club  and  some  eminent  masters  of  the  English  language  we  extract 
the  following :—  Coniston, 

Sir, — You  ask  me  which  I  prefer — **  to  ride  a  bicycle,"  or  **  to  ride 
on  a  bicycle."  I  reply  emphatically.  Neither.  I  am  astounded  at 
your  temerity  in  putting  the  question  at  all,  since  you  must  be 
aware  that  I  oonsiaer  ** cycling"  (as  I  believe  it  is  termed)  to  be  an 
invention  of  the  devil.  Use  in  their  proper  way  the  legs  with  which 
Heaven  has  blessed  you,  and  eschew  excursion- trains,  balloons, 
penny-omnibuses,  dandy-horses,  steam-launches,  fiying-machines. 
and  all  other  artificial  aids  to  locomotion ;  or,  if  you  must  be  carried 
from  spot  to  spot,  let  the  pack-horse,  the  sedan-chair,  and  the 
waterman's  wherry,  be  sufficient  for  your  heeds.         J-N  K-sk-n. 

Dorking, 

Mr.  G-RGE  M-D-TH  very  cognisantly  presents  his  compliments  to 
the  Secretary  of  the  Scorchers  Club,  ana,  as  he  is  ever  ready  to  fer- 
tilise a  brain-pan  vacuum  with  a  dot-running-epistolary-rostrum- 
lecture,  begs  to  state  that  a  parley-phrase  (or  piece  of  word-patch- 
work) lacks  value,  unless  with  rational  yet  crazy  hocus-iugglery  of 
metaphors  it  cheat  of  its  meaning  the  squab  work-a-aay  gobble- 
gobbets  ;  'wilder  with  tricky  mingle-mangle  of  brumous  trope  the 
fo/irgcd  intellects  of  the  puJff-wheel  trundle- trotter ;  and,  dizened 
with  lark-mirror  of  verbal  legcr-de-main,  darkly-light  and  obscurely- 
flashing,  daze  (for  some  drunken  minutes)  the  rag-bag  tag-and-file 
of  the  bird-witted  body-public  into  h3rpnotic  unthinking  acquiescence. 
He  hopes  that  the  Secretary  (who  is  at  liberty  to  make  either  head  or 
tail  of  the  foregoing  ipse  dixit)  will — ^if  he  succeeds  in  reading  or  reding 
it — ^nerve  his  admomshed  understanding  to  arrange  accordingly. 

Biarritz, 

My  dear  Sir, — To  any  (iuestion  affecting,  relating  to,  or  even 
concerning,  the  matter  of  l^Mxttnotiony  by  which  term  I  would  imply 


per  se  the  transit,  whether  voluntary  or  involuntary — but  myr  pencil 
IS  breaking ;  my  pens  have  been  removed !  I  will  write  fany  on 
returning  to  London.  Yours,  W.  E.  G. 


CHAT  1  LA  MODE. 

Scene— ^  Railway  Carriage,    Brown,  Jones  and  Robinson,  pre- 
paring to  descend  at  the  Terminus, 

Brown,  Still  serious  in  Africa.    We  really  ought  to  do  something. 

Jones,  But  what  ? 

Robinson,  Ah!  that's  the  point.    It  *s  all  very  well  to  say  **do 
something,**  but  what  ? 

Brown,  It  seems  simple  enough  to  me.    **  Trade  follows  the  flag^," 
so  we  should  plant  the  nag. 

Jones,  But  where  ? 

Robinson,  Yes,  where  ?    Certainly  plant  the  flag  somewhere — but 
where  ? 

Brown,  Why,  of  course,  wherever  we  have  possession. 

Jones,  Yes,  out  where  have  we  possession  ? 

Robinson,  Yes,  it*s  easy  enough  to  say  **  Where  we  have  posaes- 
sion,**  but  where  have  we  possession  ? 

Brown,  Why,  in  Africa  to  be  sure.    We  ought  not  to  give  up  an 
acre  of  ground. 

Jones,  But  have  we  an  acre  of  ground  ? 

Robinson,  Quite  so — have  we  ? 

Brown,  Well,  of  course  we  ought  to  have.    Where  the  flag  goes  we 
go.    Surely  that  *8  plain  enough  r 

Jones,  But  then  the  flag  didn't  go.    It  was  the  Chartered  Company 
that  took  the  land. 

Robinson,  Certainly,  you  see  we  were  nowhere 

Brown,  Then  it's  a  crying  shame  that  we  weren't.    It's  as  simple 
as  A  B  C.    You  see  just  a  century  ago  a  British  settlement 

Jones,  Awfully  sorry,  but  here  we  are.    Good  morning. 

Robinson,  Most  interesting,  but  I  'm  afraid  I  must  vnatit  for  the 
story  until  another  octaision.    Good  day. 

[  The  train  stops,  African  Problem  diferrctlindi'finitclff,   OttrtaM, 
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THE   GILDED   PILL. 

Doctor.      Nothing  in  our  experience,  Madam,   is  more  mysterious  than  these  obscure  Keryous  Complaints,  and  the 

SYMPTOMS  THEY  EXACTLY  SIMULATE ;  AS,  FOR  EXAMPLE,  IN  A  HIOHLY-STRUNO  NEUROPATHIC  CONSTITUTION  LIKE  YOUR  OWN,  WHERE 
ALL  THE  PHENOMENA  ACCOMPANYING — ER— OvBR-EATINO  ARE  EXHIBITED,  AND  WHICH,  ABSURD  AS  IT  MAY  APPEAR,  MUST  BE  TREATED 
AS  IF  FOR  THAT  ACTUAL  DISORDER  !  " 


THE  THEATEICAL  CRITICS  VADE  MECUM. 

Question,  I  see  that  a  Sunday  paper  has  recently  told  us  how  a 
theatrical  criticism  comes  to  be  wntten — can  you  point  out  the 
way  ? 

Anstrer,  Why,  on  paper,  using  only  one  side,  and  with  the  aid  of 
a  pen  or  i>encil. 

Q.  Naturally;  but  ought  not  the  critic  to  master  his  author  before 
he  commences  nis  reyiew  ? 

A,  Certainly.  For  instance,  if  the  critic  has  to  criticise  a  drama 
of  Sabdou,  he  should  make  himself  Uioroughly  acquainted  with 
all  the  works  of  that  talented  author. 

Q,  Is  it  necessary  to  see  the  new  piece  more  than  once  ? 

A,  If  the  critic  adopts  one  course  open  to  him,  it  would  certainly 
be  advisable. 

Q.  Why  would  it  be  advisable  ? 

A,  Because,  unless  the  critic  sees  a  new  piece  several  times,  he 
cannot  thoroughly  adjudicate  upon  the  merits  or  demerits  of  the 
acting. 

Q.  Then  a  theatrical  critic  should  see  a  new  piece  several  times 
before  he  writes  about  it  ? 

A.  Such  a  course  is  to  be  recommended,  the  more  especially  as 
after  the  sixth  visit  he  should  be  able  to  understand  the  {day  qua 
play  thoroughly. 

Q.  And  presumably  he  would  have  time  to  examine  authori- 
ties? 

A,  Quite  so.  That  too  is  a  matter  that  should  not  be  overlooked. 
Three  or  four  days  can  be  spent  in  the  Reading-room  of  the  British 
Museum  in  this  connection  most  usefully. 

Q.  And  no  doubt  the  theatrical  critic  should  have  ample  time  to 
OQippose  a  well-considered  essay  P 

A.  He  should.    To  follow  precedents  set  by  the  reviewers  of  the 

voi,  cvi, 


past,  he  should  have  at  least  a  fortnight  to  digest  his  opinions  and 
to  polish  his  sentences. 

Q.  I  think  you  said  that  this  is  one  method  of  writing  a  theatrical 
criticism,  and  ypu  hinted  there  was  another  f 

A,  I  did :  because  although  presumably  theatrical  critics  prefer 
the  first  moae,  they  often  are  forced  to  adopt  the  alternative. 

Q.  What  is  the  alternative  method  ? 

A,  To  form  an  opinion  in  the  auditorium,  to  digest  it  in  the 
lobby,  a^.to  write  me  notice  on  the  road  to  the  office  in  the  cab. 

Q.  And  which  method  is  the  more  popular  with  the  public  ? 

A,  The  latter,  because  the  pubhc  wants  its  reviews  with  its 
breakfast-rolls. 

Q.  And  which  are  the  more  valuaUe.  the  notices  or  the  rolls  ? 

A,  It  is  impossible  to  say ;  the  public  pays  its  money,  and  takes 
its  choice.  ______^__>_>____ 

Crooked  Cliivalry. 

["  The  chiralrous  ii^tinct  seems,  in  truth,  to  have  been  little  more  than 
a  caste  sentiment."— Oifwrfr.] 

Burks  mourned  over  Chivalry  dead, 

But  the  Knight  of  old  days  was  but  dark. 
To  a  man  with  no  crest  on  his  head 

He  'd  be  insolent,  cruel,  and  stark. 
He  couldn't  see  straight,  poor  old  Knight  I 

His  **  Chivalry  "  squinted,  and  why  r 
He  was  purblina  too  poor  human  Bigut 

B^(Sause  of  the  *'  Caste  "  in  his  eye. 


Mrs.  R.  says  her  n^hew  has  struck  up  a  ^reat  friendship  with  a 
very  rich  voung  lady ;  but  when  she  asked  his  intentions,  the  fpoUsh 
fdlow  sidd  it  was  only  a  **  Plutonic  Mendship.''^ 
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THE    IMPERIAL    PINT. 

(Between  the  Acts,    Friday,  January  26,  1894.) 

William  Imperatar  (heaHily),  "There,  my  deab  Old  Boy,  you  don't  leave  us  till  you've  finished  that! 
^iwnarttt.  "Ah—deliohtedI    (AsUU,)    Hope  it  isn't  •  Corked  '  I "  f  T 
Dipized  by  VjOOQLC- 
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PREHISTORIC    PEEPS. 

A  Visit  to  an  Artist's  Studio. 


OUfi  BOOKING-OFFICE. 

**  The  Prophet  John,  by  Fbedsrick  Botle,  suits  me  I "  qnoth 
the  Baron,  cheerily.  Messrs.  Chapvait  and  Hall  bring  out  a  capital 
sensationfll  story  in  one  natty,  easily-handled,  easily-read  Yolume. 
**The  time  occupied,"  continues  the  Baron  to  his  friends,  **in 
swallowing  whole  The  Prophet  John,  as  if  you  were  the  whale 
taking  in  Johah.— which  sounds  as  i2  Johah  were  a  magazine  in 
parts,^is  just  what  you  can  spare,  if  only  you  give  your  mind  to 
it,  *  between  the  lights,'  or,  more  properly  speaking,  within  the 
limit  of  the  time  that  may  intervene  oetween  entering  your  sanctum 
and  retiring  to  your  sanctum  etiorum,  yclept  your  bed.  Should 
you  luxuriate,  and  by  a  coquetting  and  titillating  process  defer  the 
crisis,  this  *  thriller '  may  last  you  out  two,  or  even  three,  evenings." 
But  having  once  taken  it  up,  having  once  put  your  hand  to  it,  and 
your  eyes  on  it,  the  Baron  ventures  to  think  that  you  will  not  part 
with  it  in  a  hurry.  It  will  be  your  "  loss  "  if  3rou  **  cut  the  Prophet," 
though  with  a  paper-knife  The  Prophet  must  be  cut.  else  you  cannot 
read  it.  Looking  through  Mrs.  Davbvpobt  Adams's  bulky  but  hand- 
some volume.  Tne  Poetr  Praise,  the  Baron,  like  the  Admiral  in  the 
immortal  ballad,  '*  Werry  much  admiring  wot  she^s  done,**  begs  to 
suggest  that  in  her  next  edition,  whenever  it  may  be  called  for, 
Mrs.  D.  A.,  eminent  collector  as  she  is,  should  not  omit  from  her 
thraiodies  on  the  death  of  Alfrxd  Lord  Tenittsoh,  the  verses  which 
appeared  in  Mr,  Punches  pafcs  on  that  occasion,  for  these,  the  Baron 
is  certain,  may  triumphsmtly  challenge  compaiison  with  any  con- 
temporaneous poetry  on  the  same  subject.  Not  alone  is  the  Baron 
in  ^s  opinion.  Mrs.  D.  Adams  should  supply  this  want,  when  she 
continues  the  collection  **  in  her  next." 

Basoit  db  Book-Wobms. 


OuB  Highest  Appboval. — For  the  office  of  Chairman  of  the  Con- 
ciliation Board  no  better  choice  could  have  heea  mado— 3fr.  Punch 
always  excepted,  cela  va  sans  dire — ^than  Lord  Shakd.  Of  course, 
he  will  be  expected  to  drive  about  in  a  Shand-radan,  drink 
Shand-ygaff,  and  be  well  up  in  IVittram  Shandy, 


"YOUR  HEALTH,  MA'AM  I" 

The  sprightly  Mrs.  Eeelet  (this  deponent  remembereth  her  as 
the  Sprite-ly  too.  a  ^ueen  of  the  Peris)  runs  the  rare  evergreen 
Mr.  0,  pretty  dose.  Mrs.  Keeley  is  in  the  eighty-eighth  (or 
eighty-mnth  is  it?)  year  of  her  exceptionally  long  dramatic  run,  and 
she  is  still  **  going  strong."  There  she  was  at  the  Lyceum  last 
Thursday  afternoon,  so  the  D.  T.  reoorts,  making  a  neat  little 
speech  to  the  actors  and  actresses  assembled  in  the  green-room  after 
playing  their  parts  in  the  pantomime  of  Cinderella,  whose  heroine 
nnos  a  perfectly  charming  representative  in  Miss  Ellaline  Tebbiss, 
the  entertainment  itseu  being,  as  **this  deponent"  is  further 
credibly  informed,  exceptionally  good.  Mrs.  Eeelet  returned 
thanks  for  her  health,  which  couldn't,  it  appears,  be  better,  and 
hoped  that  ** present  company"  might  be  all  exceptions  as  to 
illnesses  and  infirmities  when  mey  everyone  of  them  should  reach 
her  time  of  life.  The  lively  actress,  who  appears  to  have  heest 
livelier  than  ever,  was,  it  is  reported,  "in  great  spirits."  She  is 
evidently  preserved  in  tne  very  best  of  spirits,  and  long  may  she  so 
continue. 

Hint  to  a  Literary  Hotspur. 

Jy  shallowness  and  prudery  to  grovel, 

And  with  o'er-nice  niaisenes  stuff  the  Novel, 

Good  Mrs.  Gbukdt's  countenance  to  keep, 
Or  please  the  pink  Youn^  Person  chastely  dsdlow. 

Is  servitude  befitting  silly  sheep. 
Yet  mud  makes  not  profound  the  mental  shallow. 
And  Art's  high  mission  prurience  will  not  hallow 

By  calling  spirits  from  the  Nasty  Deep  ! 


Mem.  tbom  Mavchbstbb. — Mr.  Balfofb  was  last  week  reported 
to  have  spoken  at  **  a  parochial  tea-party."  In  future  he  will 
doubtless  be  known  as  a  Tea-party  Leader  I     #       r^r^r^lr-^ 

=— Diyilized  by  VjOOv  LC 
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THE    IRREPRESSIBLE   SHE. 

{A  Drama  of  the  Day  after  To-morrow,) 

Scene  I,— Boudoir  at  Ladj  Stoitetbsoke's.  No.  1574  {round  the 
corner)^  Belgrace  Square^  S,  W, 

Lady  Stony/broke  {to  Miss  Medusa  Mucks.  Hj/pnotist  and  Faiih- 
heaier).  No,  Miss  Mnrxs,  I  cannot  truthfully  saj  I  am  satisfied. 
Ton  know  how  absolutely  necessary  it  is  for  me  to  get  rid  of  my 
insomnia  and  nerrous  breakdown  if  I  am  to  cope  with  all  the 
difficulties  and  embarrassments  that  surround  me.  Yet  you  haye 
nerer  once  succeeded  in  getting  me  into  a  trance  state,  and. 
although  I  'tc  believed  in  you  as  I  never  thought  I  was  capable  ot 
believing  in  anything,  I'm  not  a  bit  better!  Now  how  do  you 
account  lOT  it? 

Miss  Medusa,  In  the  simplest  way  in  the  world,  dear  lady.  I 
don*t  believe  I  could  send  a  dormouse  to  sleep  for  five  minutes,  and, 
as  for  faith-healing— well,  it  would  take  a  greater  simpleton  than 
your  ladyshipto  be  any  the  better  for  believing  in  me  ! 

Lady  8,  Then  do  you  mean  that 
you  have  come  here  on  false  pre- 
tences? 

Miss  M,  I  do,  but  from  the  best  of 
motives.  The  fact  is,  I  am  con- 
tributing a  series  of  tsjoy  and  realistic 
articles  on  **The  Chil£sh  Credulity 
of  our  Upper  Classes"  to  a  leading 
dailv.  I  resolved  to  j^ersonate  a  Faith- 
healer  and  Hj^pnotist^  and  turn  my 
experiences  to  joumahstic  account.  I 
acquired  the  necessary  qualifications 
for  the  part  bj  the  simple  process 
of  payiog  two  visits  to  a  conjuror,  and 
practising  the  mesmeric  art  on  any  cat 
I  could  mduce  to  spare  me  a  few 
minutes.  Then  I  came  here  and 
offered  my  services.  I  am  deeply  in- 
debted to  vou  for  affording  material 
which  is  calculated  to  throw  a  startling 
light  upon  the  mental  crookedness  A 
a  decadent  and  neurotic  tjrpe  of  well- 
bred  womanhood. 

Lady  S,  {faintly).  But— but  surely 
you  won't  publish  everything  I  told 
you  in  confidence ! 

Miss  M.  Don't  be  alarmed.  It  will 
appear  under  an  altered  name. 

Lady  8,  But  suppose  people  guess 
who  it  is  ! 

Miss  M.  I  can't  be  answerable  for 
other  people.  My  only  object  is  to 
prove  to  my  sex  tWt  faith-healing  is 
a  light  and  remunerative  occupation, 
likelv  to  suit  a  young  woman  with 
plenqr  of  self-coimdence  and  a  fund 
of  quiet  humour.  I  need  not  assure 
you  that  to  you  personally  I  bear  no 
malice  whatever,  and  if  my  revela- 
tions incidentally  injure  you.  1  shall  be 
the  first  to  regret  it.  Still  duty  is 
duty,  and  I  must  perform  mine,  in  the  ' 
interests  oi  the  public  and  the  paper  I 
represent !  Under  the  circumstances,  "  I  ■hall  give  my«elf  the  pleasure 
however,  I  am  willing  to  waive  the 

question  of  fees  for  this  particular  visit,  and  will  wish  you  good 
afternoon.  , 

[She  aoes  oui.Uavina  Lady  Stoxeybboki^  in  acute  discon^ort. 

Lady  S,  {to  hersem.  What  a  terrible  young  woman  I  I  do  trust 
she  won't  make  her  disclosures  too  reco^sable !  And  I  shall  have 
to  find  another  cure  now  I  Insolvency  is  dreadful  enough,  but  with 
insomnia  too!  {To  the  New  Oovemess,  who  enters,)  Oh,  Miss 
Fldcset,  I  was  most  unfavourably  impressed  by  your  French 
accent  to-day  at  lunch.  I  thought  you  told  me  vou  were  almost  a 
Parisian  I 

Miss  F^msey  {with  spirit),  I  took  half  a  dozen  lessons  on  purpose 
to  come  here.    I  really  don't  know  what  more  you  require  I 

Lady  S.  We  won't  discuss  the  question,  but  I  must  ask  you  to 
make  other  arrangements  at  the  end  of  tiie  month. 

Miss  F,  They  are  already  made.  I  was  about  to  inform  you,  dear 
Lady  Stoketbboke,  that  the  puT]x>se  for  which  I  entered  your 
household  is  now  happily  accomplished.  I  don't  know  whether  you 
have  seen  a  series  of  fivelr  and  popidar  sketches  which  are  conung 
out  in  The  Perfect  Lady  just  now,  entitled  **  My  Pupils  andthe& 
Dear  Mammas.  By  an  Amateur  Oovemess."  /am  the  Amateur 
Governess,  and  you  may  like  to  know  that  a  character  sketdi— quite 
one  of  the  most  telling  things  I  have  ever  done— of  your  dau^ter 


DoBOTHT,  with  a  description  of  her  proceedings  in  the  sulks,  and 
her  views  on  yotir  treatment  of  children,  will  appear  in  next 
week's  number.  I  shall  give  myself  the  pleasure  of  forwarding  you 
an  early  copy. 

Lady  8.  (gasping).  Upon  my  word !  And  you  propose  to  mention 
my  daughter  and  me  by  name  ? 

Miss  F,  Well,  I  have  thought  very  caref ullv  over  that,  and,  on 
the  whole,  I  have  decided  that,  while  it  is  tiie  duty  of  a  journalist 
to  suppress  no  facts  that  are  material,  there  may  be  occasions  when 
she  is  lustified  in  using  her  discretion.  You  have  treated  me  fairly 
well  during  my  stav  here,  although  I  cannot  but  think  that  a 
governess  has  a  moral  and  inalienable  right  to  breakfast  in  bed  and 
receive  her  male  friends  in  the  drawing-room  at  all  hours.  However, 
I  shall  not  go  bevond  initials  in  your  case.  I  am  leaving  at  onoe ;  so 
perhaps,  while  I  am  retting  my  things  together,  you  will  kindly 
write  me  a  cheaue  tor  my  month's  salary,  to  which  I  need  not 
remind  you  I  am  legally  entitled.  [She  goes  out. 

Lady  8.  (wringing  her  hands),  A  cheque,  with  my  balance  over- 
drawn as  it  is,  oh  dear,  oh  dear  I     What  a  mercv  my  dear  boy 

Habtupp  is  about  to  repair  our 
shattered  fortunes  by  an  alliance  with 
a  lovely  and  incredibly  wealthy  Colonial 
giri,  who,  according  to  him.  is  the 
dearest  and  most  delightful  of  ner  sex ! 
So  nice  and  unexpected  of  the  dear 
fellow,  for  he  never  was  mercenary ! 
Didn't  he  say  he  was  going  to  bring 
her  this  artemoon  to  make  my 
acquaintance?  Perhaps  I  had  better 
receive  her  in  the  big  drawing-room. 
I'U— yes,  I  '11  teU  them  to  light  a  fire 
therelij 

,ScEK£  U,—The  Big  Drawing- 
room.    Later. 

Miss  Grade  Oumtrey  {taking  her 
leave^  after  having  been  effusively  weU 
corned  as  the  future  daughter-in- 
law).  I'm  sure  you're  very  kind, 
Ladv  Stonetbboke  ;  you  almost  make 
me  ieel  as  if  I  oughtn^t  to  have  come. 
But  I  simply  couldnH  resist  the  chance 
of  this  extra  **  copy." 

Lady  Stoneybroke  and  Hartupp 
Stoneybroke.  Extra  copy !  Of  what  t 
Miss  O,  {^modestly).  Perhaps  I  should 
have  mentioned  before  that  I  am  under 
contract  with  a  Colonial  syndicate  to 
do  a  series  entitled  *'How  Patricians 
Pop.  By  a  Girl  they  Proposed  to." 
Your  dear  son  is  number  eleven.  I 
shall  complete  the  series— most  pro- 
bably—with the  dozen. 

Hartupp  S.  {cnuhed).  And  aU  this 
time  you  have  been  merely  trifling 
with  me ! 

Miss  G.  (trt'M  angelic  sweetness). 
Trifling!  iVo,  Ha&tctpp,  you  cannot 
do  me  the  injustice  to  beheve  that  I 
idiould  have  encouraged  you — as  I 
admit  I  did — except  for  purely  pro- 
fessional purposes.  It  was  necessary 
of  forwarding  you  an  early  copy.**  to  immolate    you  upon  the  altar  of 

Journalistic  Enterprise,  that  is  alL 
and  I  think  even  you  yourself  will  be  struck  oy  the  spirit  ana 
the  absolute  fidelity  with  which  I  have  reproduced  the  exact  manner 
and  terms  of  your  proposal.  There  was  a  deliciously  fatuous  inanity, 
too,  about  some  of^your  endearing  epithets  during  our  brief  engage- 
ment, which  was  all  your  own,  and  is  certain  to  make  a  hit  and 
boom  the  whole  series.  So  it  is  not  without  gratitude  that  I  ter- 
minate an  episode  which,  to  myself  at  least,  has  been  both  pleasant 
and  profitable.    Farewell !    Do  not  forget  me  altogether ! 

[She  goes  out. 
Lady  8.  My  boy,  my  boy.  try  to  bear  this  blow !    Keflect    She 
may  not  be  an  heiress  after  all  I 
Hartupp  8.  As  if  it  was  only  her  money  I    And  yet.  Mother,  we 

must  ffet  money,  or  else [He  goes  out. 

Laay  8.  {to  herself,  gloomily).  Or  the  Stgnetbbokbs  will  come  to 
a  complete  smash  I  FortunatSy,  I  am  in  corre^ndence  with  the 
daughter  of  a  Chicago  millionaire,  a  Miss  Chlob  CnnrEBiiKG.  who 
wants  a  chaperon  to  introduce  her  to  the  best  society.  I  think  I 
could  do  it  lor  five  thousuid  pounds— and  extras.  I  hate  the  idea, 
but  what  can  I  do  P  {Re-enter  Miss  Gumtbet.J  That  dreadful 
girl  again !  {To  Miss  Gumtbet,  with  a  reaction  of  hope.)  Ah,  you 
do  lova  Hajitupp  after  all,  then! 

Miss  G.  Love!  We  have  no  time  for  all  that  noosenifr— «zo6pt  as 
*— — jitig&d  by    ■ 


Fbbruart  3,  1894.] 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVAEI. 


53 


whom  I  We  been  in  correspondence,— as  Miss  Chloe  Chitterliwo  of 
Chicago,  you  know.  I  thonght  tou  might  be  interested  to  hear  that 
your  reply  (which  is  admirably  cnaracteristic  and  full  of  unconscious 
humour)  will  probably  appear  shortly  in  a  first-class  Society  weekly 
which  is  taking  up  the  question  '*  Are  Chaperons  Cheap  To-day  ?  " 

Ladu  S.  {writhing).  My  letter  was  headed  "Private  and  Confi- 
dential!" 

Mi89  G,  I  know  that ;  it  was  trustful  of  you,  but  we  Lady 
Journalists  are  not  without  a  sense  of  honour.  No  indication  of  the 
writer's  identity  will  be  given  (relief  and  gratitude  froin  Lady 
Stonetbboke),  except,  of  course,  the  address.  (Lady  Stonetbbose 
has  a  fit.)    As  you  seem  rather  pre-occupied,   I  will  intrude  no 


the  iournal  she  represents, — ^Woman  is  as  mudh  Man's  superior 
as  she  is  in  everytning  else !    Good  afternoon  I 

[^She  goes  out^  leaving  Lady  Stoihsybboke  in  convuhiom. 


copy— nowadays.    No,  I  came  back  because  I  suddenly  recollected  moved  by  the  diabolical  impulse  that  sometimes  afflicts  them,  would 
that  you  *re  one  of  the  fifteen  hundred  members  of  the  peerage  with '  insist  on  going  wrong.    If  we  stood  forward,  with  all  poper  regard 

"  "for  wind  and  every  other  circumstance,  streams  of  featnered  demons 

kept  whirring  back  where  Johnsoh,  the  sporting  solicitor,  missed 
them  with'  a  genial  regularity  that  nothing  could  disturb.  It  we  left 
our  best  guns  back,  as  we  did  eventually  in  desperation,  Johnsoh,  who 
was  placed  forward,  again  stood  under  a  canopy  of  pheasants,  and 
shot,  with  brilliant  success,  into  the  gaps.  The  host  was  furious, 
the  keeper  was  in  sombre  despair,  the  good  shots  were  depressed, 
otIj  Johnson  was  jubilant.  On  such  occasions  the  only  theory 
which  is  accepted  as  explaining  the  catastrophe  is  one  that  imputes 
a  malignant  cunning  to  the  birds.  This  is  tne  kind  of  conversation 
you  will  hear. 

Host  {at  the  end  of  the  heat).  Done  again,  by  the  living  Jingo ! 
Did  you  ever  see  such  infernal  birds?  I  Ve  shot  this  wood  on  the 
same  plan  for  ^\e  years,  and  I  'ye  never  known  the  birds  to  go  that 
way.    It 's  perfectly  sickening. 

The  Keeper.  Ah,  they've  fairly  beat  us  this  time.  Sir.  Pity  you 
didn't  leave  the  two  Captains  back  as  I  asked  you.  They  'd  'ave  'ad 
first-rate  shootin'. 

A  Gun,  Oh,  it's  no  good  calculating  on  these  pheasants  doing 
anything  for  certain.  Do  you  think  they  don't  know  what  we  want 
them  to  do  ?  Of  course  tney  do,  and  tney  jolly  well  make  up  their 
minds  to  beit  us.  They  're  just  as  blessed  cunning  as  they  make  'em. 
Nothing  beats  an  old  cock-pheasant  for  cunning.  Why,  when  I 
was  shooting  with  Jack  Bailey  the  other  day,  we  only  got  twenty- 
five  out  of  nis  best  wood,  where  we  ought  to  haye  got  about  150 
{and  80  on,  with  the  usual  reminiscence  of  a  sporting  disappoint- 
ment), 

^ost,  You^re  quite  right.  Pheasants  are  the  knowingest  brutes 
that  ever  fiew. 

You  have  only  ffot  to  substitute  grouse  or  partridge  for  pheasants, 
and  you  have  in  tne  above  dialogue  a  formula  that  will  fit  every  case. 

And  so  farewell  till  next  season,  ye  guns,  oartridees,  shooting- 
lunches,  muffed  birds,  lost  birds,  winged  oirds,  ^er  dogs,  liable  to 
your  masters'  anger,  ye  beaters,  hot  in  pursuit  of  the  innocent 
Dunny,  ye  keepers,  men  of  sterling  quality  both  in  skill  and  in  the 
tips  we  offer  you,  farewell,  a  brief  farewell  to  all  of  you.  Heaven 
prosper  all  good  footers  in  the  intervaL 


FIELD    AND    COVERT. 

{First  of  February  RsfUdions,) 

Farewell,  for  a  space,  my  gallant  hammerless  ejector !   Farewell, 
0  cartridge  miff,  seasoned  by  wind  and  rain !    Farewell  gaiters. 


shooting  m>ots,  Knickerbocker  oreeches  I    The  end  of  the  seawn  has 
come,  and  I  shall  require  you  no  more  for  the  present.    What  a 

season  it  hju  been  I  Grouse 
Plentiful,  partridge  abun-> 
diant,  pheasants  as  strong  and 
tall  as  the  heart  of  a  mode- 
rate shooter  can  desire,  or 
his  uncertain  aim  attain  to ; 
swarms  of  hares  in  defiance 
of  mournful  prophecies  of 
extinction  given  lorth  year 
by  year  by  those  who  see  in 
the  Ground  Game  Act  the 
death  of  sport,  and  look  upon 
Sir  "WnjJAM  Habcoubt, 
who  brought  it  in,  as  an  iconoclast  worse  than  any  follower  of  John 
Ekox  ;  here  and  there  a  gUnting  woodcock  to  give  a  spice  of  danger  to 
the  day  and  fill  up  the  ^aps  in  our  shooting  oonyersation :  rabbits  of 
almost  Australian  plentifulness— this  is  the  record  on  wnich  I  look 
baok  as  the  eveninir's  shadows  dose  in  on  the  First  of  February. 

Did  I  shoot  well  P  Hum.  well— ask  me  another.  Did  I  shoot 
badly?  No-o-o,  I  don't  thmk  I  did;  no,  I'm  certain  I  didn't. 
Still,  there  was  one  awful  day,  when  the  pheasants  seemed  to  come 
merely  to  **cock  (or  hen)  a  snook"  at  me,  and  then  sail  away 
unharmed  into  the  distance  in  roite  of  my  two  desipairing  shots. 
But  of  course  I  knew  I  shouldn't  snoot  well  that  day.  I  hf^  slept 
on  a  feather-bed,  which  is  fatal  to  accurate  diootinff,  and  had  eatffli 
devilled  chicken  for  breakfast^  whidi  is  equally  fatal.  Besides,  I  'm 
quite  certain  there  was  something  wrong  with  my  cartridges,  and  there 
was  a  yelping  retriever  who  got  on  my  nerves.  Curious,  he  didn't 
get  on  Dick's  nerves,  and  Dick  is  as  a  rule  more  irritable  than  I  am. 
Perfect  rot,  Dick  trying  to  make  me  belieye  he  had  filled  his 
oartridffe-baflr  by  mistake  with  my  cartridges.  He  couldn't  haye 
done  that,  because  he  shot  extraordinarily  well.  Yet  Dick  was 
never  a  gratuitous  liar.  ^Anyhow,  /  couldn't  hit  anjrthing  that  day. 
The  miserable  recollections,  however,  were  almost  wiped  out  two 
days  afterwards.  Really  flatter  myself  I  held  as  straight  as  t^e 
stnightest  that  day,  and  was  quite  modest  about  it.  Dick,  who  is 
one  of  the  glories  of  the  Gun  Club,  didn't  come  off  that  day.  Much 
annoyed  because  I  wiped  his  eye  three  times  running  at  what  he 
called  **  impossible  biras."  He  said  it  all  came  from  sleeping  on  a 
feather-bed.  but  I  had  slept  on  a  feather-bed  too.  So  it  couldn't 
have  been  that.  But  why,  oh,  whf,  are  rabbits  so  hard  to  shoot  ? 
They  are  small,  of  course,  but  so  is  a  partridge;  and  they  go  yery 
fast,  but  so  does  everjrthing  else,  except  a  land-rail,  and  I  'ye  seen  a 
slow  old  land-rail  flap  the  gauntlet  of  three  Al  shots  without  losing 
so  much  as  a  tail-feather.  **By  gad,"  they  explained,  **^t  was 
a  rum  'un,  but  you  can't  expect  to  hit  a  thing  that  goes  a  yard  an 
hour  when  you've  been  shooting  at  flashes  oflifhtning  all  day." 

Of  all  created  things  rabbits  in  covert  are  tLe  most  perverse  and 
elusive.  They  don't  want  to  be  shot.  Perhaps  that's  natural ;  but 
tiien  they  're  no  sportsmen,  for  they  don't  give  you  the  ghost  of  a 
chance  dt  making  ghosts  of  them.  Yet  Lodkb,  my  friend  Lodkb, 
doesn't  seem  to  feel  this.  He  sees  a  flash  of  wnite  fur  in  the 
thicket,  and,  while  I  'm  wondering  whether  I  ought  to  fire,  baaff  I 
tlie  rabbit's  dead,  and  Looeb's  score  is  increased  by  one.  The 
beggar  doesn't  even  trouble  to  put  his  gun  to  his  ihouder  always. 
It's  not  right 
Anotfaflr  day  stands  out  in  my  memory,  a  day  when  al  t!ie  bLtds, 


TO  PYRRHA. 

"What  if  I  send  you  trinkets,  flowers,  and  gloves ; 
Gbundt  herself  must  grant  we  've  known  each  other 
So  lonff  that  I  emerge  through  tumance- 
loves 
A  negligeable  sort  of  distant  brother. 

Where  is  the  harm,  since  in  soft,  level 
tones. 
While  lavishly  my  floral  gifts   you 
scatter, 
You  say  **  How  pretty !    They  're  from 
Mr.  Jones. 
He  does  these  things,  you  know ;  it 
doesn't  matter. '""^  j^  '"^^ 

Those  little  hands  were  never  made  to    \ 
spurn  '     i 

The  floral  symphonies   from  Covent 
Garden, 
The  dainty  gloves  that  fit  them  to  a 
turn. 
And   plead   the   unromantic  donor's 
pudon. 

E'en  when  the  small  glove  holds  that 
tiny  hand 

We  truly  may  declare  there 's  nothing  in  it  ; 
Such  loyal  tribute  all  may  understand- 
But  ful  would  change  if  others  should  begin  it. 

With  them  indeed  you  'd  rightly  look  austere. 

Chillingly  check  their  offertory  zealous ; 
Not  thati  deem  I  really  am  more  dear. 

Not  that  I  daim  the  right  of  being  jealous. 

Yet  if  presumptuous  posies  offered  be, 

Howe'er  their  worth  and  beauty  may  commend  them. 
Remembering  that  thev  do  not  come  from  me. 

Turn  like  a  pearl  at  bay,  and  rend  the  swine  who  send  them. 


Applied  Mathematics. 
Epbus  beats  ErcLii) !    A  fight  ** on  the  cross," 

Among  j^ugilists,  now  seems  the  eommonest  thing. 
At  *'squanng  the  circle,"  wit's  ^uite  at  a  loss: 

But  there  seems  little  trouble  in  ** squaring'^  the  Ring ! 


Diyili/biiJ  by 


WIFELY   COMFORT. 

**0h  1  HOW  I  WISH  I  'd  taken  toue  advice,  Maeia  !    Three— I  'm  a  Born  Fool  I' 

No,  KO,  DEAEEST  1   You  'VB  ONLY  MADE   YOUBaELF  ONE  1  " 


'''E  DUNNO  WHERE  'E  ARE  I " 

{Tommy  Atkins's  Egrifpiian  Version,) 
Ab-bas  is  well  known  to  everybody, 

Known  all  over  Egypt,  don'^tcher  see : 
IVe  no  fault  to  find  wiv  Ab  at  all, 

When  *e's  as  'e  used  ter  be. 
But,  somehow,  since  a  Khe-dive  'e  *as  bin, 

*E  's  altered  for  the  wust ; 
When  I  see  the  way  'e  treats  old  pals, 

I  am  filled  wiv  nuffing  but  disgust. 
E  sez  'is  Bojers  isn't  class  enuff, 

Ossifers  ain't  on  a  par 
Wiv  'im  I    Thinks  'e  's  sech  a  bloomin'  tofP, 

Though  but  a  kid,  young  Abbas  Pa-shar ! 

Chonts, 

When  *e  tours  the  frontier  province  'e  thinks 
'e's^ine  to  stand  alone; 
Won't  join  in  with  quiet  Johnny  Bull, 
Fancies  Egypt  all  'is  bloomin'  own ; 
As  the  cheek  and  impidence  to  play  the 
Prince  Pooh-Bah. 
Since  Ab-bas  came  into  the  Ehediviate, 
Why,  'e  dunno  where  'e  are  I 

'E  once  was  worry  fond  o'  pkyin'  at  sojers, 

But  now  'e's  not  a  biby  on  all  fours; 
Now  'e  Clucks  of  **  ineffidenoy," 

And  thinks  off  Eitchensb  'e  scores. 
£  want  to  "  discipline  "  the  native  force 

Take  my  word  they  'd  mizzle  if  'e  did. 
Fine  show  they'd  make  agin  blaok  Fuzzv- 

Wuz,  ' 

,T.^  oa  by  a  little  angry  kid  I 
E  'd  cheek  a  Cbover  or  a  Kitchener, 

Show  'is  discontent  with  the  Sirdar, 
Kicks  agin  the'army  at  ^hich  'is  friends  'ave 
toiled, 

Which  plainly  shows  'e  dunno  where  'e  are. 


'Ad  'e  bin  up  at  El  Teb  'ow  'e'd  'ave  jibbed 
at  standing  all  alone ; 
Wished  'e  'd  got  a  troo^  of  Tommies  near. 
When  afore  the  Fuzzies  'is  'ad  fiown. 
'As  the  cheek  and  impidence  to  wi^  our 
work  to  mar. 
Since   Ab^bab  came  out   with   quite   a 
little  splosh. 
Why,  'e  dunno  where  'e  are  I 

See  'im  stormin'  at  the  Egypters, 

Makin'  *em  "  support "  the  old  wrong  wy, 
Whereat  our  ossifers  mutt  do  a  grin, 

Larf  as  if  they  're  fit  ter  die  I 
^E  make  sojers  of  the  fellahin  ? 

'-E  teach  troops  the  art  o'  war? 
See  'ow  'is  fust  commands  'ave  muddled  'em 

Till  thej  dunno  where  they  are ! 
Quite  plain  we  must  put  the  stopper  on. 

Why  'e's  wuss  than  was  'is  old  grandpar I 
Wants  to  kid  us,  though  'e's  but  a  kid. 
Which  shows  the  josser  dunno  where  'e  are  I 
Chorus, 
Wouldn't  'e  be  "up  a  tree"  if  we  let  'im 
stand  alone  P 
Wouldn't  France  and  Fuzzy  make  a  rod  ? 
'Ow  they'd  prick  thebladaer  'e 'ad  blown! 
'As  the  cheek  and  impidence  to  wish  J.  B. 
tar-tar  I 
Since  Ab-bas  went  to  see  'is  soo-zer-rain, 
Why,  'e  dunno  where  'e  are  I 

"Fbench  as  she  18  spoke"  at  Daly's 
Theatbe. — ^Whenever  it  unfortunately  may 
happen  that  Miss  Ada  Rehan  is  not  in  the 
cast,  they  say  of  the  piece  **  fa  nefera  Re- 
han"  which,  being  translated,  means  that 
the  play  is  one  *'  of  no  importance." 


"ONE  OR  TWO  MOST  PATHETIC  LINES." 

Dear  Me.   Punch,— I  beg  to  send  you 
some  passages  of  real  pathos,  which  were 
quite  unaccountably   crowded   out   of    the 
*^  Anthology  of  Woe,"  in  the   PaU  Mai/ 
Gazette  of  this  week.      Yours  tearfully, 
Heraclittjs  OtncMiDeE. 
The  Coffin,  Harrow-on-ihe-Hill, 
January  26. 

. . .  'Tis  lost,  and  for  ever,  my  splendid 
original  joke  I  C.  S.  Calveelky. 


You  too  muchey  laugh  I    What  for  sing  P 


Topside  galan  I 
Excelswr  {Hong-Kong  Edition), 

^  Hirr  yii  Hfu  r\K\  fUpweyy, 
t2AX  ScuAiT  Mr  kwwfip, 

HOXE-B. 

Yare  ish  dot  barty  now? 

Hans  Bkeitiiann. 

I  believed  her  faith— less 
Af — terr  the  ball  I 

Contemporary  Poet, 

Now  'e  's  got  a  bit  o'  splosh  .... 
'£  dunno  where  'e  are  I         Ditto. 

Barbara,  oelarent,  darii  f  erioque,  prioris : 
Cesare,  camestres,  festinq,  baroko,  seoundsD. 
ViEO.,  JEn,,  Bk.  XIV, 

01  01  01 
Shaxspeare,  OtheUo,  Act  T.,  Scene  2. 

Poor  Tray  chaimant  I 
Poor  Tray  de  mon  ami  I 

Inoolbsby,  The  Cynotaph. 
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ENCOURAGING. 

Nervous  Man  {w?io  hires  his  ffunUn),  **Kkow  antthino  about  this  Make!    Rinobonb  tells  me  she's  as  clever  as  a  Man  !" 
Friend,  **  Clever  as  a  Man  ?    Clever  as  a  Woman  more  like  it  1    Seen  her  plat  some  fine  old  Games  with  two  or 
THREE  Fellows,  I  can  tell  tou  ! " 


MISUNDERSTOOD. 

{A  Story  of  the  Kew  Profession,) 
Chapter  XCIV.— TA«  Truth  at  Last 

"And  now  you  know  the  secret  of  my  life.    Can  you  forgive 
me?" 

And  in  an  agony  ^f  tears,  but  not  remorse,  Frederick  tlirew  him- 
self at  the  feet  of  Lady  Maud. 

**  But  it  is  all  so  strange,"  replied  the  nobly-born  maiden,  dazed 
and  wandering ;  **  so  unnatural — so  wrong ! " 

**No,  not  wrong,"  cried  I^rkderick,  rising  to  his  feet;  **not 

wrong,  darling.    I  acted  ^m  the 

purest  motives.     My  every  word, 

my  everjr  thought,  my  every  deed. 

were   guided    By   conscience,    ana 

conscience    alone.     I    know    that 

C^^  li\     JD^       -.^Ti     there  is   a  prejudice   against  the 

%^^/J)fu^^M.  ^  profession.    1  know  that  by  manv 

^v^Sslim^^  fifi        ™y   career  would   be  conaemnea. 

How  little  do  the  gentlemen  of 
England  who  sit  at  home  at  ease 
know  the  danger  of  the  official 
detective." 

**  You  have  found  a  prettier 
name  for  your  calling  than  that 
usually  bestowed  upon  it,"  an- 
swered the  now  weepinflr  girl,  not 
without  bitterness.  ^*  I  nave  heard 
you,  and  such  as  you,  described  as 
spies  I " 

"  And  why  not  ?  "  cried  Frederick,  proudly.  '*  I  am  a  spy,  and 
I  glory  in  it  I  claim  to  be  the  protector  of  the  community.  It  is 
throi^h  my  efforts  that  the  good  and  true  live  in  safety.  It  is  through 
my  entorts  that  crime  meets  its  just  reward.  Without  my  intellect 
to  serve  the  cause  of  virtue,  innocence  would  be  vanquishea  and  vice 
trinmphant." 

She  was  evidently  influenced  by  his  splendid  vindication  of  his  (to 

put  it  mildly)  unpopular  calling.   Btillahewouldnot  rive  in— at  first 

''But  was  it  night  to  betray  your  undo  P"  ahesobbedout    **And 


'  do  you  call  it  kind  to  hand  over  your  grandmother  to  those  who  live 
linScoUandYard?" 

I     **  And  why  not?"  he  answered.    **  Both  of  my  misguided  rela- 
tions were  guilty ;  the  fact  was  proved  up  to  the  nilt  at  their  trials. 
I  And  if  the  fact  of  my  blood-connection  with  them  procured  me 
access  to  their  private  papers,  surely  you,  as  a  good  citizen,  a  regular 
ratepayer,  ought  to  rejoice,  not  utter  expressions  of  regret  I  " 

She  was  still  hesitating.    Then  she  spoke. 

**  My  dear,"  she  murmured,  **  it  is  not  because  I  do  not  love  you 
that  I  refrain  from  falling  into  your  arms.  I  do  love  you,  with  all 
my  heart." 

**  My  own  I "  cried  Frederick,  rushing  towards  her. 

**No,  stay  and  hear  me  out.  I  have  suspected  your  profession 
from  the  first ;  and  I  have  been  proud  of  your  success.  But,  love,  I 
was  obliged  to  be  cold  and  distant,  because  I  too  was " 

I* Not  another  word!  "  he  cried,  taking  her  in  his  arms,  and  im- 
printing a  kiss  upon  her  brow.  **  My  darling ;  as  the  law>'ers  say,  it 
might  be  used  at  your  trial." 

*^  My  trial!"  she  faltered. 

**Nay,  darling,  look  not  at  me  with  those  piteous,  pleading  eyes. 
We  both  have  our  duty  to  i)erform,  and  we  must  peilorm  it  bravely. 
You  have  guessed  riehtly.  I  have  known  your  story  from  the  first. 
Yes,  darling,  while  I  was  basking  in  the  glorious  summer  of  your 
smile,  while  I  was  in  an  ecstacy  at  the  sound  of  your  silvery 
voice,  I  was  yet  attending  to  business." 

**  And  my  letters?"  she  gasped  out. 

"Are  no  longer  in  my  possession.  They  have  been  sent  to  the 
proper  quarter.  And  now,  darling,  bear  it  bravely—bear  it  bravely, 
for  my  sake." 

**ph,  Frederick,  Frederick,  I  cannot  give  you  up! "  she  said, 
jMuuionately.  '*It  is  now  doubly  hard  to  lose  you.  Oh,  my  love, 
oh.  my  love,  you  shall  not  go  I " 

**  I  must,  darling."  And,  gently  disengaging  his  hands,  he  blew 
a  whistle,  and,  with  a  heavy  sigh,  left  his  beautiful  (but  now 
fainting)  burden  in  the  custody  of  the  police. — the  end. 

H.E.H.  Prdtcess  Louise  played  Mrs,  Booty  in  Tom  Taylor's 
Helping  jffands.  As  a  Lord-in-waiting-for-an-opportunity  ob- 
served, "  It  was  a  Booty-ful  performance  I^*  - 
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THE  CNARCE  AGAINST  THE 
OLD  BRICADL 

{A  Cfynic  an  CefUenariana,) 

[**  Nerer  was  a  time,  Bare  that  of 
the  patriarchs,  so  infested  bjcentena- 
riaUB  as  the  present.  One  eannot 
open  a  newsnaper  but  either  male  or 
female  of  uis  class  is  boasting  of 
their  health  and  strength,  and  of  the 
possession  of  all  the  faculties  for  in- 
conyeniencing  their  fellow-creatures. 
. . .  The  man  who  plumes  himself 
upon  his  own  antiquity  is  intoler- 
able."—Jambs  Payk.] 

I. 

All  a  lie,  all  a  lie  I 

Eighty  or  onward  [Death 

Bng    they  have  dodged  King 

Up  to  One  Hundred. 
"Bother  the  Old  Brigade  I" 
'*  Drat  their  old  gums  I "  he  said. 
Trust  not  the  man  who  saith 

He  is  One  Hundred  I 

n. 
Humbnc[8,  the  Old  Brigade  I 
Old  age  is  now  a  trade. 
Well  the  old  fibbers  know 

Records  haye  blunder'd : 
Theirs  not  in  f aots  to  pry, 
Or  search  the  registry ; 
Theirs  but  to  liye,  and  lie. 
Boasting  they  'ye  bested  Death 

Till  they  're  One  Hundred. 

m. 
"  Centuries  "  to  right  of  us  I 
"Centuries"  to  Irft  of  us! 
"  Centuries  "  in  front  of  us  I 

Yauntings  are  thunder'd. 
On  porridge,  so  they  tell, 
Wisely  they  've  lived  and  well, 
Champing  their  jaws  at  death — 
By  making  life  a  hell 

Till  they  're  One  Hundred. 

IV. 

Gums  toothless,  oraniums  bare, 
Smoking  not,  toping  ne'er, 
GhiUing  the  gohe-moucheB  there. 
We've  seen  them  swelling,  while 
All  the  world  wonder'd. 


''UN  P^BX  DE  FAIULLE  EST  CAPABLE  DE  TOUTI" 

Son  and  Heir,   **  I  say,  Governob,  Mother  tells  me  you  *ve 

JUST  SEEK  ELECTED  A  MEMBER  OF  THE   '  FlY-BY-NiOHTS  '  1  " 

PaUr/amHiaa.  **  So  I  have  1  " 

Son  and  Heir,  **  Why,  I  *VE  heard  you  say  it  's  the  most 
disreputable  Club  in  London— a  regular  Gambling  Hell  ! " 

PaUr/amilias.  **So  IT  is!" 

Son  and  Heir,  "Then  why  on  earth  did  foit  join  rrl" 

Palerfamilias,  '^To  blackball  tou^  my  boy— when  tour  Name 
COMBS  UP  for  Election  1 " 


Plunging,  bath-ice  they  broke. 
On  sBlly  fed,  and  toke. 
Forswearing  swig  and  smoke, 

Flaunting  and  fussing  I 
Oh,  it 's  beyond  ajoke ! 
Go  home,  eat  chaft— and  coke ! 
You  '11  live  a  century  and 

Never  need  **  nussing  " ! 
This  centenarian  craze, 
Worshin  of  mere  old  age, 

Grand,  or— well,  t'omer, 
Is  getting  quite  a  bore, 

A  beastly  bother  I 
Just  living  to  five  score 

Isn't  a  virtue ! 
Life— if  you  call  it  life. 
Shunning  wine,  whiff,  or  wife, 

Lest  they  should  hurt  you — 
Is  a  mere  sneaking  selL 
And  then  the  lies  they  tell ! 
Bonoitr  the  Old  Brigade  ? 

Bosh  I    Men  have  olunder'd 
Taking  their  tales  for  truth. 
No,  let  us  honour  Youth, 
Youth— at  whatever  ape, 
Not  the  half-starved  snam  sage, 
Who,  dull  as  owl  in  cage, 

Crank^^  faddist,  dodderer, 

Knowing  no  noble  stir. 

Body  strong,  soul  decayed. 

Boss  of  the  Old  Brigade, 
Lives — or  declares  he  doe* — 

Up  to  One  Hundred ! 


Illustration  of  what  is  meant 
by  '*  A  Member  of  the  Church 
Militant,"— evidently  the  Abbe 
ScHNisiLt,  who,  says  the  Times^ 
'  *  has  proved  that  he  can  manufac- 
ture an  explosive  powder  capable 
of  jperf  orating  at  a  hundred  yards 
thirty-four  steel  plates,"  &c.,  &c. 
Does  he  put  some  of  uds  powder 
into  his  sermons?  If  so,  evenr 
shot,  if  well  directed,  ought  to  tell, 
and  go  straight  to  the  heart 


Early  Announcement.— New 
book  inpreparationfornextChrist- 
mas : — The  Mince- Pie-rate,  By 
the  Author  of  The  Iron  Pirate, 


STRICTLY  ACCORDING  TO  PRECEDENT. 

{A  Fragmtnl  from  the  coming  Colonial  History,) 

The  Managing  Director  of  the  Universal  Colonisation  Company 
was  seated  in  his  sanctum  when  the  General  and  the  Admiral 
visited  him. 

**  You  have  seen  the  news  P"  asked  the  soldier. 

'*  And  know  the  gravity  of  the  situation  ?"  queried  the  sailor. 

**  Certainly  "  returned  the  officiaL  *^*The  native  forces  on  the 
west  coast  of  tJndisooveredia  have  mutinied." 

**Yes,"  said  the  soldier ;  **and  threaten  every  moment  to  invade 
the  colony.    It  is  a  serious  crisis  I " 

**  And  propose  to  level  to  the  ground  all  the  European  factories," 
put  in  the  sailor.    ** The  position  is  distinctly  criticall " 

*'Not  impossible,"  returned  the  Managing  Director.  '*But  how 
can  you  help  me,  gentlemen  P  " 

**  By  taking  ever  an  Army  Corps— subject  to  the  sanction  of  the 
War  Office,"  responded  the  GeneraL 

**  By  sailing  awav  from  England  with  a  fleets-subject  to  the  per- 
mission of  Whitehall,"  replied  the  Admiral. 

**  And  how  long  would  all  this  take  ?  "  asked  the  officiaL 

"  Well,  I  think  I  could  get  the  fleet  there  in  about  six  months," 
murmured  the  sailor,  after  considering  the  delays  of  oommissioning 
and  other  formalities. 

'*  And  I  might  manage  my  part  of  the  business  in  somethinff  like 
a  year,"  suggested  the  soldier,  who  knew  that  there  was  a  good  deal 
of  red-tane  in  the  cellars  of  Pall  MalL 

"  Well,  gentlemen,"  exclaimed  the  Manasdng  Director,  *'  I  must 
thank  you  on  behalf  of  mv  company  for  your  land  offer  of  assistance, 
but  I  feel  we  cannot  avail  ourselyes  of  your  oourte«y.  We  prefer  to 
do  without  yoiu" 


**  Almost  rude."  muttered  the  soldier,  as  he  made  his  exit. 

**  Scarcely  civil,"  whispered  the  sailor,  as  he  took  his  departure. 

Then^  when  the  two  warriors  had  gone,  the  official  spoke  through 
a  speaking-tube. 

*^  Be  good  enough,"  he  said  to  a  clerk  in  attendance,  **  to  telephone 
to  the  coast,  and  request  the  District  Manager  to  put  the  insurrec- 
tion in  the  hands  of  the  local  police." 

•*  Certainly,  Sir,"  returned  the  derk. 

So  the  necessary  message  was  sent,  and  the  customary  steps  were 
taken,  and,  as  usual,  the  rising  was  put  down  by  the  strong  hand  of 
the  law. 

And  (also),  as  usual,  this  satisfactory  result  was  attained  without 
the  assistance  of  the  Imperial  power. 


Sarah  Bubdha-ing  out  again.—**  The  Divine  Sara  "  has  evi- 
dently got  something  of  everything,  and  something  from  everywhere, 
in  the  new  very  tragical-poetical  plav  written  for  her  by  Messrs. 
Stlvestrb  and  Moranb,  entitled  IzepI,  The  gaiety,  levity,  passion, 
wild  love  of  the  courtesan  and  the  inspired  devotion  of  the  fanatic, 
physical  suffering,  torture,  rage,  madness,  despair,  stabbing,  ^ing 
blind,  a  thrilling  death-scene,  and  a  saintly  angehc  apotheosis,  go 
far  to  exhaust  the  possibilities  of  any  drama,  past,  present,  or  to 
come,  and  do  not  leave  many  crumbs  of  dramatic  comfort  for  the 
lesser  talents,  be  tJiey  actors  or  authors.  Quite  in  her  old  form 
again,  or  rather  young  form  again,  is  Sara  B.  I 


•*  Inharmonious."— A  highly-wrought  poet  observes  that,  being 
impressed  with  the  **etenial  fitness  of  things"  generaUy,  he 
aotoally  shudden  at  the  mare  idea  of  having  to  eat  an  Under- 
ground Artichoke  when  travelling  by  The  OverlaiLd  Route. 


Fbbruabt  3,  1894.] 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHAEIVAEL 


59 


m  THE  stul-eook. 

A  McUwood  Madrigal. 

[Sir  William  Habcourt, 
adaressing  his  constituents  at 
Derby,  was  "  heckled »'  by  a  Mr. 
PuacBLL  as  to  whether  he 
**  would  redeem  his  promise  by 
inserting  a  clause,  in  the 
Budget  he  is  anxiously  prepar- 
ing, "  for  the  payment  of  Mem- 
bers." In  reply  he  said,  "The 
gentleman  who 'asks  this  ques- 
tion must  accept  the  same  answer 
which  he  had  given  in  the 
House  of  Commons  oyer  and 
over  again,  namely,  that  it  was 
contrary  to  his  duty  to  state  in 
the  month  of  January  what  he 
was  going  to  do  in  the'Budget  in 
the  month  of  April."— 2ii»wf* 
Itepwrt,'\ 

hiBr-''  Simon  the  CeUar^^ 
Dame  Habcoitsta  stands  in 

her  own  Still-room, 
And  a  Matron  sly  is  she, 
Though  iust  now  she  seems 

ina  oit  of  afome. 
Is  she  thinking  of  Rose- 

BEBtE? 

For  there  are  strange  whis- 
pers  about   the    back- 
stair, 
Of  bothers  abroad,  and  that 

bogey  the  **  Scare." 
Now,  Habcovbta  says  that 

bi^  measures  cost  gold. 
And  without  a  good  fii^B  the 
best    Still   must   grow 
cold. 

But  ho!  ho!  ho! 
JoHir  Bull  would  know 
How  far  the  big  tax  on  his 
poeket  will  go ! 

Dame      Habcoubta's 

*'  friends  "    have   svLp- 

plied  her  large  store 
Of    **  radical   extracts"— 

all  free  !- 
Herbs,    cordials,    and    who 

can     say    now     many 

more? 
But  a  wary  old  soul  is  she. 
Of  old-fasnioned   nostrums 

she  nerer  doth  fail. 
And  year  after  vear  drastic 

doses  prevail ; 


Fl\AMtE 


PREPARING    FOR   THE    BUDGET. 

Dame  Harcourta  in  the  Still-boom. 


And  she— like  the  rest  of  'em — ever  hath  found 
There 's  safety  in  Sevenpence — or  more — ^in  tko  Pound ! 

Butho!ho!ho! 

Bull's  looks  do  show 
That  strong  dose  too  oft  to  his  lips  may  go ! 

For  Still-room  Reforms,  the  Dame's  critics  all  swear, 

Time  clamours,  and  cnances  are  rife ; 
And  Habcovbta  often  is  heard  to  declare  : 
**  With  the  greatest  pleasure  in  life  I ! ! " 
But  Habcouhta  (so  the  Rads  say)  is  all  tongue, 
And  she 's  not  very  simple,  and  not  very  young ; 
So  somehow  it  ends  with  a  shake  of  her  head. 
Ajid  Habcoubta  brews  the  **  Old  Mixture  "  instead : 
Whileho!  ho!  ho! 
She  will  chudde  and  crow, 
"  Wbat !  tell  Still-room  secreto-ye^  f  No,  no,  no  I " 

QrEBT.— Parish  Councils  Bill  passed  Seoond  Reading  in  House  of 
Lords.  If  Peers,  though  disliking  BilL  d^er to theu>mmons,  and 
pass  it,  will  that  make  the  Bill  an  Act  ot  oourtesy  P 

**  Made  rs  Gebmajht."— Of  a  certain  sweet  singer  from  Dresden 
it  may  be  said,  she  was  **  maid"  in  Germany,  **  engaged"  in  Eng- 
land, and  there  married. 

New  Peovebb  fob  cub  Naval  Authobities.— Do  not  spoil  the 
ship  for  a  ha'porth  (or  so)  of— Tar*  / 


BUDGET  FANCIES. 

(Signao/the'^TirMS.") 

Deab  Sib,— Will  you  allow 
me  to  give  some  reasons  why 
cycles  should  be  taxed?  The 
prop(MBal  I  know  is  old,  but 
I  venture  to  think  that  the 
reasons  now  advanced  will 
hardier  be  open  to  the  same 
objection. 

^1.  By  redudng  the  num- 
ber of  ovdes  it  would  ^e 
the  Employers'  Liabilitv  Bill) 
tend  to  diminish  the  loss  of 
human  life  and  limb.  Babies 
are  frequently  brushed  off  the 
spokes  after  long  rides  (see 
published  works  of  Mr. 
Babbt  Tain), 

2.  It  would  enormously  in- 
crease the  number  of  oydes 
used,  and  thus  incidentally 
send  all  the  unemployed  to 
Coventry  to  make  them. 
What  a  man  pays  for  that 
he  appreciates.  He  who  is 
by  nature  cold  to  cycles 
would  buy  one  if  taxed. 

3.  All  allusions  to  cycles 
in  popular  songs  would  be 
taxed.  This  would  act  re- 
tros]^tively.  The  amount 
obtamed  from  *' A  Bicycle 
made  for  Two  "  would  in  all 
probability  be  enough  to  buy 
enough  smps  for  a  hundred 
years  to  come. 

I  am  aware  that  reasons  1 
and  2  apparently  oonflict,  but 
it  is  the  mark  of  a  really 
great  cause  that  it  should  be 
supiported  for  absolutely  op- 
posite reasons.  I  commend 
ray  scheme  to  a  perplexed 
Chancellor. 

Yours  contentedly. 
Not  a  Wheel-Made  Mak. 

P.S.  Of  course  the  tax 
would  include  the  **  cycle  of 
Cathay." 

Deab  Mb.  Punch,— It's 
time  for  those  who  don't 
want  to  be  swept  away  by 
the  incoming  tide  of  Democ- 
racy to  assert  themselves. 
Some  shout  themselves  hoarse  for  a  Free  Breakfast  Table ;  why  not 
a  Free  Dinner  Table P  It's  dearly  much  the  moro  statesmanlike 
proposal  of  the  two.  There  are  millions  who  don't  care  a  rap  for 
breakfast,  but  where  is  there  a  man  or  woman  who  is  content  not  to 
dine  P  I  don't  know  what  we  have  for  dinner  that 's  taxed  (I  never 
could  do  political  eoonomy)  except  champagne  and  d^ars.  But 
what  moro  need  be  said  P  To  eat  is  human,  to  drink  wine  divine. 
I  leave  the  matter  thero.  At  any  rate  it  can't  be  said  I  've  neglected 
my  duty.       One  Who  tbeats  DnrvEB  as  a  Matteb  of  Coubses. 

Deab  Sib,— I  see  the  Chancellob  op  the  Excheqiteb  has  to  ruse 
a  lot  of  money.  I  have  a  suggestion.  And  really  in  these  unimagin- 
ative times  I  consider  it  a  most  brilliant  one.  It  occurred  to  me  sud- 
denly, and  as  suddenlv  I  ceased  to  romember  it.  And  this  statement 
of  facts  has  temporarily  driven  the  notion  from  my  head.  What  was 
itP  Ah,  I  have  it!  We  aro  all  nothing  if  not  forgetful,  and 
my  proposal  is  that,  as  often  as  we  forget  anvthing,  we  should — 
tax  our  memories.  It's  a  tax  which  would  nave  the  advantage 
of  being  absolutely  fair  in  its  incidence,  ainoe  the  classes  and 
masses  would  alike  be  affected.  I  am  aware  thero  would  be 
difficulties  in  collecting  it.  That  I  would  meet  in  this  way— those 
who  forget  should  be  left  themsdves  to  send  in  their  memory- tax  to 
the  Tr^uury.  The  conscience-money  realised  in  this  wav  would 
alone,  I  am  convinced,  pay  at  least  the  interest  on  the  National 
Debt  I  present  Sir  William  Habcoxtbt  with  idea  on  one  con- 
dition—that I  shall  be  at  liberty  to  foraret  to  send  my  conscience- 
money  without  taxing  mv  memory.  That's  a  little  difficult  to 
follow,  but  I  assuro  you  it's  financially  sound. 

Yours,  taxing-your-intelleot,  ^.  .  One^ho  Doesn't  Mind. 
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PLEASE   TO   REMEMBER   THE   WAITER." 

**All  right.  Sir  !    My  fault  !" 


CIVIS  IN  RUEE. 

When  the  dweller  in  a  town 
Is  induced  to  venture  down 

For  a  week. 
How  the  country  jpeopie  grin 
At  the  fix  which  he  is.in 

Should  he  speak  I 

Though  the  growing  of  tha 

crops 
And  the  picking  of  the  hops 

Yearly  come. 
Like  the  cuttinsr  of  the  nay, 
With  so  much  for  them  to  say, 

He  is  dumb. 

He  at  times  seems  unaware 
That  a  rabbit  and  a  hare 

Aren*t  the  same. 
And  he  calls  a  duck  a  goose — 
Still  he  knows  a  lark  is  loose 
•         From  its  name. 

Should  they  teU  him  that  a 

horse 
Took   the    fences,    "Oh,    of 
course  " 

He  replies, 
Though  he  thinks  of  how  it 

stole 
People's  fences,  as  a  foal, 
With  surprise. 

When  he  hears  the  birds  are 

wild— 
Unsophisticat^  child 

For  his  age — 
He  will  ask,  with   blushing 

shame, 
**  Should  the  pheasants  then  be 
tame 

Inaoage?" 

He  describes  most  plants  as 

weeds; 
He  supposes  that  the  swedes 

Must  be  men. 
That  for  euinea  fowls  you  pay 
One  pound  one ;  a  cock  he  '11  say 

Is  a  hen. 

Thinks    **  the  country  '»  not 

half  bad." 
All  the  time  he  has  not  had 

Any  doubts 
That  the  knowledge  in  his  skull 
Startled  (so  it  did !)  the  dull 

Country  louts. 


Motto  for  a  Self-made  aud 
Successful  Moxet  -  lender. 
— **  A  loan  I  did  it!" 


LAYS  OF  THE  CURRENCY. 

I.— TO  A  THEEEPEXNY  BIT. 

Small  coin  of  unpretentious  size-;- 

I  would  not  wish  to  have  you  bigger — 
Much  magic  in  your  circlet  lies. 

You  cut  a  most  important  figure. 
For  when  I  feel  left  in  the  lurch, 

And  it  seems  far  too  hard  to  grapple 
With  lif Cj  yoM  let  me  go  to  church, 

Or  possibly,  it  may  be,  chapel. 

If  h3rmn  should  chance  to  prove  a  bore, 

I  sing  a  song  inst^  (in  German), 
I  always  manage  not  to  snore, 

I  sometimes  listen  to  the  sermon. 
Then  sermon  ended,  comes  the  ^late — 

That  maiden's  cheek  is  all.a  tingle. 
She  gave  a  copper.    I  date 

Give  you  with  your  aweet  silver  jingle. 


Oh  I  horrible  to  recollect 

That  at  a  time  not  venr  distant 
You  were  not  thought  of.    I  suspect 

To-day,  if  you  were  non-existent, 
At  pillar-Dox  I  *d  worship  where— 

But  guessed,  of  course,  is  the  connection. 
You  often  must  have  noticed  there 

The  words,  **  On  Sundays— no  collection." 

So  as  vou  play  your  modest  part. 

Ana  lie,  as  you  may  think,  unheeded, 
'Mid  lordlier  mates  ot  gold,  take  heart. 

Than  you  no  coin 's  more  really  needed. 
In  the  whole  lump  of  greed  you  may — 

You  often  do — ^oecome  the  leaven. 
If  good  intentions  pave  the  way 

To— ¥rell,  you  pave  the  way  to  Heaven  ! 


Chanticleer  v.  Cassowary. 

I  [A  telegram  from  Saint  Louis,  Sene^^,  announcet 
that  a  French  column  has  occupied  Timhuctoo 

i  without  firbig  a  shot. 

\  **I  never  see  your  bolting  equal  I " — Jo€  Oar- 
gery  to  Ftp  in  "  Ureat  £xpectation$.**] 

I        Gractous!  Thackebay's  Cassowary, 
Bird  that  bolted  missionary, 

I  Bible,  boots,  and  hymn-Dook  too. 

By  the  Gallic  Cock  is  beaten  i 
No  mere  man  and  books  he 's  eaten, 
He  has  swallowed^-Timbuctoo ! 


In  the  Wkono  Box.— The  Jerry  Builder 
on  Box  HilL 


'*A  Cab,  a  Cab,  kt  EnfODOv  fob  a 
Cab  !'* — At  one  point  of  his  flight  it  is  well 
known  that  Lckbenovla  sought  refuge  in  the 
'*  Fl^  Counlnr/'  Surely  that  must  have  been 
the  time  to  haye  osught  him  in  a  tn^I 
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A  COURT  CARD. 


Sir  (or  •'Madam  "—as  the 
oiroulars  oommenoe), — "Who 
is  Sylvia,  who  is  she  ?  "  The 
answer  to  this  inquiry,  for  the 
time  being,  is  that  the  present 
representative  of  Sylvia  is 
Miss  Oloa  Nethersole,  and 
that  she  is  to  be  seen  at  the 
Court  Theatre  playing  finely 
in  an  indifferent  piece  entitled 
The  Transgressor,  Certainly 
of  this  clever  actress  it  may  lie 
predicted  **  elU  ira  lain^**  and, 
if  not  going  too  far,  wotdd  she 
not  fittingly  impersonate 
Madame  mephistophele$f 
There  was  recently  such  a 
piece  in  Paris  entiUed  Madame 
Mefisto^  and  for  the  leading 
part  in  this  who  could  be  found 
apparently,  or  at  least  nomin- 
ally, better  suited  to  such  a 
part  than  a  Miss  Spirit  Below, 
I.e.  MissNether-Soid  ? — ^Yours 
ever,      Lunie  McHanwell. 


The  French  in  Timbuctoo. 
If  I  were  a  cassowary 

Sur-le-champ  at  Timbuctoo, 
I  'd  devour  a  dictionary 

And  proceed  to  *' parley- 
voo." 


Answer  to  Several  Cor- 
REspoNDEirrs.— Genius  is  al- 
ways modest.  It  is  therefore 
highly  probable  that  the  Pre- 
mier, being  a  genius,  is  **  of  a 
retiring  disposition."  But  he 
is  not  inclined  to  ahow  it  just 
now.    ^ 

A  Cry  for  the  EoYpriAir 
Fellahs.— ** J  has  Abbas  ! 


SOUNDS   SHOCKING." 


Mrs,  JL  {at  the  Silversmiths),  "I  can't  afford  this  *  Service '—it 's 
REAL  Silver,  and  lovely  !  But  would  you  kindly  show  me  some  of 
YOUR  Electric  Plate  ? " 


"BORES." 

Seventeen  pages  of   AVne- 

Uenth  Century^ 
Filled  by  Sir  Herbert  with 

wit  g^ore ; 
No    happy    medium    there, 

rather  tedium. 
In     his     analysis    of    the 
Bore. 

Seventeen    pages    of    Nine- 
teenth Century! 
Some  of  it  surely  we  *ye  heard 

before. 
Patience,  Maxwell,  in  this 

you  tax  well: 
Such  ** local  colour"  about 
the  Bore! 

Seventeen    pages    of    Nine- 
teenth Century — 
Lucky  for  you  that  there  are 

no  more, 
Otherwise     persons,     short  - 

winded,  terse  'unn. 
Might  think   Sir  Herbert 
himself  a ! 


(Initer)  Circular  Note.— 
The  lady  who  complains  that 
the  Underground  is  so  dark 
says  she  is  delighted  to  hear 
of  this  proposal  to  have  in 
England  some  **  light  rail- 
ways."   

The  Wretch! 

"Faint  Heart  never  won 

Fair  Lady,"— 
Stately   dame  or  little 

•*maidie.7 
Let    me    whisper,    friend, 

apart; 
I     congratulate    Faint 

Heart. 


DIARY  OF  A  PAITIALLY-EXTINCUISNED  PERSONAGE. 

Monday. — GreaUy  annoyed  at  finding  the  sentry  in  front  of  my 
Palace  taking  shade  in  the  sentry-box,  instead  of  marching  in  the 
sun.  Ordered  him  out.  He  refused  to  go.  Found  a  sergeant,  and 
ordered  him  under  arrest.  Sergeant  inquired  into  the  matter,  and 
said  *•  that  the  man  did  not  know  I  was  an  officer."  This  in  spite 
of  my  diamond-covered  fez  and  emerald  and  ruby  overcoat !  Told 
the  sergeant  I  considered  the  English  soldiers  a  disgrace  to  the 
Egyptian  army.  Sergeant  saluted  and  replied,  **  All  ri^ht.  Sir,  I  will 
report  your  remark  to  my  captain."  Did  not  continue  the  con- 
versation, as  one  of  my  Ministers  came  to  inform  me  that  my  lunch 
of  rahat  lakoum  and  real  Persian  sherbet  was  waiting  for  me.  But  a 
day  will  come,  and  when  it  does,  '*  Down  with  the  English ! " 

Tuesday, — ^Went  out  in  a  steam-launch,  and  boarded  a  British 
man-of-war.  Asked  to  see  the  Admiral.  Midshipman  replied  that 
he  thought  the  Admiral  was  away,  but  '*  that  no  doubt  he  would  do 
as  well."  Told  Midshipman  that  I  considered  the  English  fleet  a 
disgrace  to  civilisation.  Pointed  out  that  the  officers  did  not  know 
the  proper  colour  for  their  ships.  Fancy  painting  them  white,  when 
thev  inijght  have  selected  green,  with  yellow  spots  and  pink  stripes ! 
Midshipman  **  begged  to  disame  with  me."  Ordered  him  to  put 
himself  under  arrest.  Midshipman  said  ''he  would  obey  my 
instructions  when  he  had  time  to  attend  to  them,  but  just  then  he 
was  busy."  Returned  to  my  launch  in  a  fury,  and  only  regained  my 
usual  equanimity  after  taking  a  ride  in  my  new  electric  self- guiding 
perambalator. 

Wednesday,— ljo6k.edL  in  at  the  Railway  Station,  and  insisted  upon 
seeing  the  Chairman  of  Directors.  Porter  told  me  '*  that  he  was  not 
there,  but  might  be  expected  in  the  course  of  a  month  or  so."  Dis- 
graceful! Found  out  the  station-master,  and  insisted  that  steam- 
power  was  a  mistake.  Ordered  the  official  to  take  out  all  the  engines, 
and  supplyhorses  in  their  stead.  Station-master  oi\il,  but  unsatis- 
factory. He  said  he  **  would  do  anything  to  oblige  me,  but  just  then 
he  had  to  catch  a  train.  He  would  think  the  matter  over  on  his 
return."  Desired  him  to  keep  himself  in  solitary  confinement  in 
the  Lost-luggage  Department.     Station-master  said,   "All  right, 


Sir ; "  and,  entering  a  first-class  carriage,  steamed  away.  Imper- 
tinent !  How  bng  must  I  suffer  these  outrages !  However^  was 
mollified  on  learning  that  a  consignment  of  tin-soldiers  from  Vienna 
has  just  reached  my  nursery. 

Thursday,— Too\i  a  walk.  Met  a  tourist,  who  only  took  off  his  hat 
to  me.  Ordered  him  to  fall  upon  his  bended  knees,  and  touch  the 
ground  with  his  forehead.  He  refused.  Told  him  to  consider  him- 
self under  arrest.  He  said  that  he  should  report  the  matter  to  his 
Consul.  Begged  him  to  forgive  me,  and  told  him  I  would  never  be 
a  naughty  boy  again.  My  tears  moved  him,  and  he  ^ve  me  some 
mone^'  for  sweetstuff.  On  his  departure,  called  a  Cabinet  Council, 
and  insisted  that  Egypt  should  declare  war  against  Europe.  The 
Ministry  then  retired  to  consider  the  situation. 

Friday,~-A  terrible  day!  The  soldier,  the  midshipman,  the 
station-master,  and  the  tourist  have  all  lodged  complaints.  Called 
my  Ministry  together,  but  they  refused  to  come.  They  said  they 
were  still  considering  the  situation.  Appealed  to  my  head  nurse, 
but  she  sided  with  my  enemies,  and  sent  me  to  bed !  A  nice  way  to 
treat  one  of  the  greatest  of  contemporary  princes  I  However,  did 
not  like  to  offend  her,  as  she  has  been  with  me  since  I  was  a  child. 
So  thought  the  matter  over  under  the  counterpane. 

Saturday,-!  must  have  been  bom  under  an  unlucky  star  I  In 
spite  of  my  promises  of  amendment  I  am  to  be  further  punished! 
What  they  will  do  to  me  I  can't  imagine !  But  Lord  Croxeb  is 
such  a  very  severe  man  I  I  do  so  hope  he  won't  send  ine  back  to 
school.  My  only  consolation  is  that,  if  he  does,  my  dear  old  nurse 
will  be  sure  to  forward  a  hamper!  I  am  very  wretched !  I  can't 
read.  I  can't  write.  I  can't  eat— no,  not  even  lollipops !  I  can  only 
murmur  **  Kismet."  It  is  a  fam^ar  sound,  but,  under  the  circum- 
stances, not  very  comforting !    Kismet ! 


Ad  Astorem. 

So  they  've  hoaxed  you  again !    We  shall  know  you,  my  master, 
Henceiorth  as  the  jrreat  journalistic  dis-Astor. 
And,  if  curses  avail,  you  'U  get  nothing  but  dust 
For  the  millions  you  spend,  since  your  editor#s  Cus 

jilizuU  by ' 


ausi; 
r/s  CusT.  ^      1  ^ 

LiOOgle 


VOL.  cvi. 
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"OH   MY!    CERTAINLY   NOT!" 

{LaleU  Biarritz  Vergian.)    Suny  tcilh  great  applause  ly  thi  Veteran  (rilUicaT)  Vital  SparJ , 


Mr.  U.  (sinys).    •  Resign,  eii  ?    Wuat  do  you  think  ? ' 


And  do  they  imagine  I  *m  going  to  resign  ? 

Oh  my  !     Certainly  not  I 
They  'd  like,  I  've  no  doubt,  to  Ret  me  in  i\  at  li  le ; 

Oh  my  !    Certainly  not ! 
Don't  take  all  for  ffospel  the  gossips  tell  you ! 
How  greatly  mistaken  you  'llbe  it  you  do ! 
The  P,  M,  G,'s  tale  was  **«rell  found  "  but  not  true, 


Oh  my  !     Certainly  not ! 


There  are  some  who  would  like  to  pop  into  n^y  p'ooe. 

Oh  my  /     Certainly  not  ! 
And  others  who  wish  me  well  out  of  the  race  ; 

Oh  my  !     Certainly  not  / 
I  *m  not  in  ycuth^s  pride,  but  I  am  in  health^s  pink. 
With  my  Party's  anairs  in  a  bit  of  a  kink, 
I  turn  it  up— suddenly  ?    What  do  you  think  ? 

Oh  my  /     Certainly  not ! 
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SmaUBcy, 


AN   AGREEABLE  SURPRISE. 

*  You  MUST  BE  VERY  OLD,  AuNTiE  ? "    Aunlit  (jurvously).  "  Ye-e-8  ? "    Small  Bay.  **  Yes— quite  Thirty  ! ' 


[Helitf  of  Auntie. 


The  Lords  I  'm  aware  will  not  have  mv  Home  Rule ; 

Oh  my  /     Certainly  not  I 
And  e'en  Parish  Councils  won't  swallow,  in  folL 

Oh  my  !     Certainly  not ! 
But  think  you  the  Old  Parliamentary  hand 
Will  be  licled  lying  down — ^while  he 's  able  to  stand. 
Or  oaye  in  like  Mitchell  to  Corbbtt  the  grand  ? 

Oh  my  /     Certainly  not  / 

Although  I  am  old,  my  last  fi^ht  have  I  fought  ? 

Oh  my  I    Certainly  not ! 
Their  wish  is  not  father— o/ cotir»e— to  their  thought  I 

Oh  my  !     Certainly  not  / 
I  feel— at  odd  times— quite  a  longing  for  rest, 
But  work,  aye,  and  battle,  haye  not  lost  their  zest. 
Back  down  on  my  backers  ?    Oive  Salisbuby  best  ? 

Oh  my  !    Certainly  not  / 

Giye  the  P.  M.  O.'s  fib  an  unqualified  **  No  "  ? 

Oh  my  /    Certainly  not ! 
That  isn't  my  way.    Do  I  care  how  they  blow  P 

Oh  my  !    Certainly  not ! 
I  like  to  leave  loopholes.    Mv  hands  I  'd  not  tie. 
I  would  not  be  rude  and  declare  "  it's  a  lie  I " 
But— ohuok  up  the  fight  while  I  've  muscle  and  eye  ? 

Oh  my  I    Certainly  VOT .' 


Spibitualistic  Evidskcs.— Sceptics  often  say,  **Oive  us  matter- 
of-fact  evidence  as  to  ghosts,  and  we  will  consider  it."  Well^ 
consult  the  Resistrar-Oeneral's  "  Death-lUtums,*'  Surely  if  this 
doesn't  imply    ghotte,**  i.e.,  *'  les  revenanls"  then  words  nave  no 


THE  PUGHilST  TO  HIS  MOTHER. 

Oh,  mother,  I  'm  exceptionally  handy  with  my  fist— 
For  you  know  that  by  profession  I  'm  a  petted  pugilist ; 
But  I  'm  Champion,  dear  mother  I    All  the  laurels  I  have  won  I 
Oh,  you  mu8t  be  proud  of  owning  such  a  well-developed  son  I 

Did  you  ever  think,  sweet  mother,  when  you  danced  me  on  your 

knee. 
That  your  bonny  blue-eyed  cherub  "  Slogger  Sak  "  would  one  day  be  P 
Oh,  I  doubt  if  you  imagined,  as  I  suckea  my  infant  fist. 
That  a  day  would  come  when  nobody  those  Knuckles  could  resist  I 

When  my  pretty  baby  features  in  delight  you  used  to  kiss, 
Did  you  ever  picture  Sammy  with  a  broken  nose  like  this  P 
And  when  bared  for  vaccination  was  my  tender  little  arm. 
Did  you  guess  its  mighty  muscles  all  the  world  would  one  day 
cnarmP 

I  'm  the  biggest  bully  going— I  'm  a  bruiser  through  and  through, 
But  I  've  stiU  a  tender  comer  in  my  heart,  mamma,  for  you  I 
If  you  '11  come  and  see  me  fighting,  you  will  crown  my  fondest  hopes, 
And  I  '11  get  a  seat  reserved  for  you  that 's  dose  against  tlie  ropes. 

I  'm  the  idol  of  the  masses ;  but  I  'm  yearning,  I  confess, 
For  that  gentle  approbation  which  I  'm  sure  you  will  express. 
Thouffh  the  Few  may  show  displeasure  on  their  countenances  sour, 
I  'm  the  Monarch  of  the  Many  and  the  Hero  of  the  Hour  I 

Who  shall  heed  the  fate  of  empires,  sounds  of  war  by  land  and  sea, 
Or  a  Governmental  crisi»— when  attention's  fixed  on  ME  P 
Watch  the  masses  and  the  dassee— men  of  every  creed  and  oolt— 
Rush  to  buy  the  evening  papers  with  **  The  Great  Prize  Jight ! 
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ROSAMOND   AND   THE   WANDERJAHR. 

A  Moral  Tale. 
{By  Maria  Edgeuxnih  Rediviva,) 

•*  Makka,"  said  Rosamond  one  day,  when  she  was  turned  twenty, 
and  very  busy  in  reading  a  clever  article  in  one  of  the  monthly 
reviews,  *'  don't  you  ecer   thirst  to  taste  the  joys  of  life  *  ?  " 

**  Which  of  them,  RosamokdP"  (For  her  mother  was  just  the 
same  imperturbably  wise  and  Sooratic  parent  as  in  the  old  days  of 
The  Purple  Jar  and  The  Two  Plums.) 

**  Which  ?  I  don't  know  which ;  any  of  them  will  do,  for  they 
are  all  thrilling." 

**  Tes,  they  are  all  thrilling,  but  of  what  use  would  thrills  be 
tome?'^ 

*'  Use  I  Oh,  I  'm  sure  you  could  find  some  use  or  other  if  you 
would  only  try  first." 

**  But  I  would  rather  find  out  the  use  first." 

RosAMOin)  was  very  sorry  that  her  mother  was  so  unresponsive. 
Presently,  however,  she  came  to  a  part  of  the 
article  which  appeared  to  her  more  beautiful 
than  the  rest.  It  was  not  intended  to  be  taken 
quite  seriously,  but  she  did  not  know  that. 
^Oh,  Mamma,  oh!"  cried  she,  touching  her 
mother's  arm:  ** listen!  listen!  tchat  lovely 
sentiments !  Why  not  allow  the  possibility 
that  nice  girls —weU-disposed  girls—may  also 
desire  a  mild  sort  of  Wanderjahre  period,  dur- 
ing which  they  too  want,  not  to  break  fences, 
but  to  get  ocoadonal  glimpses  of  the  landscape 
beyond  the  family  domain.' " 

'^*  Nay,  my  dear ;  why  not  indeed  ?  " 

*'  Oh,  Mamma,  but  only  hear  thU,  *  The  far- 
seeing  mother  will  consent  to  sit  a  qxabt  and 
smiling  spectator  when  her  daughter  ventures 
on  small,  or  even  comparatively  big,  social  ex- 
periments.' " 

'  *  That,  RosAMONi),  is  the  system  which  I  have 
consistently  pursued  with  you  from  infancy." 

* '  Then,  won't  you  let  me  nave  a  mild  Wander' 
jahr^  Mamma  ?'^ 

StiU  her  mother  answered  as  before.  "Of 
what  use  would  it  be  to  you,  Rosamoki)  r  " 

'*  I  might  *  try  things  on  my  oWn  account,' 
Mamma.  I  could  '  make  my  own  minor  mis- 
takes,' and— and  *do  my  little  bit  of  the 
world's  work,'  you  know ! " 

**  Ton  have  your  little  bit  to  do  at  home," 
said  her  mother.  **And  wandering  is  not 
working." 

**  But  I  could  use  it  for  working.  Mamma, 
'ou  know.  I  want  to  see  what  life  is  really 
ike!" 

'*  Perhaps,  if  you  were  to  see  it  nearer,  you 
mi^ht  be  disappointed." 

No,  indeed,  I  'm  sure  I  should  not.  I  should 
like  it  exceedingly." 

Rosahond's  head  was  so  turned  by  the  idea 
of  having  a  Wanderjahr.  like  her  brothers, 
OhLando  and  Oodfret,  that  she  could  think 
of  nothing  else.  **  Then,  Mamma."  said  she, 
after  a  pause,  ** perhaps  you  cant  afford  to 
give  me  a  portion  to  enaole  me  to  make  my 
exfaerimentr" 

Yes,  I  can.    But  what  would  you  do  with 
your  W  under jahr  when  you  got  it  r  " 

**  What  would  I  do.  Mamma  ?    Let  me  see, 

larger  liberty — I  would  be  an  individual  as ^_ 

would  study  for  a  ]}rofes8ion.  or  a  business,  like  other  girls, 
of  them  succeed,  ouite  as  well  as  men." 

**  No  doubt— when  they  are  exceptionally  robust.    But  tell  me, 


to  know  them  very  much.  I  think  our  tastes  would  be  very 
much  the  same,  and  you  know  they  would  really  be  agreeable 
acquaintances ! " 

Perhaps  they  might,  but  you  cannot  be  sure  till  you  have 
tried  any  more  than  you  can  be  quite  sure  that  you  should  like  the 
Wanderjahr  exceedingly,^^ 

**Why,  I  don't  know  about  the  acquaintanceship,  certainlv, 
till  I  've  tried,  but.  Mamma,  I  am  quite  sure  that  I  should  like  the 
Wandert'ahr." 

**Well,  which  would  you  rather  have— the  Wanderjahr^  or  the 
friendship  of  the  Faibchilds  and  the  aqquaintanceahip  of   Mr. 
PiNCENEY  and  Mr.  S.a^dford  and  their  circle?    You  shall  have 
either." 
**  Dear  Mamma,  thank  you ;  but,  may  I  not  have  both  f  " 
**  No,  not  both." 

**  Then,  the  Wanderjahr,  if  you  please." 

**  But  I  should  tell  you  that,  in  that  case,  I  cannot  promise  yon 
that  you  would  enjoy  any  intimacy  with  the  Faibchild  family,  nor 
would  Mr.  PiNCKNEY  or  Mr.  Sakdfobd  care  to  cultivate  the 
acquaintance  of  a  young  girl  who  lives  alone, 
without  necessity,  and  apparently  finds  her 
highest  ideal  of  enjoyment  in  visiting  a  music- 
hdl." 

**  But  indeed  I  don't,  Mamma.  It  is  only 
because  most  young  men  go  to  such  places, 
and  why  ^ould  they  object  to  our  doing  the 
same?''^ 
**  Perhaps  for  that  very  reason,  my  dear." 
*'  That's  a  very  bad  reason  indeed!  But  I 
believe  1  'd  better  go  on  in  the  old  conventional 
groove.  Yet— tiiat  mild  Wanderjahr  I  Oh, 
indeed.  Mamma,  I  *have  no  unwholesome 
hankering  for  forbidden  fruit.'  The  year 
would  soon  be  over,  and  then  I  can  come  Sack 
and  be  conventional  again,  can't  I?  Don't 
you  think  so.  Mamma  P  " 

**  Nay,  my  dear.  I  want  you  to  think  for 
yourself.  You  will  have  time  enouffh  to  con- 
sider the  matter  whilst  I  write  to  the  Times 
about  *  Why  Young  Men  don't  Marry.' " 

Whilst  her  mother  was  compcsinj?  ner  letter, 
Rosamond  stood  in  profound  meditation,  with 
Mr.  Putceney's  and  Mr.  Sandfobd's  and  Mrs. 
and  the  Miss  Faibchilds'  visiting  cards  in  one 
hand^and  the  Nineteenth  Century  in  the  other. 
**  Well,  my  dear,  have  you  decided  ?  " 
** Mamma!  Yes,  I  beheve  I  have.  If  you 
please,  I  should  like  to  have  the  Wanderjahr  : 
that  is,  if  you  won't  think  me  very  silly. 
Mamma." 

**Why,  as  to  that,  I  can't  promise  you, 
Rosamond  ;  I  may  have  my  suspicions  that 
you  are  making  this  choice,  not  so  much  be- 
cause you  feel  any  overpowering  vocation,  as 
because  you  fancy  it  is  goinflr  to  b«  the  fashion- 
able thing  to  do.  But  when  you  judge  for 
yourself,  you  should  choose  what  ^ill  make 
you  happy,  and  then  it  will  not  signify  who 
thinks  you  silly." 

**  Then,  Mamma,  if  that's  all,  I  'm  sure  the 
Wanderjahr  would  make  me  happy,  so  I 
choose  the  Wanderjahr. ^^ 

**Very  well;   you  shall  have  it."    Rosa- 
mond felt  much  pleasure  upon  hearing  her 
mother  announce  that  she  had  placed  an  ample 
sum  at  her  disposal,  and  that  she  was  at  liberty 
.    Oh,  I  would  have  a  to  take  lodgings  in  any  part  of  the  town  ^e  pleased  (Rosamond 
well  as  a  daughter.    1 1  thought  she  would  like  to  live  near  Regent's  Park,  or  somewhere 
Some   about  Chelsea),  spend  her  time  in  future  exactly  as  she  chose,  go 
everywhere  alone,  stay  out  as  late  as  she  considered  necessary,  receive 
any  acquaintances— male  or  female— who  should  seem  to  her  worth 


Harry  Sandford. 


Rosamond,  are  you  quite  sure  that  jou  have  the  energy  and  ability   studying,  and  generally  enjoy  rather  more  privileges,  and  be  more 
to  succeed,  or  that  you  feel  a  distinct  vocation  to  any  particular  '  free  from  supervision  tnan  the  majority  of  young  men  of  her  age. 
prof ession  or  business " "  .--.,.,  .  .     .  «       .    .  .     ,-^  ..  , 

**Well,  I  can 

mayhavetotry  

to  live  in  lodgings  alone,  and  have  a  latchkey,  and  go  to  music-halls  |      Was  Rosamond  very  happy  ?    Was  her  Wanderjahr  a  greater 
by  myself,  and  know  people  who  are  not  *  properly  introduce '  and  success  than  the  famous  Purple  Jar  of  many  years  ago  ?    8ome  say. 


tnat  you  leei  a  distinct  vocation  to  any  particular  '  tree  from  supervision  than  tne  majority  oi  young  men  ot  ner  age. 
isiness  ?  "  1**1  ^^^  ^  ^^^  ^^^VVY  during  my  Wanderjahr,  Mamma,"  she  said, 

tt't  tell  till  I  have  tried,  you  know,  Mamma  •  and  I       **  I  hope  so,  my  dear." 
Y  several  before  I  decide.    But  at  least  I  shall  be  able  •  •  *  •  •  • 


'accredited.'" 

'*  I  thought,  Rosamond,  you  were  so  anxious  to  see  more  of  those 
nice  Miss  Faibchilds,  who  have  come  to  live  near  us  P  And  there 
was  that  Mr.  Fbank  Pincbney,  who  is  so  clever  and  getting  on 
so  well  at  the  Bar,  and  Habby  Sandfobd,  who  is  doing  so  much 
work  among  the  poorer  classes ;  were  you  not  desirous  that  I  should 
ask  them  to  dine  with  us  P  " 

**  Why,  yes.  Mamma,  if  you  would  be  so  very  good.    I  should  like 


yes— others,  no ;  and,  indeed,    opinions  differ    so  widely  on  the 

subject  that  perhaps  it  is  better  to  allow  each  reader  to  hll  in  the 

sequel  and  apply  tne  moral,  according  to  his  or  her  private  intuition. 

Mr.  Puncnknows  what  his  opinion  is— but  he  doesn't  intend  to  telL 

Mem.— When  a  wag'  has  a  bit  of  false  news  to  dispose  of  for  a 
consideration — ^* Itur  ad  Asior." (       r\r\rslc> 

nigitiToH  hy  V  TJ   fi     X       
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TO  A  DRAGON-FLY,  OX  SEEING  IT 
UPON  A  LADY'S  HEAD,  AND  BEING 
INFORMED  THAT  IT  CONSTITUTED 
HER  BONNET. 

Wee.  tippit,  creepin\  timorous  baistie ! 
On  whilk  a  bonny  spot  they '  ve  placed  thee ! 
(I  grant  the  rhyme  is  no  sae  tastie. 

Though  some  wad  ca'  tnat 
The  blessed  Scots  and  vera  chastie — 

It 's  not,  for  a*  that. 

Aiblins  the  English  of  the  Queen, 
Wi'  blethers  jinkin*  in  between. 
To  gar  ye  wonder  what  I  mean, 

Wad  suit  my  tabor ; 
An'  gie  the  cannv  reader's  spleen 

A  deal  o'  labour.) 


Of  a'  the  arts  beneath  the  sun 
Yon  feckless  dragon-Hie 's  the  one 
That  bears  the  pree  frae  Lunnen  toun 

For  f  ause  array ; 
The  best-laid  schemes  o'  Dang  an'  bun 

It  sends  a-gley. 

Your  roof 's  a  scanty  tog  o'  timmer : 
I  've  seen  a  mony  thack  that 's  trimmer ; 
Wi'  cauld  ye  freeze,  wi'  sun  ye  simmer 

In  sic  a  bonnet ; 
Why,  blessyour  head,  my  sonsie kimmer, 

There 's  naethin'  on  it  I 

A  wee  bit  pair  o'  shamefu'  wing[s 
That 's  stikkit  wi'  a  brace  o'  strings ! — 
I  'd  ha'  ye  ken  sich  kiverings 

Are  unco  sma* : 
I  'm  dootin'  it 's  a  state  o'  things 

Wad  fash  St.  Pau'  1 


If  a'  your  claes.  I  maun  remark, 
Were  of  that  ilk  indecent  wark. 
Ye  'd  rin  aboot  a'most  as  stark 

As  Atalajtta  I 
An',  faith,  that 's  waur  than  Cutty  Sark 

In  Tarn  o'  Shanler  ! 

Ye  've  rompin'  shoulders  tiU  your  frocks ; 
They  *re  maistly  big  as  barley-shocks ; 
A  yard  o'  kercher  for  jour  locks 

Ye  weel  might  spare ; 
An'  rest  the  soul  o'  Johnnie  Knox, 

That 's  greetin'  sare  I 

Oh,  wad  some  power  instruct  the  siren 
To  put  her  Bukns  aboon  her  Byron, 
It  wad  to  gauds  an'  sioh  attirin' 

Stap  a'  devotion. 
An  save  her  mony  a  curlin'  iron 

An'  foolish  lotion ! 


READING    BETWEEN   THE    LINES." 


A  BIARRITZ  DIARY. 

ilfo/iJ<iy.— Basque  language  highly  remarkable.  Must  ^et  Basque 
Ch'ammar  and  Dictionary,  and  make  real  study  of  the  subject.  Just 
the  thing  for  a  holiday  I 

Tuesday, — Have  done  so.  Basque  gets  more  remarkable  the 
farther  I  get  into  it.  Rather  like  mixture  of  Gaelic  and  Russian, 
with  slight  flavour  of  Double  Dutch.  Take  my  vocabulary  to  shore, 
and  try  some  sentences  on  fishermen.  Fishermen  nretend  not  to 
understand.  Query— can  they  be  Obstructionists  ?  If  so,  how  can  I 
closure  them  ?  As  it  is,  they  closure  me  bywalking  away.  Tele- 
gram from  H-RC-BT,  about  Budget.  Sa^s  **  Thought  of  deficit  gives 
him  sleepless  nights."  What  he  wants  is  change  of  scene  and  occu- 
nation.  Wire  back  to  him  to  come  to  Biarritz,  and  study  Basque. 
If  that  doesn't  send  him.to  sleep,  nothing  will. 

Wednesday,— Wi^'BiV^  the  good  of  b^g  near  Spain  if  you  don't 
see  a  bull-fignt  ?  /  have,  at  ot.  Sebastian.  Authorities  tnere  most 
polite— gave  me  a  front  seat.  Slipped  out  during  the  performance 
and  ffot  the  ''  Toreador''  (think  tliat's  what  he  ^  called)  to  let  me 
take  nis  place  for  a  time.  Did  so.  A  little  practice  would,  I  feel 
sure,  make  me  an  accomplished  bull-fighter.  As  it  was,  not  quite 
perfect  in  throwing  the  cloak  over  bull's  noms  as  he  charged.  Only 
a  timely  remembrance  of  my  tactics  with  the  cow  in  Hawarden  Park 
prevented  my  being  tossed.  Prefect,  vhen  he  knew  it  was  me. 
interfered  to  prevent   my  **  exposing  myself  to  needless  risks.'' 


Stupid  of  Prefect,  just  as  I  was  getting  into  it,  tool  Back  to 
Biarritz.  Tired,  but  cheerfuL  Telegram  nomR-s-B-KT;  wants  to 
know  what  he 's  to  do  with  Khedive.  Obvious  answer— send  him 
here,  to  learn  Basque.'   That  'U  sober  him  I 

T^tcrM^y.— Deputation  of  Basques  waits  on  me.  Gratifying,  as 
it  enables  me  to  practise  the  language  on  them.  Give  tnem  an 
hour's  speech,  explaining  Home-Rule  BilL  Very  attentive.  Find 
at  end  that  they  think  I've  been  addressing  tnem  on  Pyrenean 
agriculture !  Disappointing.  Tell  them  about  Welsh  Disestablish- 
ment. A  Priest  in  audience  assures  me  **  Basques  devoted  to  their 
Church,  and  won't  like  the  subject."  Curious  superstitions  still  rife 
among  this  ancient  people !  However,  mana^  to  give  them  a  com- 
prehensive lecture  on  their  own  history,  politics,  system  of  education, 
and  so  on,  which  seems  to  surprise  them. 

Friday.— OS.  to  Roncesvailes.  where  RoLAin>  felL  Imagine 
myself  kniffht  of  old,  fighting  Paynim  hosts.  Why  "Paynim?" 
Must  look  this  up.  Or  telegraph  to  Bbtcb  to  explain — he  knows  this 
sort  of  thinf .  Might  pain  'tm,  however,  to  bother  him  in  the 
holidays.  Air  mutt  be  very  good  here— never  could  joke  like  that  in 
Downing  Street.  Borrow  some  old  armour,  and  dress  up  in  it.  liOcal 
Gendarme  interferes.  This  coercion  unpleasant.  Back  to  Biarritz. 
Hear  Lords  have  dished  my  Bills.  Don't  care  I  Jolly  evening  for  a 
bathe.    Had  one.    More  Basque  vocabulary  after.    Bed. 

Saturday, — Family  say  I  am  over- 
doiixg  it !  They  *ve  nidaen  my  Basque 
dictionary !  What  tyranny !  Must  do 
something  to-day.  Hear  they  still 
make  swords  at  Bilbao.  Off  to  see. 
Nice  Prefect,  charming  **  Se&oritas," 
but  no  swords !  Yes,  one — ^with  a  Bir- 
mingham stamp  on  it!  Depressed — 
reminds  me  so  of  J-s-ph.  Back,  and 
console  myself  with  three  hours  over  ^ 
Basque,  then  a  few  chapters  of  my  ^ 
*'  History  of  light  -  houses,"  my 
**  Theory  of  Marine  Fishing,"  and  my 
**  Hints  to  Vine-growers,''  all  of  which  I've  b^un  since  I  came 
here.  Wires  from  R-s-b-by,  H-bc-bt,  R-p-n,  Sp-ns-b,  M-bl-y, 
and  the  rest  asking  *'  if  it 's  true  that  I  intend  to  resign  ?  "  Why 
not  ?  Then  I  could  settle  down  here,  master  the  eighteen  Basque 
dialects,  and  that  bull  that  nearly  finished  me.  But,— as  the  old  song 
has  it,  **  Take  me  while  I  'm  in  the  humour, — not  juist  now  I " 


Canards. 


PROPHECY  OR  PREVENTION. 

If  you  chance  to  make  a  statement  that 's  untrue, 

And  the  party  most  concerned  declares  it  is  so ; 
Thepapers  of  another  party  true 

Will  chuckle  at  your  queer  canard^  and  quiz  so. 
But  bless  you,  if  you  know  what  you  're  about. 

You  '11  discover  many  ways  to  turn  the  tables. 
Denial  always  does  engender  doubt. 

And  prophesies— postponed— are  not  mere  fables. 
To-morrow,  or  next  week,  or  e'en  next  year. 

The  future  tense  impartially  applies  to. 
You  may  put  constructionB  on  such  words  as  **  near  " 

That  CocKEB  cannot  count  althouj^h  he  tries  to : 
And  then— and  this  is  really  awful  fun ! — 

It  will  prove  you  most  ingenious,  and  knowing,  too ! 
Just  what  you  said  the  party  ncould  have  done. 

If  you  hadn't  told  the  world  that  he  was  yoiug  to ! 


Mb8.  R.  saw  a  paragraph  in  some  newspaper  a  few  days  ago. 
headed  *'  Apprehension  of  Mr.  Jabez  Balfoub.^'  She  is  not  at  all 
surprised  at  this.    Naturally  he  must  be  feeling  ^^^us.      - 

Diyiiized  by  v^OOQLC 
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THE    BARN    DANCE. 

Old  Lady  {Jrom  the  Country).  '*l8  youb  Aiint  Jane  huee  to-nioht,  Matilda?" 

Matiida,  "Yes— theee  she  is— dancing  the  *Pa3  ds  Quatre*  with  little  Mr.  Simpkins!" 

Old  Lady,  *'0h— so  that*»  what  they  call  the  *  Pas  dm  Quatrb*  /    1  think  that  thk  *  Pas  nu  Tour'  would  be  more 

SUITABLE  to  YOUR  AUNT  JaNE  !  " 


CONFIDENCES. 

Scene— ^  Qnayatde,    Johnny  Bull  and  Jean  Crapaud  discovered 
reading  the  latest  '*  Naval   Intelligence^*  in  their    favourite 
daily  oracles, 
Johnny  (indignantly).   Well,  of   all   the  inefficient,  ill-appointed 
phantom  fleets. 

3fy  expensive,  useless  Navy  is  the  worst ! 
Jean  {furiously),  Gr-r-r-r  !    Is  this  the  way  our  government  their 
naval  duty  treats  P 

It  makes  a  patriot  hosom  fit  to  burst  I 
Johnny,  By   the   living,   jumping   Jingo— if   that   glorious   saint 
survives — 

I  have  neither  ships,  nor  guns,  nor  proper  crews ! 
Jean,  0  sacred  name  of  pig !  there  is  no  safe^  for  our  lives. 

No  shins  !    And  what  we  *  ve  got  we  're  like  to  lose ! 
Johnny,  I  laale  out  my  millions,  yet  they  teU  me  in  the  Times 

I  am  all  behind,  as  I  have  been  before. 
Jean,  Lockroy  has  let  in  light  upon  the  blackest  of  all  crimes.— 

Empty  arsenals,  and  unprotected  shores ! 
Johnny,  My  ships,  as  for  as  I  can  see,  are  just  so  much  old  iron ! 

Thej  cannot  even  keep  the  sea  m  peace  I 
Jean,  A  circle  huge  of  foreign  fleets  La  Frances  coasts  environ, 

Which  are  unprotected  from  Dunkirk  to  Nice  I 
Johnny,  Statistics  prove  I  'm  out  of  it,  and  getting  worse  and  worse ; 

And  what  *s  the  use  of  arguing  with     tables  "  ? 
Jean,  Statistics  show  that,  notwithstandixLg  calls  upon  my  purse, 

Tales  of  our  fine  Marine  are  merely  tables. 
Johnny,  My  Admirals  and  Engineers  and  Journalists  agree 

In  one  thing,  uid  that  is  that  I  *m  all  wrong. 
Jean,  I  Ve  spent  a  milliard  more  than  any  rival,  nay  than  three, 

Andyet— just  look  at  Cherbourg  or  Toulon ! 
Johnny,  Why  there's  that  infernal  Frenchman,  he  can  chuckle  big 
and  boast 

That  Britannli  no  more  **  rules  the  waves."  'tis  France ! 
Jean,  The  prows  of  Per  fide  Albion  are  all  pointed  to  our  ooost. 

And  matched  with  them  we  shouldn^  stand  a  chance ! 
Johnny,  They  oould  shell  my  ports  as  readily,  by  Jove,  as  shelling 
peas. 

And  starve  out  our  little  Island.    Things  look  squiffy ! 


Jean,  Boulogne,  and  Havre,  and  Cherbourg  Bull  oould  just  bom- 
bard with  ease. 
And  blow  Dieppe  to  blazes  in  a  jiffy. 
Johnny,  See  my  muzzle-loaders  useless  as  a  youngster's  catapult. 

And  ships  with  ends  unormourcd,  each  a  toy ! 
Jean,  With  the  maximum  of  effort  I  've  a  minimum  of  result. 

At  least  that  is  the  verdict  of  Lockroy  ! 
Johnny  {aside).   That  Froggy  's  grinning  finely  I     {Aloud,)    Say, 
now,  did  you  ever  know 
Such  a  phantom  fleet  as  mine  upon  the  brine  P 
Jean  {aside).  Bull  laughs  me  at  the  nose!    {Aloud,)    Helas,  mon 
ami^  say  not  so ! 
If  you  wish  to  see  a  worse  one — look  at  mine  ! 

[Left  comparing  Scares, 


HISTORY  DEFEATS  ITSELF. 

["  Tou  are  not  like  Cerberus,  three  gentlemen  at  once,  are  you  P" 

Mrs.  Malap&op.] 

The  Daily  News  informed  us  on  the  26th  ult.,  as  did  the  Daily 
Telegraph  a  few  days  earlier,  that  the  body  of  Richard  the  Third 
was  conveyed  after  the  battle  of  Bosworth  to  Rothley  Temple.  A 
correspondent,  writing  to  the  latter  paper,  has,  however,  pointed  out 
the  perplexinfr  fact  that  there  is  a  tablet  on  the  bridge  now  replac- 
ing the  old  **  Bow  Bridge  "  at  Leicester,  which  states  that  the  lQng*s 
body  was  thrown  over  into  the  river.  Sundry  historians  assert  that 
his  remains  were  buried  in  the  Grey  Friars'  church  at  Leicester; 
while^  a  tradition  adds  that  his  stone  coffin  afterwards  became  a 
driiddn^-trough. 

Certainly,  our  historians  do  not  seem  to  be  quite  what  is  at  the 
present  day  commonly  called  "  up  to  Dick" ;  and  we  confess  at  once 
our  own  inability  to  reconcile  the  oppo^ng  reports.  Unless  the 
reaHj  dead  Richard  Crookback  had  almost  as  many  adventures  as 
the  apparently  dead  little  hunchback  of  Arabian  Niqhts  fame,  it 
looks  rather  like  Richard  being  himself  a^ain,  and  again!— in 
fact,  not  merelj  double  Gloster,  but  tnple  ditto.  Perhaps 
Artehus  Ward  is  your  true  historian  when  he  speaks  of  **  Richurd 
THE  Three," — or  it  mav  be  that  the  unlucky  monarch,  thinking  he 
had  not  had  fair  play  when  in  life,  made  a  half  successful  attempt 
afterwards  to  get  even  with  **  six  Richhonds  in  " 

uigitizea  oy 


Lt  sucoesstui  attempt 
1  the  field."        , 
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"  CONFIDENCES." 


John  Bull.    "DID  YOU  EVER  SEE  ANYTHING  WORSE  THAN  MY  NAVY?" 
Jeaw  Crapaitd.   "YES MINE!."' 

jiTizeei  o\ 
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THE    HAYMARKET   MYSTERY! 

The  ways  of  managers  are  inscrutable.  The  other  day  Mr.  Hare 
accepted,  presumably  therefore  approved  of,  and  emphasized  his 
approyal  by  producing,  and  p]a3ring  the  leading  part  in,  a  play  by 
Mr.  Stdket  Grundy  entitled  An  Old  Jew,  wluch  will  now  become 
another  '*  Wandering  Jew,''  since  it  is  highly  probable  that  he  will 
YainljT  ^k  rest  for  the  sole  of  his  foot  on  the  boards  of  provincial, 
American  or  Colonial  theatres.  And  here  is  Mr.  Besrbohm  Tree 
Improving,  accepting,  producing,  and  himself  performing  the  title 
role  in  The  Charlatan  a  sort  of  mesmeric-ana-spirituahstic  play, 
which  nothing  but  the  prestige,  the  earnestness,  and  the  excellent 
acting  of  the  principals  could  have  possibly  inauoed  the  public  to 


woody;li£ 

WIZARD 


Ffofiiaor  CharlaUm,  "  Observe  there  is  no  deception !    Nothing  up  my 
ileeve  I " 

accept.  No  act  of  prestidtgitaHatt  which  that  most  skilful  conjuror 
Mr.  Beerbobh  Tree  may  perform  can  equal  this  one  great  trick  of 
**  palming  "  this  play  off  on  the  public  as  a  finished  work  either  of 
dnunatic  art  or  of  literary  excellence. 

The  idea  seems  to  be  a  muddle,  too,  for  The  Charlatan  discovers 
that  he  realljr  is  what  he  has  been  pretending  to  be ;  and  then,  in 
spite  of  the  evidence  of  facts  which  contradict  him  flatly,  he  confesses 
that  he  is  not  what  he  has  discovered  he  really  is !  Why,  'tis  a 
plot  that  Lord  Dundreary  might  have  conceived,  or  that  H^  Head- 
less  Man,  had  he  turned  his  mighty  intellect  towards  the  Drama, 
mi^ht  have  concocted !  If  FhiUp  WoodciUe  be  a  Mesmeriser  and 
Smritualist,  as  he  professes  to  be,  then  is  he  not  a  Charlatan.  If 
Philip  WoodviUe  be  only  half  of  this,  a  Mesmeriser  and  not  a 
Spiritualistic  Medium,  then  he  is  only  half  a  Charlatan ;  but  at  the 
same  time,  if  undeniable  facts  have  proved  to  him,  in  spite  of  him- 
self, that  he  does  possess  lust  half  of  those  very  powers  ne  has  been 
pretending  to  widd,  would  he  not  at  once  reason  to  himself  that, 
lor  aught  ne  knew,he  might  indeed  be  able  to  **  call  spirits  from  the 
vasty  deep,"  if  he  only  gave  his  mind  to  it  P  No ;  it  seems  that  the 
saneuine  dramatist  had  ^ot  hold  of  just  one  situation  and  a  couple 
of  characters ;  and  then  in  answer  to  his  own  question,  **  What  shall 
I  do  with  them  P"  he  fits  up  a  skimpy  sort  of  frame- work,  which 
will  hardly  hold  together,  for  **  the  picture  of  *  We  Three,' "  the  three 
being  Philip  the  Charlatan,  Madame  Obnoakin  (ye  Oods,  what  a 
name !),  and  iMahel  Arlington, 

Poor  Madame  Ob-no-akin  /  She  is  substantially  represented  in 
the  flesh  by  Miss  Gertrude  Einostok,  who  plays  the  oifficnlt  part 
with  considerable  power ;  and  it  is  not  her  fault  if  the  part  is  not 


better,  and  if  it  does  not  offer  those  chances  which,  had  the  plot 
been  well  thought  out  and  thoroughly  developed,  such  a  part  ought 
to  have  afforded  her.  As  it  is,  poor  Madame  Ob-alUflesh-and-no- 
skin^  who  has  very  little  to  do  worth  doing,  and  still  less  to  say  worth 
hearing,  is  a  sort  of  female  Cook  in  a  hrm  of  Real  Spiritualistic 
Coigurors,  Masculine  and  Cook,  the  senior  partner  in  the  firm  being 
represented  by  Mr.  Beerbohm  Tree,  who,  true  to  the  Maskeltne 
mission,  finally  comes  out  as  an  exposer  of  spiritualistic  frauds.  But 
how  about  the  female  confidante  P  What  is  she  besides  this  P  What 
have  been  the  relations  between  these  two  ?  Is  she  jealous  of  him  P 
Was  it  she  who  came  '*  tapping  *'  like  the  Raven  at  the  door  of  the 
Charlatan's  ** Turret-Room"  when  Isabel  Arlington,  having 
walked  thither  in  her  sleep,  had  to  walk  off  again,  uncommonly  wide 
awaJke  Y  It  may  have  been :  but  she  didn't  say  so :  at  least,  as 
Horatio  says  of  the  Ghost,  '*  Not  when  I  saw  it." 

Mrs.  Tree  as  Oohelia.  after- 
wards Ladi/  Macbeth,  ana  finally 
La  Sonnambula,  or  The  Sleeper 
Awakened,    three    single    ladies 


{Lady  Macbeth  wasn't  single,  bv 
the  way,  but    '*thi8  is  a  detail ") 


rolled  into  one,  is  really  admirable. 
One  false  step  when  asleep,  one 
false  note  (and  she  sings  witn  ex- 
ouisite  pathos)  would  have  upset 
the  entire  piece.  Mr.  Robert 
Buchanan  owes  her  more,  perhaps, 
than  he  does  to  Mr.  Tree  for  the 
success  of  the  piece ;  for  indubitably 
the  success  oi  The  Charlatan  is 
mainly  due  to  these  two. 

Mr.  Kerr  is  as  good  as  the  part 
will  permit  him  to  be,  and  so  is 
Miss  Lily  Hakburt.  Mr.  Charles 
Allan  is  a  much-married  Dean  to 
the  life ;  and  if  Mr.  Holman  Clark 
did  not  just  in  one  instance  (where 
he  surveys  the  Dean  literally  up 
and  down,  and  only  arrives  at  the 
conclusion  that  the  subject  of  his 
inspection  is  an  Anglican  clergyman 
on  seeing  his  knee-breeches)  overdo 
the  port  of  Professor  Mumbles,  he 
would  be  perfect. 

As  the  Author  makes  Lord  Dews- 
bery  more  a  cad  than  a  gentle- 
man, it  would  be  hard  to  blame 
the  actor  for  not  making  the  char- 
acter more  gentlemanly  than  the 
Author  intended  him  to  be;  still, 
Mr.  Fred.  Terry  might  have  con- 
trived to  soften  down  the  crude 
lines  of  Mr.  Buchanan's  "fancv  portrait"  of  a  youn^  gentleman 
*'  all  of  the  modem  time,"  and  tnereby  he  would  have  improved  on 
the  original  considerably. 

All  told,  this  ''  new  play  of  modem  lifit,^*  as  Mr.  Buchanan 
describes  it  (•'Modem  Life*^  of  the  time  of  Wilkie  Coluns's  Moim- 
stone  and  ot  Mr.  Hohe's  spiritualism),  will  owe  iU  success,  as  I 
have  said  before,  to  the  excellence  of  the  acting  as  framed  in  most 
artisticaUv  effective  "sets"  by  Mr.  W.  Hann,  one  of  which.  The 
White  UaUery.  a  legitimate  effect  of  painting  and  arrangement, 
may  be  reckoned  among  the  best  **  interiors  "  presented  either  here 
or  on  any  other  stage.  (Signed)  The  B  in  Box. 


Ophelia  (vuzzM),''Ahme\  Where, 
oh  where  is  my  Hamlet  P  " 

[Wandert. 


SIB     aEBALD     POBTAL. 

DiBD  jANrARY  25, 1894,  Aged  36. 

How  the  Dark  Continent  takes  tithe  and  toll 
Of  Britons  of  stout  heart  and  steadfast  soul ! 
Venturing  life  to  bear  the  quickening  light, 
Midway  of  manhood's  day  he  met  his  night. 
Af  ric's  late  dawn  of  which  such  deaths  are  herald. 
Should  glory-gild  the  tomb  of  good  Sir  Gerald  ! 


In  Aqua  Veritas.-— We  read  that  it  is  becoming  the  custom  to  feed 
Spanish  Anarchist  prisoners  exclusively  upon  cod,  while  denying  them 
water.  When  brought  into  court,  the  accused  find  themselves  close  to 
decanters  ^t  sparkle  agaim  but  the  judges  hasten  to  inform  them 
that  the  water  within,  and  all  other,  will  be  withheld  until  they  have 
told  the  truth.  This  simple  metiiod  of  procedure,  it  is  added,  has 
proved  singularly  successfuL  Evidently  Spain,  in  spite  of  an  appa- 
rently retrograde  movement  to  the  times  of  the  Inquisition,  nas 
really  made  a  great  advance,  and  is  to  be  congratulated  upon  her 
fortime  above  other  nations  in  not  having  to  go  so  far  as  the  bottom 
of  the  well  for  truth,  bat  only  to  the  bottom  of  the  decanter. 
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MEMORABILIA. 

That  happy  hour  do  you  recall, 
We  through  the  gallery  wan- 
dered? 

The  statues,  how  you  scajined 
them  all, 
And  on  their  histories  pon- 
dered. 

/    mused    upon    jrour    girlish 
grace, 

Tour  shining  eyes  and  earnest 
face. 

At  length,  on  some  deep  thought 
intent. 
Or  maybe  growing  weary, 
Against  a  pedestal  you  leant, 

Which  lost  its  aspect  dreary. 
It  seemed  as  if  a  lustre  shone 
O'er  that  old   sage   enthroned 
thereon. 

I  wonder  if  that  stone  recalls 
What's  printed  on  my  be- 
inpP 

I  wonder  if  those  sightless  balls 
Teamed  for  an  instant's  see- 

When  the  light  hand  I  ne'er 

might  hold 
Fell  on  the  marble  hard  and  cold  ? 

0  you  old  gallery,  dim  and  dear 
Alike  to  sage  and  lover ! 

0  liffht  and  life  that  wandered 
nere. 
That  only  dreams  recover ! 

0  statues— olest  beyond  all  these, 

0  happy  bust  of  Socrates  I 

Ah  no!    Like  mine,   ere  well 
begun. 
Tour  brief,   brief  day  was 
ended; 
Only  a  memory  we  won. 

Ko  dawn,  however  splendid, 
To  you  or  me  can  bring  back 

Her, 
Tou  luckless  old  philosopher  I 


TNIIICS  ONE  WOULD  RATHER  HAVE  EXPRESSED  OTHERWISL 

Family  Doctor  {to  the  Squire),  "Thanks  for  your  Cheque,  Squire! 
But,  my  dear  Sir,  it  *8  far  too  much— far  in  excess  of  what  I 

SHOULD  have  charged  1       I  CAN    ONLY  HOPE  I  SHALL  HAVE  AN  OPPOR- 
TUNITY OF   WORKING  IT  OFF  1" 


THE  INSPIEATION. 

Oh,  my  Ginevba,  queen  and 
wife. 
Into  thy  dreaming  eyes  I  gaze, 
And  hope,  and  fate,  and  love, 
and  life 
I  fathom  in  their  tranquil 
rays. 
Since  thou  hast  given  me  leave, 
for  thee 
To  toil  and   suffer,    strain, 
aspire, 
Oh  say,  what  shall  the  subject  be 
That  I  shall  mi  with  deathless 
fire? 

Shall  I  eternal  verities 

Imaf^e  before  the  eyes  of  men? 
For,  since  thy  love  has  made  me 
wise. 
Deep  secrets  are  within  my 
Ken. 
Wouldst  thou  be  ''TheAwaken-^ 
%ng 
Of  Freedom ^^^   or  immortal 
Touth? 
Shall  Nature  in  my  canvas  fling 
Aside  her   veil,   or  radiant 
Truth? 

Love,  shall  I  from  the  lore  of 
Oreece 
Someever-living legend  paint? 
Or  wouldest  thou  be  *\BM<rw»," 

Or  in  some  medisBval  saint 
Shall  thy  fair  features  be  dis- 
cerned. 
Oh,  my  GiNEVRA,  agate-eyed  ? 
With  grace  ineffable  she  turned : 
"Ah.  paint  a  pot-boiier ! '' 
she  sighed. 


WANTED  BADLY  TO  KVOW. 

Wnx  Gladstone  soon  resign 
his  lofty  station, 

Or  leave  to  his  opponents— re- 
signation? 


THE  GENTLE  ART  OP  ADVERTISING. 

Dear  Sm, — I  notice  that  the  enterprising  lady  (of  the  **  Irre- 
pressible She"  order)  who,  in  cap  and  apron,  deceived  so  manv 
servant- worried  mistresses,  has  b^  turning  her  attention  to  fresh 
fields  and  pastures  new,  and  has  purported  to  be  a  young  American 
heiress  desirous  of  obtaining  an  entrance  into  that  exclusive 
preserve  known  as  London  Society,  and  necessarily  desirous  also  of 
securing  some  one  to  act  as  her  introducer.  One  of  the  victims  of 
her  copy-seeking  endeavours  was  a  Q.C.,  and  it  appears  that  my 
learned  and  excellent  friend  (for  I  shrewdly  susi>eot  that  1  know 
where  to  look  for  him)  wrote  that  he  was  willing,  for  an  adequate 
consideration,  to  undertake  (in  coiyunction  with  his  wife)  the  task 
of  chaperoning  (if  the  word  apphes  to  a  mere  man)  the  supposed 
heiress.  We  now  know  that  the  whole  thing  was  a  heartless  noax 
— at  a  penny  a  line.  The  learned  leader  has  oeen  fooled  by  a  chit 
of  a  girl,  and  must  look  elsewhere  for  the  guineas  which  are  to 
compensate  him  for  the  lack  of  briefs. 

For  it  cannot  be  denied  that,  with  the  cleverest  and  best  of  us, 
briefs  are  uncommonly  scarce,  and  we  have  to  scheme  and  contrive 
to  any  extent  to  get  those  there  actually  are.  There 's  a  pleasant 
fiction  abroad,  I  believe,  that  at  the  Bar  no  one  advertises.  That  is 
correct  by  the  card.  Tou  will  not  find  in  the  columns  set  apart  for 
advertisements  the  announcements  of  Barristers  between  those  of 
Barmaids  and  Buttermen.  No.  but  in  the  Correspondence  Column 
we  write  letters  from  our  chambers  on  the  vital  questions  of  the  day 
—to  keep  our  name  before  the  public.  I  well  remember  a  guinea 
County  Court  brief  (the  fee  for  which,  by  the  way,  was  never  paid) 
which  I  was  able  to  trace  directly  to  a  most  valuable  letter  I  wrote 
on  "  Ought  Judges  to  sleep  in  Court  for  more  than  half  an  hour  at  a 
time  ?  "—  a  subject  to  which  I  hope  with  your  permission,  at  an  early 
opportunitv,  to  recur  in  your  columns. 

Then,  of  course,  our  movements  are  chronicled  in  the  most  com- 
plete way.  **Mr.  L.  Ernsd  Couksel  and  Mrs.  Erned  Couksel 
leave  town  for  the  South  Coast  this  afternoon.    Mr.  Couesel  has 


several  cases  in  the  list  on  Monday,  and  returns  to  London  that 
morning."  Some  of  it  was  quite  true— my  wife  and  I  did  go  for  the 
**  Week-End"  (at  spedally  low  rates)  to  a  boarding-house  at  East- 
bourne. I  am  aware  that  to  some  this  may  seem  ignoble,  and 
unworthy  of  a  great  profession.  I  hope,  however,  that  I  shall  not  be 
mistaken.  I  have  only  taken  my  own  case  to  spare  the  blushes  of 
my  comrades.  The  practice  is  as  common  as  it  is  notorious.  In 
fact,  if  this  were  not  (by  your  leave)  to  appear  in  the  august  columns 
of  Punchy  I  should  be  tempted  to  say,  in  conclusion,  that  the  only 
object  of  this  very  letter  was  what  I  have  admitted  as  ignoble — 
advertisement.    But,  as  it  is,  permit  me  to  be. 

Tours  modestly,  L.  Erned  Counsel. 

102,  Tempie  Gardens,  B.C.,  February  3, 1894. 


TO  MT  EDITOR. 


[The  WaU  of  the  Much-producifig'Long-crouxUd-out  Poet,) 

WiiEBE  is  the  verse  I  sent  3rou  months  ago. 

On  various  subjects,  humorous  and  terse  ? 
The  weeks  pass  by  in  unremitting  flow, 

— Where  is  the  verse  ? 
Though  lon^  in  type,  it  rests  beneath  vour  curse, 

(A  strongish  word— the  rhyme  will  nave  it  so) 
That  which  was  topical  grows  flat,  or  worse. 

That  becomes  stale,  which  once  was  comme  ilfaut; 
So  heed  the  scribbler,  impotent  to  nurse 

His  grief  in  silence,  and  who  'd  like  to  know 
Where  is  the  verse  ? 


As  IT  Should  Be. — Mr,  Punch  is  much  gratified  to  find  his 
advice  taken,  and  that  the  case  of  Koeter  v.  Empire  Palace,  lAmited, 
was  tried  last  week  before  Mr.  Justice  'Aweins,  in  aocoidanoe  with 
Mr.  Punches  suggestion  three  weeks  ago.         (  tOOCT  I P 
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THE  NEXT  INTERVIEW. 

Scene — Friedrichsruh.    TniE — A  month  hence. 
Present— Empebor  and  Prince. 

Prince,  Well,  your  Miyestr,  now  that  we  are  together  I  mwhi 
again  express  the  delight  I  feel  at  seeing  you  here  as  my  gaest. 
And  I  think  I  can  hest  repay  yonr  kindness  hy  giving  you  a  little 
advice. 

Emperor,  A  thousand  thanks,  my  dear  Prince,  hut  pardon  me, 
where  did  you  get  that  hat  P 

Prince.  1  scarcely  know,  fiire.    And  now  about  England 

Emperor  (interrupting).  Stay,  you  must  allow  me.  This  hat  for 
yours  (jjf*«  head  cover- 
wg).  Why,  it  makes  all 
the  difference!  Look  in 
the  glass  and  judge  for 
Tourselfl  Why,  you  look 
naif  jrour  age  I 

Prince,  Many  thanks, 
your  Majesty,  out  I  do 
not  wish  to  talk  about 
hsts.  I  cannot  help 
thinking  that  the  Triple 
Alliance 

Emperor  (a«  before). 
Bother  the  Triple  Alliance. 
But  tell  me  something  in- 
Hnitely  more  important 
—where  did  you  get  that 
coat? 

Prince,  Never  mind 
my  coat ;  you  must 
know 

Emperor  (as  before). 
But  1  must  mind  about 
your  coat  (producing 
parcel).  Here  is  one 
fashioned  like  my  own; 
wear  it  for  my  sake ! 

Prince.  Affain  many 
thanks ;  but  oo  leave  my 
clothes  alone.  You  see, 
if  Russia  joins  hands 
nith  France 

Emperor  (as  before). 
But  1  must  call  your 
serious  attention  to  the 
condition  of  your  waist- 
coat! 1  sav  it's  abso- 
lutely awful.  However, 
you  will  find  in  this  parcel 
something  that  I  Know 
will  please  you!  (Pro- 
duces  parcel.)  There, 
my  dear  old  man,  take  it 
with  my  blessing.  You 
will  find  it  very  comfort- 
able, because  it  is  lined 
throughout  with  fur. 

Prince.  Yes,  yes;  but 
do  let  me  talk  of  our 
connection  with  Italy. 
Practically  the  land  is 
bankrupt,  and 

Emperor  (once  again). 
I  dare  say ;  but  that  has 
nothing  to  do  with  your 
frock-coat.  (Produces 
parcel.)    See,  I  have  got  the  very  thing  for  vou. 

Prince.  You  are  too  good !  But  please  let  me  give  ^u  my  view 
about  Austria.    Now  you  must  know  that  the  Emperor  Xing  is 

Emperor.  On  bother  the  dual  country !  What  I  want  to  see  is 
something  better  in  the  shape  of  boots.  In  this  oarcel  (produces  it) 
I  have  bought  all  that  you  can  possibly  desire  in  that  line. 

Prince.  But  I  assure  you,  fire,  that  I  have  everjrthing  I  want, 
and  it  would  be  a  great  tmng  if  you  and  I  could  compare  notes  about 
the  English  occupation  of  Egypt. 

Emperor,  Of  course.     But,  dear  me,    I  have   forgotten    your 

umbrella !    I  must  have  left  it  in  Berlin.    I  will  go  and  fetch  it ; 

or,  better  still.  I  will  send  it  to  you  by  parcel-post !    I  will  be  off  at 

once.    So  good-bye,  my  dear  Prmce,  and  may  we  soon  meet  again. 

[Scene  closes  in  upon  the  Emperor's  hurried  exit. 
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'THE    UNHAPPY   DISPATCH." 

THE  JUDGFS  GUIDE  TO  KNOWLEDGE. 

(Compiled  by  the  Bar  for  the  use  of  the  Bench.) 

Bar.  And  now,  mv  good  judge,  can  you  tell  me  anjrthing  about 
Mr.  CoRNEY  Grain  r 

Bench.  No ;  but  from  his  name  I  imagine  he  must  be  a  celebrated 
agriculturist. 

Bar.  A  very  good  answer,  but  not  quite  right.    Mr.  Cornet 
Grain  is  a  very  clever  entertainer,  and  has  lived  a  good  portion  of 
his  life  amongst  Heeds. 
Bench.  I  see ;  a  sort  of  water  lily. 
Bar.  Not  quite ;  but  that  is  a  natural  inference.    And  I  suppose 

you   know  what   is  the 

meaning  of  a  bob  ? 

Bench.  A  nod,  a  cur- 
tesy! We  have  a  bob 
when  Mr.  Briefless  bows 
to  me  in  Court,  and  I  re- 
turn the  salutation. 

Bar.  Well,  not  exactly ; 
by  bob  I  meant  a  shilling. 
And  now  can  you  tell  me 
what  aprize-fighter  means 
when  he  says  he  had  **  got 
into  Chancery  "  ? 

Bench,  Wnythatheis 
interested  in  an  adminis- 
tration suit,  or  has  been 
thecauseof  anoriginating 
summons. 

Bar.  Well,  scarcely ; 
although  from  a  profes- 
f'ional  point  of  view  no 
fault  can  be  found  with 
the  definition.  Do  you 
kiiow  what  '*  tossing  for 
drinks"  isP 

Bench,  I  have  no  idea. 
Stay ;  a  mad  bull  tosses, 
but  then,  as  a  victim  to 
hydrophobia,  he  avoids 
drinks. 

Bar.  Well,  I  think  you 
have  a  glimpse  of  unaer- 
:itanding,  but  you  have 
not  ^t  quite  the  real 
meamng.  Now,  I  will 
give  you  a  professional 
ciuestion.  What  is  a 
judge? 

Bench.  A  man  learned 
in  the  law,  but  learned 
in  nothing  else. 

Bar,  Quite  right. 
Now.  does  a  judge  under- 
stand the  meaning  of 
slang  P 

Bench.  Slang!  Why. 
I  never  heard  the  word 
bef«»re. 

Bar.  But  yet,  my  Lord, 
you  have  been  young 
yourself  ? 

Bench.  Yes,  but  never 
since  I  became  a  judge. 
And  now,  my  rather— 
too— learned  friend,  let 
me  ask  you  one  question. 
Do  you  know  how  to  forget  everything  but  case  lawP 
Ear.  By  existing  on  a  desert  island. 

Bench,  That  is  scarcely  necessary.    The  easiest  way  to  lose  sight 

of  the  barrister  of  the  nast  is  to  become  the  judge  of  the  present ;  and 

having  said  this,  I  tnink  we  will  resume  the  hearing  of  the  case 

which  was  under  consideration  when  you  became  my  cross-examiner. 

[The  Bench  resumes  its  dignity^  and  the  Bar  subsides.     Curtain, 


Practical  Scgoeotign.— As  something  must  be  done  to  increase 
the  number  of  men  in  the  Navy,  it  is  proposed  to  transfer  the  Koyal 
Horse  Guards  Blue  to  that  Service,  where  they  will  in  future  be 
known  as  the  Ultra-Marines. 


Theft  no  Robbert.— If  you  are  acquainted  with  a  collector  of 
The  Unionist  Bodt  (headed  by  Joe  Chamberlain^  floraUy  decu-  .  water-colour  drawings,  why  have  you  a  right  to  pick  his  pocket  P 
rated). — **  The  Orchid  Squad."  '  Answer.  Because  he  nas  pict-ures  (picked  yours)  !  '  ■ 
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LAYS   OF  THE   CURRENCY. 

II.-OXE  SHILLING! 

Should  you  go  on  a  journey  and  fancy  it  dull 

To  have  nothing  to  read  as  you  travel, 
You  can  purchase  a  hook  that  is  sure  to  he  full 

Of  a  mystery  yofi  can't  unravel.  

But  the  talented  author  will  do 
it  instead, 
From  ohscurity  clearness  dis- 
tilling, 
It's  a  cunouB  thing  called  a 
**  shocker  "  you  *ve  read, 
And  it  costs  you  —  at  hook- 
stalls  —  one  shilling. 

Our  Army 's  a  marvellous  source 
of  delight 
To  those  who  are  haply  not 
in  it, 
A  glorious  career  of  victorious 
tight 
And  the  raw'un  is  keen  to 
begin  it. 
When  the  youngster  decides  he 
willmarch,  drill,and  shoots 
And  Barkis'hke  says  he  is 
willing, 
The  Queen  's  so  delighted  to  get 
a  recruit. 
She  presents  nim  at  once  with 
a  shilling. 

When  a  son  falls  in  love  with  a  beautiful  maid, 

Whose  degree,  notwithstanding,  is  lowly, 
The  father  is  apt,  I  am  sorely  afraid. 

To  use  language  you  ooiddn't  call  noly. 
The  son  swears  tor  his  part  he  means  to  be  true, 

But  it 's  bad  for  the  cooing  and  billing 
When  Papa  says  in  terms— it's  his  bolt  from  the  blue — 

That  he  'U  cut  off  his  son — with  a  shilling. 

You  see  that  a  man  has  contrived  to  invent 

A  machine  to  make  tea  out  of  shavings. 
Ere  long  an  attractive  prospectus  is  sent. 

And  ere  long  you  make  snares  of  your  savings. 
The  directors  aren't  rogues — that  were  past  all  belief. 

Yet  when  they  've  succeeded  in  filling 
Their  pockets,  the  company  quick  comes  to  grief, 

Ana  you  're  lucky  if  j/ou  get — a  shilling ! 


MEETING  THE  METEOR, 

To  the  Editor  of  Punch. 

Sir, — I  am  surprised  that  scientific  men  should  have  remained 
dumb  on  a  subject  of  the  highest  interest.  Last  night  as  I  was  walk- 
ing home,  after  dining  with  the  Worshipful  Company  of  Red 
Painters,  I  was  much  struck  by  sud4enly  finding  myself  subject  to 
what  I  can  only  describe  as  a  swaying  motion,  apparently  imparted 
by  the  pavement  •  Once  or  twice  the  road  seemed  about  to  rise  into 
the  air,  and  then  as  rapidly  subsided  again^  the  effect  being  to  throw 
me  violently  against  an  old  friend  of  mine,  who  happened  to  be 
walking  next  me.  At  first  we  treated  this  as  a  joke,  and  laughed  at 
it ;  but  after  it  had  oontinued  for  some  time  I  became  alarmed, 
and  was  just  about  to  summon  assistance  when  I  felt  myself  hurled 
violently  backwards.  The  back  of  my  head  struck  the  pavement 
with  some  force,  and  at  the  same  moment  a  beautiful  constellation 
of  stars  appeared,  and  shone  with  a  bright  light  for  the  space  of  a 
full  second.  Such  was  the  force  of  the  shock,  that  when  I  opened 
my  eyes  I  found  I  had  been  transported  bodily  to  Vine  Street.  Can 
any  of  your  readers  speak  to  a  similar  experience  ? 

Yours  faithfuUy,  In  Vino  (Street)  Veritas. 

Sir,— I  hasten  to  inform  you  of  an  extraordinary  natural  phe- 
nomenon by  which  this  peaceful  suburban  district  was  much  dis- 
turbed on  Tuesday  night.  It  is  my  habitual  custom  before  retiring 
to  bed  to  unchain  the  Yorkshire  terrier  by  whom  my  home  is  pro- 
tected. I  had  just  done  so,  as  usual,  when  I  suddenly  perceived  a 
brilliant  light  coming  up  the  road  m  front  of  mv  house.  At  the 
same  time  a  heavy  and  regular  footfall  sounded  in  the  direction  from 
which  the  rays  proceeded.  At  the  same  moment  my  cook,  in  whom 
I  place  implicit  confidence,  rushed  past  me  in  a  state  of  great  alarm. 
>  She,  too,  had  seen  the  light  and  had  been  terrified  by  it.  On  going 
I  out  I  found  the  policeman  standing  close  to  my  front  door,  but  he 
had  seen  nothing,  and  could  offer  little  intelligible  explanation,  as  he 
was  engaged  in  the  consumption  of  a  frugal  supper  of  bread  and 


cheese  by  which  his  utterance  was  impeded.  Taking  everything  into 
consideration,  the  only  conclusion  I  can  come  to  is  that  I  saw  a  meteor 
at  the  moment  of  its  impact  upon  the  earth.  The  hour,  I  should 
state,  was  10.15  p.m.  Yours  truly, 

Cambertoell.  S.  £.  Agull. 

Sir,— I  write  to  say  that  a  meteor^  which  was  entirely  hidden  from 
view  by  thick  douds,  passed  over  this  town  at  10  o'clock  last  night. 


MuddUhorough  in  the  Marsh. 


Yours, 


John  T.  Tickletoby. 


Ser^ — I  cannot  tell  vou  how  shocked  1  have  been  at  hearing  from 
my  fnend  and  neigh  Dour,  the  Reverend  Joshua  Flavmer,  that  a 
large  meteor  was  allowed  to  pass  over  this  place  last  night ! 
Yours  indignantly, 

Crumpington^  Slops,  A  Female  Ratepayer. 


FLOATING  A  BUBBLE. 


Paragraph  {printed  in  hold  double-leaded  tf/pe).— We  have  reasons 
for  b^eving  that  it  is  not  impossible  that  the  Beadle  intends  shortly  to 
resign.  The  Beadle  is  at  present  awav  on  leave,  but  on  his  return 
will  probably  acquaint  the  members  of  the  Vestiy  with  his  decision. 

Paragraph  {in  type  a  little  larger  and  slightly  more^  leaded).— In 
regard  to  a  rumour  published  by  a  contemporary  that  it  is  the  in- 
tention of  tiie  Beadle  to  resign,  we  have  it  on  the  most  reliable 
authority  that  nothing  is  known  of  the  matter  in  the  best  informed 
municipal  circles. 

Paragraph  {even  more  ** displayed*^  than  its  premiers).  —  At 
a  late  nour  we  have  ascertained  that  nothing  is  known  of  the 
rumoured  resignation  at  the  Beadle's  private  address.  In  reply  to  a 
wire  it  is  now  stated  that  the  Beadle  has  gone  out  for  the  day  and  is 
not  expected  back  until  to-morrow. 

Paragraph  (special).— Vie  have  reasons  for  believing  that  the 
reported  intend^  resignation  of  the  Beadle  is  a  canard.  As  the 
Beadle  has  not  yet  confirmed  the  repnort  or  denied  its  veracity  it  will 
be  necessary  to  publish  an  extra  edition  containing  further  and  later 
particulars. 

Paragraph  {extra  special). — The  Beadle  has  come  home  and  is 
considering  his  reply.  It  is  believed  in  well-informed  quarters  that 
the  rumour  of  his  reported  intended  resignation  is  to  say  the  least 
premature. 

Paragraph  {extra  special  «pecki/).— Nothing  further  is  known  of 
the  Beadle  s  intentions,  but  as  he  smiled  when  he  received  his  tele- 
grams it  is  conjectured  that  he  considered  his  rumoured  intended 
reainiation  as  a  practical  joke. 

Paragraph  {from  a  medical  paper), — In  regard  to  the  rumour  of  the 
intended  resignation  of  the  Beadle,  we  have  authoritv  for  saying  that 
it  was  the  opinion  of  an  eminent  physician  that  his  patient  was 
capable  of  either  resigning  or  remaining  at  his  work,  lliere  was  no 
medical  reason  for  the  resignation,  and  no  medical  reason  for  the 
devotion  to  work.  This  valuable  dia^osis  of  a  difficult  case  was 
handed  to  us  with  permission  to  make  it  public  when  the  exigencies 
of  the  situation  seemed  to  demand  its  open  circulation. 

Official  Dispatch  {furnished  by  the  Private  Secretary  to  the 
Beadle). — ^Witn  regard  to  the  rumoured  intention  of  the  Beadle  to 
resign,  it  is  well  to  point  out  that  the  situation  remains  unaltered. 
The  Beadle  is  aware  that  he  may  resifpi  at  any  moment,  but  then  he 
may  not  resign :  it  may  be  for  years,  it  may  be  for  ever.  Intentions 
are  not  facts,  and  facts  are  not  intentions.  What  may  happen  to- 
day may  not  have  happened  yesterday,  and  may  not  be  repeated 
to-morrow.  The  point  of  this  observation  depends  upon  its  applica- 
tion. And  this  being  so.  the  Beadle  wishes  everyone  good  luck,  and 
counsels  everybody  to  keep  a  sharp  look-out  a-head.  This,  the 
Beadle  begs  to  observe,  was  the  advice  of  Jack  Bunshy^  and  is  quite 
worthy  of  being  accepted  as  a  wholesome  precedent. 

Newspaper  Commentary  {from  one  point  of  dew). — It  wiU  be 
seen,  that  as  there  is  no  smoke  without  fire,  there  is  every  reason  for 
believing  that  the  rumoured  intention  (of  which  we  were  the  first  to 
give  publicity)  was  amply  warranted  by  the  then  existing  situation. 

Newspaper  Commentary/  {from  a  different  point  of  view). — It  will 
be  seen,  from  the  oommumcation  authorised  by  the  Beadle,  that  our 
oontemiwrary  who  was  the  first  to  announce  the  intended  resigna- 
tion of^the  eminent  gentleman  has  been  amusingly  hoaxed.  The 
situation  which  has  existed  for  months  seems  to  be  entirely 
unchanged. 

Commentary  by  the  General  Public— Thajiks  to  the  misunder- 
standing about  the  Beadle's  resignation,  we  seem  to  have  purchased 
without  any  necessity  a  very  large  number  of  newspapers. 


Amor  Vincit  Sandow.— Sandow's  latest  and  most  important 
engagement  has  just  been  publicly  announced.  It  is  to  Miss 
Blanche  Burns,  m  London ;  and  it  looks  like  a  genuine  ardent  love- 
affair— at  any  rate,  it  suggests  passion  at  white  heat.  They  have 
our  best  wishes. 


Digitized  byLrrOOQlC 
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''TO  THE  CHARITABLY  DISPOSED." 

{Su^getted  Form  of  *^ Letter  o/AdvieeV) 


**  If  a  vomig.  or  old,  or  middle-aged  person 
presents  nimself  or  herself  to  anyone  re]^- 
senting  that  he  or  she  is  a  relative  of  mine, 
and  in  great  distress,  oblige  me  by  giying 
him  or  her ... .  into  oostody." 


THE  UNIVEESAL  HYMN. 

FOK  SCROOL-BOARD  HtMNALS. 

Ada^pied  to  Modem  Educatumal  Rtquirewents. 

Arise  my  soul— if  soul  I  Ve  got— 

And,  vaguely  vocal,  thank 
For  all  the  blessings  of  mv  lot 

The— Unknown  Eternal  Blank ! 

1  thank  the — Streak  of  Azure  Haze 

That  on  my  birth  has  smiled, 
And  made  me.  in  post-Christian  days, 

A  happy  Scnool-Board  child. 

/was  not  bom,  as  myriads  were, 

In  ages  dark  and  dim, 
And  taught  to  pray  a  pious  prayer, 

Or  sing  a  holy  hymn. 

I  was  not  bom  a  little  slave 

To  formula  and  creed. 
Or  taught  that  Heaven  must  light  the  Grave, 

Or  Grod-love  banish  greed. 

I  was  not  bom  when  priests  might  roam 

And  teach  the  chilmah  band 
To  sing  about  Our  Heavenly  Home, 

Or  o3  thai  Happy  Land ! 

Mere  dogma  muddles  up  the  mind. 

And  leaves  it  in  a  mess. 
Religion  surely  was  designed 

To  make  our  freedom  less.  ' 

The  Conscience-Clause  P    It  may  secure  | 

Some  freedom  to  the  slave. 

But  where 's  the  sense — unless  we  *re  sure  i 

That  we  a  conscience  have  f  | 

We  *  ve  lots  of  **  Standards"  which  we  treasure,  ' 
There 's  one  superfluous,  quite,  | 

A  Standard  human  wit  can't  measure 
(In  Board  Schools)— that  of  Right ! 

Secular  matters  make  our  joys. 

And  facts  are  our  sole  food. 
Do  we  turn  out  ^oorf  girls  and  boys  ? 

Good  heavens  I    What  is  **  Good  "  ? 


Through  all  the  T)eriods  of  my  life 

One  goodness  1  'U  pursue  • 
With  rare  **  good  things  "  this  world  is 

I  '11  try  to  get  a  few. 


rife; 


OuB  KiTCHRNEB  will  be  everywhere  a  per- 
9<ma  grata  than  he  was  even  before  this.  In 
answer  to  correspondents  we  say  No.  this 
Murtioular  KircHsmEB  was  not  in  the  noose- 
nold  Troops. 


''BLUSHING  HONOURS.'' 

It  is  rumoured  that,  encouraged  by  the 
example  of  Sir  Edwabd  Bukjtb  Jones, 
Baronet,  the  following  gentlemen,  hitherto  of 
more  or  less  retiring  habits^  have  accepted  the 
titles  enumerated  after  their  names : — 

Mr.  William  Moekis— Lord  Fabiak,  of 
Trafalgar  Square. 

Mr.  John  Ruskin — Honorary  Consulting 
Engineer  of  the  Fumess  Railway  and  Chair- 
man of  the  Coniston  Steam  Gondola  Com- 
panv.  Limited. 

Mr.  Algernon  Swinbukne  —  M.P.  A 
Gladstonian  in  the  House. 

Mr.  CovENTBY  Patmobe— M.P.  An  Angel 
in  the  House. 

Mr.  William  Tallack— Lord  High  Ad- 
miral. 

Mr.  AuBERON  Hebbebt-M.P.  Assistant 
Chairman  of  Committees,  County  Councillor 
for  London,  Memberof  School  Board,  Inspector 
of  Factories,  Deputy  Ranger  of  the  New 
Forest^c,  ac. 

Sir  WiLFBiD  Lawson— Toastmaster  to  the 
Lord  Mayor. 

Mr.  J.  McN.  WHiSTLEB—Associate  of  the 
Royal  Aoademv  and  Professor  in  the  School 
of  Art,  South  Kensington. 

Mr.  T.  S.  CooPEB,  R.A.— Animal  Painter 
to  the  Pumpside  Dairy  Company. 

Mr.  Hodgson,  R.A.— Teacher  of  Landscape 
Painting,  Eoole  des  Beaux  Arts,  Paris. 

Mr.  HoBSLET,  R.A. — Chairman  of  the  Im- 
proved French  Bathing-Dress  Association. 

Mr.  Fbank  Dicesee,  R.A.  —  Managing 
Director,  Madame  Tu8salt)'8  Waxworks. 

Mr.  MoNSON- [WithheldL  until  we  receive 
Counsel's  opinion  re  possiole  injunction  of 
High  Court.] 

Mr.  McDouoall— Manager,  Caf6  Concert 
du  Moulin  Rouge,  Paris. 

Mr.  OscAB  Wilde — Assistant  Licenser  of 
Plays  and  Honorary  Extra-Beadle  of  Bur- 
lington Arcadia. 


A  Prophet  on  the  Peers. 

OuB  Parish  Councils  Bill  the  Peers  unmake. 
And  in  patrician  triumph  flaunt  and  frisk  it, 
But  when  they  think  that  they  will  **  take  the 
cake," 
They're   mumbling   tyranny's   remainder 
biscuit. 
Tis  very  stale  and  dry,  and  woefully  weevily, 
And  will  anon  upset  meir  stomachs  evilly ! 


"OH,  LET  ME  BE  YOUR  VALENTINE  I" 

Av  Unambitious  Desibb. 

Pray  tell  me,  Mr,  Punch,  what  ails 

The  man  who  'd  make  this  oueer  request. 
Oh,  say  wherein  the  fellow  f aus 
Who  'a  seek  to  swop  his  swallow-tails 

For  feeble  finery  at  best. 
I  marvel  not  that  man  should  sing 

He  *d  like  to  be  a  butterfly ; 
The  insect  is  a  living  thing. 

However  soon  its  life  goes  by ; 
But  ne'er  as  yet  has  living  sign 
Been  present  in  the  Valentine ! 

The  world  is  very  hard,  I  know. 

And  human  fate  is  beastly  rough. 
And  hearts  that  make  a  tender  show 

Will  often  prove  intensely  tough ; — 
I  know  that  in  the  scales  of  life 

Our  woe  exceeds  the  weight  of  joy — 
'Twas  thus  when  first  began  the  stnfe, 

And  Earth  was  quite  a  little  boy. 
But.  still,  that  can  t  excuse  the  line, 
**  On,  let  me  be  your  Valentine ! " 


Ambition's  bent  we  all  admire — 

No  doubt  'tis  very  right  we  should ; 
But  who  '11  respect  the  mad  desire 

To  be  a  Valentine?    Who  cotddf 
I  'd  rather  be  a  rat,  a  mouse, 

A  cat,  a  cow,  a  cockatoo, 
A  tenant  of  a  monkey-house, 

A  bounding,  boxing  kan^^aroo, 
A'lone  and  loveless  porcupine. 
Before  I  'd  be  a  Valentine  I 

At  all  events,  the  things  I ' ve  named 

Can  move  and  eat  and  pav  you  calls ; 
And  that  is  more  than  can  be  claimed 

For  Valentines  on  fancy-stalls. 
Besides,  the  wish  is  so  absurd. 

For  how  oould  mortal  ever  be 
At  once  four  Cupids  pink,  a  bird. 

Some  knots  of  ribbon  (two  or  three), — 
To  mention  nothing  of  the  line, 
**  Oh,  let  me  be  your  Valentine  I  " 

Ml/  heart 's  a  tender  one  and  true, 

0  lady  that  I  love  the  most ! 

I  'd  rather  have  it  crushed  by  you 

Than  flattened  by  the  parcel  post ! 
And  even  though  all  safe  and  sound 

1  reached  vou— with  no  dent  above — 
I  question  it  I  should  be  found 

An  eligible  thing  to  love. 
And  that  is  why  I  cannot  whine, 
Dear  girl,  to  be  your  Valentine  I 


Artidic  Beteller,  **Arb  you  a  real  Con-     ^  ======^ 

8HTABLB,  OBSH-PUBiousH?"  r^^  ^^^  Joubnalism's  Motto.  -  Take 

['*  There  is  much  litigation  as  to  the  genoinenefls  {  care  of  the  placards,  and  the  pence  will  take 

of  certain  pictures  said  to  be  by  Coif  stamlb."]        I  care  of  themselves. 
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ALL   THE    DIFFERENCE. 

{At  an  Agricultural  Shmv.) 

Memhcr  of  ContmilUe  {to  Irish  Groom,  who  is  competing  for  Jumping  Prize  on  hot-Umpired  Aniinal,  ichich  has  more  than  once  narrowhj 
escaped  plunging  over  barrier  into  the  Crmcd),    "HkkkI     Hi  I     Get  out  there!    Take  that  Bkute  outside,  or  you'll  be  killing 

SOMEBODY  \  " 

Irish  Groom  (ruffled).  *'Get  out,  is  IT  !    Bad  SCRAN  TO  YE  I  it's  ANYBODY  CAN  SAY,   *Get  outsoide.'    But,  begorra,  it  takes 
Somewan  to  kape  her  Insoidk  ! " 


DEVELOPMENT:  A  DREAM  OF  POLITICAL  DARWINISM. 

[There  is  a  fine  Orchid,  believed  to  be  the  only  one  of  its  kind  known, 
which  has  been  named  Anthtnium  Chamherlainium.  [•^^  See  our  specimen, 
re-christened  **  Jmephus  Cuhicuhriusy] 

"  Sir  William  Harcourt  (said  Mr.  CRAsmERLArx  at  Edgbaston)  had 
recently  sneered  at  him  as  a  former  Radical  whose  Radical  days  had  passed 
away.    He  did  not  complain.     He  accepted  the  designation," 

**  New  forms  fof  Orchids)  are  produced  by  hybridising  more  rapidly  than 
wild  ones  are  detected.  .  .  .  Natural  hybrids  are  not  common.  ...  In 
cultivation,  however,  plants  which  naturally  grow  a  thoujuind  leagues  apart 
can  be  broujrht  under  the  same  roof  .  .  .  so  that  all  that  is  required  is  skill 
on  the  part  of  the  fertiliser  to  effect  on  a  much  larger  scale  what  Nature  has 
been  slowly  doing  for  ages.*' — Stilf»  on  OrchidaJ] 

Oh!  Anihurium  Chamberlain  turn  was  a  plant  of  sturdy  growth, 

Unique  in  flower  and  foliage,  in  form  and  colour  l>oth. 

The  proletariat's  pride  and  pet,  so  smart,  and  trim  and  tall, 

That  it  scarce  seemed  an  exotic  or  a  parasite  at  all. 

E'en  the  Working  Man,  who  loves  his  plant  o'  musk  or  red  geranium. 

Admired  quite  unsuspectingly  Anihurium  Chamhvrlainium, 

The  Homy-handed  hasn't  much  belief  in  foreign  flowers 

You  *ve  to  coddle  up  in  hot-houses,  and  shield  from  Nature's  showers; 

But  this  sturdj^  Bulb  of  Brummagem  put  forth  a  bonny  blossom, 

More  like  a  Bntish  garden-bloom  than  a  swell  Odontoghssum^ 

Ot  Detidrobiitm  suarissimutti  (Balfourian  and  Burmese) 

Or  some  languid  Zfp//Vi  elegana^  all  pround  patrician  ease. 

'Twas  nicknamed  Cochlea  siiuplex ;  for  your  Orchid  is  a  mime 

And  imitates  all  sorts  of  things  from  simple  to  sublime, 

From  a  spider  to  a  slipper  :  and  it  seemed  to  cursory  view 

That  the  sepals  of  this  Orchid  took  some  semblance  of  a  screw, 

In  their  spiral  or  vermicular  appearance.     But  what  odds? 

Anthurium  Chamberlainium  pleased  the  gallery  and  the  godsj 

And  the  manlv  Midland  Radical^  that  plain  ana  sturdy  soul. 

Would  sport  tnis  special  Orchid  in  his  Sunday  button-hole. 

But  Nature  is  a  rum  *un— in  the  words  of  Mr,  Saueers^ 

And  had  they  read  their  Darwin  well,  they  might  nave  felt  some  fears. 


These  friends  of  the  Screw-Orchid.    For  'tis  really  quite  surprising 

What  wonderful  developments  are  wrought  by  hybndising. 

The  change  was  slow  and  gradual,  and  what  social  butterfly 

Had  played  cross  fertiliser,  or  what  sinister  and  sly 

Night-flying  moth  malignant,  or  striped  wasp  with  venom  swollen, 

Had  tainted  stout  Had  stigma  with  tne  touch  of  Tory  pollen, 

WTio  knows  ?    Alas !  it  came  to  pass  ;  the  simple,  honest,  plain 

Screw-Orchid  got  contaminate  by  quite  another  strain; 

Proved,  to  its  proletariat  admirers'  wrath  and  dolour, 

Like  some  from  New  Granada,  **  very  variable  in  colour.'' 

It  donned  municipal  maroon  and  gola,  of  gorgeous  hue, 

It's  honest  buff  gave  gradual  place  to  stripes  of  royal  blue. 

Its  **  native  hue  "  was  "  sicklied  o'er  "  with  lurid  purple  patches ; 

It  drew  mere  modish  butterflies  in  Primrose-tintea  batches. 

They  wheeled  like  winged  houris  round  its  parasitic  glories, 

Polychromatic  splendours  flt  for  peacocks — who 're  the  Tories 

Of  the  finely-feathered  kingdom,  and  were  therefore  loved  by  Di'izr — 

Since  they  're  useless,  noisy,  arrogant,  and  never,  never  busy. 

Cried  old  friends  oi  our  Screw-Orcnid,  *'we  have  been  besotted 

sillies. 
This  Anthurium  Chamberlainium  is  worse  than  Solly's  Lilies! 
It  toils  not,  neither  does  it  spin,  it  scorns  the  Gladdyolus 
WTiich  once  it  used  to  worship,  just  as  we  do,  holus-bolus, 
Alas  for  hybridising  !    The  downward  change  immense  is. 
The  Protocryptoferojc  Madagascar iensis^ 
WTiich  intent  upon  destruction  in  the  jungle  lurks  and  cowers 
'Midst  the  gay  Eulophiella  ynXh  its  lurid-purple  flowers, 
Is  not  more  strange  and  sinister.     'Tis  *  developing,'  yes,  daily. 
Already  party-coloured,  it  takes  on  the  Tnie-lJlue  gaily. 
It  scorns  the  Shamrock -green  it  loved,  Imperial  puri>le  doffing, 
And  at  the  Quaker-tinted  tribe  it  loved  to  dwell  witn  soofling. 
Like  all  its  class  mimetic,  it  is  growing  proud  and  courtly  ; 
The  Screw  into  the  Coronet  you  'U  see  develop  shortly. 
Though  not  porphyrogenitus,  the  purple  it  vaM  borrow. 
That  faint  foretdxadowing  of  a  crovm  may#pi^ve  no  uii 

n^^rro'^ ^ "  Digitized  by  VjQOQ 
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"  PIT,   TWO-AND-SIXPENOE." 

(A  Sketch  from  a  Society  Theatre.) 

Before  the  First  Act. 

An  Appreciattce  Pittite.  It  'b  a  treat  to  come  to  a  pit  like  this, 
where  they  consider  your  comfort,  and  don't  make  any  charge  for 
programmes,  like  they  do  at  some  theatres 

Sis  Friend  (who  is  ^^just  before  he  is  generous ").  Well,  you  see, 
they  can  afford  to  when  it 's  half-a-crown  instead  of  oidy  two  boh. 

The  App,  Pitt.  What's  an  extra  sixpenoe  when  you  get  arms  to 
your  seat,  and  a  stand  for  your  uznbrella  thrown  in?  let  alone 
handing  cawfy  and  ices  round  between  the  acts,  the  same  as  stalls ! 

His  Friend.  Well,  I  'd  rather  have  a  glass  o'  bitter,  myself ! 

The  App.  Pitt.  So  would  /.  Still,  it  shows  they  don't  draw  any 
distinctions. 

DuniNG  the  First  Act. 

An  Indignant  Old  Lady  {who  is  rather  hard  of  hearing^  to  a 
female  friend^  whose  expenses  she  is  paying),  I  wish  to  goodness 
they  'd  speak  up !  Pack  o'  curates,  1  call  'em,  talking  that  muffled 
and  indistinct !    And  sech  rubbish  as  the  dialogue  is,  too ! 

Her  Friend  (irAo,  not  without  reason^  has  found  it  extremely 
amusing^  hut  feels  an  alnwst  equal 
delicacy  under  the  circwnstances 
in  committing  herself  to  either 
oraise  or  blame).  Well,  1  don*t 
know  that  I  should  go  quite  so 
far  as  that,  dear.  1  don't  think 
it 's  so  bad^  '^^^J  • 

The  I.  O.  L.  llien  you 're  easier   > 
pleased  than  what  /  am,  that 's  \r 
alL    1  call  it  downright  nonsense.  ,k 
and  I  can't  hear  a  single  word  Zf 
they  're  saying.    I  'm  sure  I  wish  %, 
I'd  stopped  at  home  instead  o'    '- 
coming  ^  out  for   this,   and   my 
throat  in  the   state   it  is,  too! 
Five  and  fourpence— no,  five  and 
e/j^A^pence,    counting    our    'bus 
fares  back— clean  thrown  into  the 
gutter!    Talk  about  plays— they 
can't  write  'em  nowadays !    Kow 
when  /  was  a  girl,  tnere  were 
plays.     The  '  Unchhack  and  The 
ptranger—they  were  well  written, 
if  you  Uke  ! 

A  Bland  Man  {frotn  behind). 
Pardon  me,  but  might  I  ask  you 
to  reserve  your  theatrical  remi- 
niscences for  the  entr*acte^  when 
they  will  be  more  generally  ap- 
preciated P 

[The  Indignant  Old  Lady  snorts, 
but  subsides. 

After  the  First  Act. 

The  Indignant  Old  Lady  {feel- 
ing the  applause  a  personal  affront).  Well !    /don't  see  what  people 
can  find  to  laugh  at  in  it  myself,  that  I  don't !    But  it 's  a  good 
thing  they're   so   easily  amused,  I  daresay;   still,  I  might  have 


First  E,  L.  I  wouldn't  say  that  myself;  he's  just  a  power  in 
Kirkcaimgorrm !  *  ,       .  , 

Second  E,  L.  A  decent  body  enough :  /'m  not  findiM  fault  with 
him.  But  ye  wouldn't  find  Aim  in  the  front  seats  of  a  place  like 
this.    He 's  far  too  fond  of  his  money. 

First  E.  L.  And  so  wealthy  as  he  is,  too ! 

Second  E.  L.  Comfortable,  /'d  say.  But  a  close-fisted  man 
with  it  all !  ^^j^  ^g  ^^^^  ^^ 

First  Elderly  Lady  {from  the  North,  standing  up  and  surveying 
the  stalls,  then  sitting  down  in  great  excitement).  Eh,  but  I  was 
right  after  all !  It 's  fust  nobody  else  but  Mr.  MacPairtaji  himself : 
there 's  his  wife  and  daughter  with  him.  It  '11  be  them  beyond  all 
f urrther  doot ! 

Second  E.  L.  (after  looking).  Aye,  it's  them,  sure  enough; 
dressed  out  beyona  everything.  In  the  stalls,  too !  I  call  that  just 
awful  extravagance  in  them.  There,  he 's  changing  places  with  his 
daughter  now. 

First  E,  L.  /mind  him.  There's  always  a  fuss  wherever  they 
go !    He 's  a  man  that  fair  burms  to  be  remarked  upon. 

Second  E,  L.  He 's  a  grand  talker. 

First  E.  L.  Maistly  froth— maiytreedous,  to  my  thenking. 
A  vary  assuming  man !  Second  E.  L.  Mrs.  MacPairtaw 

_1  thinks  herself  something,  too. 


First    E.   L 
says  the  same 


Aye ;  everyone 
of  her.  She's 
just  repulsive  is  that  woman ! 

Second  E.  L,  1  hairrd  she  was 
expecting  her  daughter  Jeakie 
home  soon  from  a  fine  expensive 
finishing-school  at  Camberwell. 

First  E.  L.  There 's  vary  leetle 
in  the  i)oor  gairrl  to  f  eenish.  A 
want  somewhere— oh,  it 's  well 
known  to  be  in  the  family.  But 
her  mother's  intellects  are  shairp 
enough,  if  she  's  not  quite  the 
leddy. 

Second  E.  L.  A  leddy !  She 's 
no  comprehension  of  the  mere 
elements  of  it.  And  them  in  the 
orchestry  stalls— it 's  naething  but 
downrignt  sickenin'  oastentation ! 

After  the  Third  Act. 

A  Misanthropic  Maiden  {to 
^Arry,  who  has  made  her  ac- 
quaintance by  apologising  for 
squeezing  past  her  to  procure  re- 
freshment).  No,  1  've  no  opinion 
of  men:  deceitful,  everyone  o' 
them.  Look  how  Mr,  Caterwell 
treats  Aw  i)oor  wife  in  the  play. 
There's  a  specimen  ! 

\i.rry    {wounded).    Now  donU 
say  that.  Miss!    I   assure   you 
you  've  got  'old  of  a  totally  false 
"  Now  don't  My  that,  Miss !  "  impression. 

The  M,  M,  I  do  say  it.  It's  my  opinion.  Men  are  a  discontented 
class  of  people ! 

'Arry.  No,  no,  that's  only  a  silly  erronous  impression  o'  yours, 
yer  know ! 

The  M,  M,  Certainly  it's  not.  I've  my  own  ideas.  I'd  never 
trust  myself  "mih  a  man.  They  always  make  a  lot  of  bother  and 
imraphemalia  wherever  they  are ! 

^Arru.  Why.  you're  torkin'  jes'  like  a  old  aunt^o'  mine  now. 
She  is  bitter,  ii  yer  like ! 

The  M,  M.  You  don't  know.  She  may  be  nice,  in  her  own 
way. 

^Arry.  She  may,  but  'er  way  o'  bein'  noice  is  what  others  would 
call  bein'  partickler  narsty.    Now  look  at  me.    I  'd  be  a  deal  better 


Ah,  we  must  hope  the  next  acts  will  be  better,  dear. 

A  Literary  Clerk  (talking  for  the  benefit  of  his  Fiancee,  and 
anyone  else  within  hearing).  The  piece  distinctly  has  merit; 
superficial,  no  doubt,  but  smart,  decidedly  smart,  in  its  way  ! 

llis  Fiancee  {who  is  painfully  struggling  up  to  his  level),  1  'm  not 
very  fond  of  these  psycnical  plays  myself. 

The  L.  C.  Are  you  quite  sure  you  don't  mean  **  psychologicar^  f     ^ ^. ^ 

.  His  Fiancee  {wtth  spirit).  1  meant  what  I  said,  but  I  don't  like  !  married  nor  what  I  am  now,  living  in  lodgings  and  (iriVA  a  ring  of 
the  others  either.  The  only  thing  I  do  really  enjoy  is  a  piece  like—  pathos)  compelled  to  seek  my  amusement  in  places  o'  this  sort !  Do 
well,  like  East  Lynne!  I  you  think  I 'd  stay  away  from  my  'ome  if  I  'ad  a  noice  'ome  to  come 

The  L.  C.  {with  a  sigh).  You  should  endeavour  to  minimise  your  I  'ome  to  ?    Not  me  !    What  part  o'  the  country  are  vou  from  ? 


prejudices  as  much  as  possible. 


The  M.  M,  Devonshire— and  I  wish  I'd  stopped  there,  I  'm  sure ! 
Arri/  {mendaciously).  Why,  we're  next-door  neighbours!    I  come 


First  Elderly  Lady  (up  from  the  North,  to  Second  Elderly  Lady).       __. .  ,  , ^,,       _^, 

That 's  mairvellously  like  Mr.  Alexawkber  MacPairtan  in  the  j  from  Somersetshire  myself.    And^  I  tell  yer,  I  believe  you  and  me 

would  git  on  fust-dorss  together,  if  we  were  on'y  married. 

The  M,  M.  That 's  according.    No,  it 's  no  use  your  talking.    I  'm 
single — and  booked  for  single. 

Arry.  Well,  you  don't  know  what   ohomces  you're  throwing 
away ! 

The  M.  M.  There's  too  much  chance  in  it  to  satisfy  me.    And 
{with  austerity)   I'm  not  going   to  be  dra^n   into   any  c^nver- 


stalls  there.    Do  ye  see  him  now,  standing  up  with  the  bald  head  ? 

Second  Elderly  Lady.  Eh,  that  'U  no  be  Aim  ;  he 's  a  far  finer  look- 
ingman  than  ever  Alexawicder MacPairtait  was  in  his  best  days ! 

First  E.  L.  Maybe  you're  right.  Indeed,  I  never  hairrd  he  was 
to  be  up  in  London.  But  there 's  a  faraway  look  of  Mr.  MacPairtan 
yonder,  I  'm  thenldng. 

Second  E.  L.  MacPairtak  couldn't  look  the  tenth  pairt  of  the 
gentleman  that  pairrson  does :  it 's  not  in  the  man ! 
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After  the  Ftsal  CuBTAiy. 
First  Elderly  Lady.  Eh,  I  *ve  enjoyed  it  finely.    It  just  does  ye 
good  to  hear  a  bit  o*  smairrt  dialogrue  occasionally ;  it  freshens  one 
up  80  for  conversation  in  one*s  own  caircle ! 

The  Indignant  Old  Lady,  A  Duffec*  imnersition,  J  call  it.  Ah, 
well,  it 's  not  all  wasted  money.  If  I  'd  ha'  bin  at  'ome  and  playing 
whist  I  sliould  have  had  to  talk,  and  that  would  ha'  bin  bad  for  my 
throat.    I  must  try  and  look  at  it  that  way ! 

^Arry  {to  the  Misanthropic  Maiden).  I  'ope  you'll  illow  me  the 
pleasure  of  escorting  vou  and  your  friend  'ome  ? 

The  Misanthropic  Maiden,  So  long  as  you  don't  take  it  as  any 
encouragement,  /'ve  no  objection ! 

\irry.  All  /want  is  to  convince  yer  as  there's  one  young  feller 
left  that  knows  'ow  to  beyave  like  a  gentleman. 

[^He  is  permitted  to  accompany  them  for  that  purpose,  and 
there  is  some  reason  to  nope  that  the  maiden's  misanthropy 
may  he  eventually  overcome. 


TO   MAUD. 

(Accompanying  a  Valentine,) 

Hebe  's  a  Valentine  for  you— lace,  tinseL  and  satin, 

With  Cupids  all  over  it  up  to  such  tricks ; 
There 's  gauze  in  profusion,  and,  oh,  it  is  pat  in 

The  language  of  love ! — tor  it  cost  three-and-siz. 
Quite  frankly  I  wouldn't  be  thought  to  defend  it 

(Though  I  swear  that  I  bought  it  as  i)erf  ectly  new) ; 
And  the  reason,  in  fact,  why  I  happen  to  send  it, 

Is  to  have  an  excuse  for  a  letter— to  you. 

Why,  since  we  last  met, 
it  is  ever  so  long, 
Maud; 
It  was  year»— that  is 
two  days  ago — at  the 
dance. 

And  I  maybe  quite  right, 
or  I  may  be  quite 
wroxig,  Maud, 
Yet  I  rancied  1  saw  a 
kind  gleam  in  your 
glance. 

The  rest  of  the  girls  were 
—  well,  simpering 
sillies 
(The  phrase  is  your 
ownT,  and  may  stay 
on  the  shelf ; 

But  the  belle  of  the  ball, 
with  her  posy  of 
lilies. 

Was — would  you  believe 
it?  It's  true — your 
sweet  self ! 

Bless  my  heart  I  What 
I'm  writing  is  too 
altogether 
Romantic  to  be  what 
is  called  "  quite  the 
thing." 

Let  us  turn  to  a  something  auite  safe — say,  the  weather : 
Don't  you  think  we'll  be  navin^  a  premature  Soring  ? 
The  Spring,  when  we  list  to  the  mghtingale  nightly, 

And  sweetness  distils  in  the  dew  and  the  rain ; 
When  a  young  man's  (the  poet  says)  fancy  turns  lightly 
To  thoughts  of good  heavens,  I  'm  at  it  again ! 

So  I  '11  just  send  the  Valentine.    Say  you  will  take  it, 

It  cost  three-and-six,  as  I've  told  you  before. 
There 's  one  small  confession.    Perhaps  I  'd  best  make  it. 

I  gave  three-and-six — I  could  not  afford  more. 
Yet  if  you  are  wishful  for  me,  Maud,  to  rank  you 

As  the  kindest  of  critics,  then  write  me  to  say 
That  you  feel  I  deserve  a  magnanimous  **  Thanic  you !  '* 

For  my  tinselled  remembrance  of  Valentine's  Day. 


**Labby  v.  Worsley." 

"  Labbt  and  Woksley."    Both  we  hold  excused  :— 
The  question  is, — we  cannot  put  it  terselier, — 

Was  Labbt  or  was  Wobslbt  worady  used  ? 
Was  Wobslet  better,  or  was  Labbt  worselier  P 

Question  for  Impatient  Imperialists.— Is  it  not  more  urgently 
important  that  our  people  should  be  fed,  than  that  they  should  m 
federated  ?    The  Unemployed  may,  periiaps,  help  to  an  answer. 


LAW  IN  UNCOMMON  FORM. 

Reluctant  as  I  am  to  force  my  own  personality  upon  the  public,  I 
feet  it  my  duty  to  comment  upon  an  article  upon  **  the  lax  state  of  legal 
education,"  which  has  recently  appeared  in  the  influential  columns 
of  the  Times  newspaper.  And  I  turther  consider  it  my  mission  to 
offer  to  the  organ  of   the  . 

Bar  those  remarks  that,  so  ^f^^^   V       J/"^ 

to  sp^k,  whelm  over  my  «—       x-  i  jI       -i   ^ 

brain  in  the  hours  of  prac- 
tice. Punch  for  more  than 
half  a  century  has  been  the 
representative  of  Justice 
and  her  votaries,  and 
amonsrst  the  latter  I  count 
the  Lord  Chancellors  and 
the  judges,  **8ilk"  and 
**  stun,"  and  in  fact  every 
one  having  the  right  of 
audience  in  the  Koyal 
Court,  or  any  other  Superior  *- 
Court  in  the  United  King- 
dom. The  Times  insists 
tliat  our  legal  education  can 
be  improved,  and  amongst 
various  proposals  suggests 
that  the  Council  should 
provide,  '*  within  reasonable  lindts,  varied  instruction  to  meet  the 
wants  not  only  of  lawyers  but  also  of  the  not  unimportant  part  of 
the  public  interested  in  the  same  matters."  I  support  the  proposal. 
Surely  the  time  has  arrived  when  legal  education  should  be  popu- 
larised. Lectures  should  be  made  palatable  not  to  students  only, 
but  to  that  ** not  unimportant  part  of  the  public"  (to  quote  the 
Times)  that  loves  a  lecture  accompanied  by  music,  and  attended  by 
dissolving  views.  To  show  that  it  would  be  perfectly  easy  to 
deliver  such  an  address,  I  jot  down  a  few  ideas  that  have  occurred  to 
me  while  waiting  for  expected  communications  from  my  learned  and 
esteemed  friends  Mr.  John  Hollams,  Messrs.  Bolton  and  Mote, 
and  Sir  Gborob  Lewis.  I  will  ima^e  that  I  am  standing  in  the 
Hall  of  Gray's  Inn,  with  a  broad  disc  behind  me,  and  in  the  music- 
gallery  a  lantern,  fitted  with  appropriate  views.  I  report  my  speech : — 

Mt  Lords,  Masters  of  the  ^ench.  Utter  Barristers,  Stu- 
dents, AND  Gentlemen, — As  we  have  but  a  short  time  at  our 
di^osal  this  afternoon  (owing  to  the  need  of  getting  hall  ready  for 
six  o'olodL  dinner),  I  purnose  making  my  remarks  as  few  and  as 
brief  as  possible.  You  will  be  glad  to  see  a  place  remembered  bv 
many  here  present,  and  known  bv  repute  to  us  all.  {Rings  bell. 
Westminster  Hall  appears  on  aisc.  Applause.  Organ  effect.) 
We  are  reminded  hj  tne  solemn  music  that  it  is  near  the  Abbey,  and 
those  offices  of  Parhamentanr  Agents  which  are  the  source  of  so  much 
protit  to  those  who  practise  '^  upstairs."  Here  is  the  Abbey.  {Bell. 
Change  on  disc.  Applause.)  And  a  well-known  office  in  Parliament 
Street.  {Bell,  Change  of  scene  on  disc.  Thunders  of  apj)latise,) 
I  thank  you  for  your  kind  appreciation.  {Applause,)  I  will  now 
tell  you  how  I  read  for  the  Bar.  {Comic  sona,  introducing  the  mys- 
teries of  crammina.  Immense  applause.)  Thank  yon.  Having  thus 
shown  you  lyrically  how  things  can  be  done,  with  the  assistance  of 
a  coach,  I  will  conclude  my  lecture,  which  I  fear  has  been  too  long 
("  No.  No,**)  with  a  s^es  of  photographic  reproductions  of  men 
and  places  connected  with  the  profession  to  which  most  of  those 
present  have  the  honour  to  belong.  {Bell,)  "  Edward  the  First, 
the  English  Justinian."  {Bell,)  '*  Sir  Peter  Edlin,  presiding  at 
the  London  County  Sessions."  {Bell,)  "  Lord  Coleridge,  thinking 
on  the  Bench  on  a  sultry  afternoon.'^  {Cheers,)  "The  Old  Bailey 
by  moonlight."  (Solemn  music.)  "A  caricature  by  Mr.  Frank 
LocEWOOD,  Q.C.,  M.P."  (Laughter,)  **  Mr.  Justice  Xorth  hearing 
a  case  in  Chambcnrs."  {Renewed  lauahier.)  **  The  last  brief  of  the 
dying  Junior."  (Solemn  music.)  And  last,  but  not  least,  '*Our 
Clients,"  includinig  portraits  of  the  most  eminent  Solicitors  on  the 
Rolls.  (Cheers.)  And  now,  my  Lords,  Masters  of  the  Bench,  Utter 
Barristers,  Students,  and  Gentlemen,  I  have  nothing  more  to  do 
than  to  thank  you  for  the  very  kind  way  in  which  you  nave  received 
my  poor  efforts  to  combine  amusement  with  instruction.  I  bid  you 
one  and  all  a  respectful  farewell.    (Loud  and  prolonged  cheering,) 

1  could  not  only  deliver  an  address,  but  arrange  for  the  introduction 
of  more  or  less  comic  interludes,  suohas**  The  Learned  Pig,"  **  Captain 
Coke  and  his  Ventriloquial  Entertainment,"  '*The  Bounding 
Brothers  of  Bohemia  in  their  refined  Robing-Room  Stance,"  ana 
**  Dazy  Blackstone,  the  fasdnatinjg  Inns  of  Court  Serio-Comique." 
Of  course  these  features  would  be  intended  not  so  much  for  lawyers 
as  '*for  the  not  unimportant  jNirt  of  the  public  interested  in  such 
matters."  I  shall  be  glad  to  give  full  narboulars  as  to  fees,  &c.,  at 
my  chambers,  with  the  assistance  of  Mr.  Portington,  my  senior 
<derk,  any  day  during  term  time  from  nine  to  six  and  during  vacation 
from  ten  to  four.  (Signed)  A.  Briefless,  Jun. 

Pump-HandU  Court,  Feb.  10,  1894.          #       ^  ^  r^  I  ^ 
— Diyilizud  by  VjOOv  Lc 
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NOT  TO   BE    BEATEN. 

Ht.    "A— TBI  W0B8T  OF  TOV  AhXKICANS  18  THAT  TOIT  HATX  NO    'LmISUKM  ClASS.' " 
She.    "Y>8,   WK  HAVX.      Wl  CALL  THBJI    'TlUMFS'l" 


"PLUCK'DI" 

Or,  Thb  Corowbtbd  Monkrt  and  thb 

UlCFORTUNATl  CoCKATOO. 

{An  Old  Story  Newly  Applied,) 
Thess  was  an  '*  Old  Party"  who  cheruhed 

A  Pink  Cockatoo  of  fine  feather. 
Nowpett— to  old  parties— are  predona ;  and 

yet 
They  do  lead  to  mmpnses,  nictions,  rerret, 
At  times,  when  two  kinds  oome  together. 
Their  tempers,  like  those  of  a  man  and  his 

spouse, 
May  proTe   incompatible;  then   there   are 
rows. 


The  Monkey  I— that  Monkey  was  truly  a  toff. 

Blue-blooded  and  big-tailed,  and  giyen  to 
scoff 
At  birds  as  inferior  areaturei. 

li  had  no  respect  for  the  Cockatoo's  crest. 

For  it  always  carried  a  crown,  when  full- 
drest: 
And  its  form,  and  its  fur,  and  its  fea- 
tures 

All  preyed  it  — despite  of    some    Simian 
joUity, 

The  proud  pick  and  pink  of  quadrumanous 

So  Jacko  regarded  *'  poor  Cocky"  as  low, 
And  took  no  small  pleasure  in  telling  it  so. 
**  You're  rustic,  and  rowdy,  and  raucous," 


The  arrogant  Ape  would  declare.    "Your 

poorbt 
Are  fitl>ut  to  hang  in  a  chawbaoon's  cot 
Or  shriek  with  Poll  Parrots  in  caucus." 

*•  And  you  (Cocky  "answered),   you  proud, 

stuck-up  Monkey  I 
There's  none  but  a  venid  inyertebrate  flunkey 
Would  cotton  and  cringe  and  kotoo    to 

you. 
J  don't  care  a  snap  for  your  yulgar  abuse ! 
You 'ye  the  soul  of  yulture,  the  brain  of  a 

goose* 
AndfaithI  I'm  the  bird  to  say  'Bool'  to 

you." 

This  hardly  looked  well  as  a  promise  of 

p^oe; 
But  hopinflr  that  wrath  with  acquaintance 

would  cease. 
The  two  were  left  upstairs  together. 
What  happened  one  shrinks  from  inquiring 

too  closely. 
When  someone  peeped  in  Jacko  flourished 

jocosely 
What  looked  like  a  Cockatoo's  feather! 

Fe€Uhersf    The   sky- woman  iduddng  her 

goose 
Could  scarce  scatter  snow-plumes  with  hand 

more  profuse. 
Than  Jacko  the  jocund  had  scattered 
The    pretty   pink    plumes    of    that    poor 

Cockatoo: 
And  as  for  the  bird,  it  was  waddling  askew, 
Looking  awfully  humpy  and  grumpy  and 

blue. 
Weird,  wobegone,  beaten  and  battered. 
The   Jackdaw  of  Eheims,  eyen  after  the 

curse 
Made  it  look  like  plucked  poultry,  could  not 

haye  looked  worse 
Than  Cooker  did  after  its  mauling. 
One  tuft  in  its  crest,  and  one  plume  in  its 

tail, 
Each  wing  like  a  shattered  mast  minus  its 

sail. 
From  under  the  table-cloth  crawling, 
Poor  Cocky  croaked  forth  with  a  pathos 

sublime : — 
Oh  Lor !  I  're  been  having  a  doosm  of  a 

time  !  H 

After  the  Upper  House  is  (hrer. 

(  Ferae  of  a  New  Vereion^  with  a  diferenee,) 

After  the  Um)er  House  is  oyer. 

After  the  Upper  House  is  done, 
Conseryatiyes  feel  quite  in  oloyer, 

And  Chakbeblain  laughs  at  the  fun. 
But  the  Rad  and  the  true  GLADflrroNE-loyer 

Cries  **  nothing  that's  good  can  be  done. 
Till — after  the  Upper  House  is  over 

After  the  Upper  House  is  done  I " 


Ah  ExPEirsiyx  Amusemekt.— "Mr.HEWET 
Labouchebe,"  says  Sir  George  Lewis  of 
Lewis  and  Lewis,  writing  to  the  Times,  **has 
spent  £30,000  in  aef ending  himself,  and  has 
not  receiyed  one  farthing."  Ahem!  Mr. 
Labouchere's  practice  has  been  to  **Draw  I 
(cheques)  and  defend  himself  I "  ^ 


Bhyme  by  a  Beactionary. 

••  Put  the  police  under  the  L.C.C.  I " 
Ridiculous  rot  I    Preposterous  fiddle-de-dee  I 
No ;  if  you  want  some  chance  of  pubUc  peace. 
The  L.C.C.  put  under  the  police  i 


EXPERISNTIA  DocET.— What  exact  hour  of 
the  day  does  a  loyer  name  to  his  betrothed  as 
he  is  about  to  part  from  her— they  being 
alone  and  unobseryed  f  Simple  but  evidetU 
answer, — **  Just  One  I " 
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SHERIDAN    BU-CANONISED! 

What  fatal  dementia  seized  upon  Bob  Buchaxax  that  he  should 
have  written  a  plav  on  Dick  Sheridan  f  Had  he  been  as  familiar 
with  his  subject  as  ne  has  been  with  the  christian  name  of  his  un- 
fortunate hero  he  might  possibly  have  taken  more  time  and  more 
thought,  if  either  womd  have  assisted  him,  before  giving  (for  a  con- 
sideration) this  *'  new  and  orinnal  comedy  "  to  a  mighty  censorious 
world.  However,  'tis  done,  and  there 's  an  end  on 't,  or  soon  will  be, 
but  in  the  meantime  let  me  congratulate  the  principal  actors  in  this 
series  of  scenes  from  the  life  of  Dick  Shendan,  arranged  by  Bob 
Buchanan,  not  on  the  parts  they  play,  but  the  way  in  which  they 
plav  them. 

Physical  resemblance  between  Richard  Brinslet  Sheridan,  as 
known  to  us  by  his  portraits,  and  Mr.  H.  B.  Irving  there  is  none ; 
but,  physically  and  mentallv,  he  is  as  like  Dick  Sheridan  as  Mr. 
Bob  Buchanan  has  allowed  him  to  be.    What  an  unconscionable 
dull  doe,  though  a  bit  of  a  **  rantin'  roorin'  boy,"  too,  on  occasion, 
is  this  Bu-oanonised  Dick  Sheridan/    like  the  saturnine  Charles 
THE  Second  of  merry  memory,  this  Dick  Sheridan  often  says  a 
foolish  thing  (and  a  very  prosaic  one  too)  and  never  does  a  wise  one. 
However,  yoim^  Mr.  Ir- 
viNO,    oonsidennfl:    that 
after  all  he  is  little  more 
than   a   beginner,  plays 
this  part  (such  as  it  is, 
and  thank  Buchanan  for 
it)  so  well  that  we  may 
look  forward  to  his  suc- 
cessful   appearance     as 
Joieph  Surface  and  then 
as  Matnlet,    II  ira  loin. 
The  eccentric  part  of 
Dr,  Jonathan  CrLeary, 
a  kind  of  Dr.  a  Toole, 
the  Irish  tutor,  with  a 
dash  of  that  very  old- 
fashioned  pedagogue  Dr, 
Panghss^   is  made   the 
most  of  by  Mr.  Brandon 
Thokab,  who  indeed  adds 
to  the  natural  gifts  of  the 
individual   by  throwing 
in  here  and  there  just  so 
much  flavour  of  Scotch 
accent   as   suggests   the 
observant  and  retentive 
traveller.    With  spright- 
ly Miss  Pattie  Browne 
as  Mrs,  Lappet  the  lady's 
maid  (a  name  fashioned 
on   the   good   old   farce 
principle    of    styling    a 
tailor  jifr.  Button,  a  butcher  Mr,  Choj^s,  and  so  forth,  a  plan  adapted 
to  the  meanest  cai>acity  of  theatre-going  intelligence),  Dr,  G'Leary 
ThomaB  is  resiwnsible  for  the  conventional  low  comic  relief,  a  kind 
of  forlorn  hope  in  such  cases,  essential  to  most  pieces,  and  more  especi- 
ally to  Adelphi  Dramas,  to  which  class  of  entertainment  this  play, 
with  its  tur^d  sentiment,  its  scowling  villain,  its  aforesaid  low 
comedy  **rehef"  of  servant  and  maid,  its  stem  parent,  its  secret 
marriage,  its  heroine  in  distress,  and  its  duel  in  the  room  by  candle- 
light, evidently  aspired  to  belong. 

Had  Bob  taken  more  thought  over  Dice,  he  might  perhaps,  with 
the  aid  of  a  collaborator  such  as  was  the  late  Mr.  Henrt  Pettitt, 
and  by  eliminating  Sheridan,  and  introducing  a  railway  accident 
or  a  battle-scene,  have  realised  by  it  a  considerable  fortune  at  the 
Adelphi;  and  then  he  could  have  retired  and  amused  himself,  if 
nobody  else,  by  writing  comedies  for  nowhere  in  particular  on  the 
model  of  this  Dick  Sheridan, 

Mr.  Ctril  Maude  is  always  marvellouB  in  his  making  up,  and 
this  latest  tratestie  of  his  as  Lord  Dazzleton  (another  farce-name ! 
So  good !)  is  quite  equal  to  anything  he  has  previouslv  done.  The 
part  is  as  admirably  played  as  the  picture  is  painted  oy  this  artist 
from  the  sketch  given  him  by  Bob,  the  author. 

With  excellent  effect  does  Mr.  Lewis  Waller  represent  the 
Adelphi-Drama-villain,  Captain  Matthews,  who  is  not  at  all  the 
Captain  Matthews  of  Sheridan's  true  story ;  but  as  '*  R.  B." 
^t "  Richard  Brinslet  ''  without  the  Sheridan,  but  *'  Robert 
Buchanan")  ezpluns  in  a  foot-note  to  the  Idll,  **this  Comedy  has 
no  pretensions  to  historical  accuracy  in  matters  of  detail,"  we  must 
be  satisfied  with  the  goods  the  j^ods  provide,  and  no  more  question 
details  of  this  historical  unhistoncal  i>astoral-comico-tragical  comedy, 
than  we  would  inquire  too  curiously  into  the  excellence  of  the  raw 
piwerty  materials  for  Dr.  CyLeafys  Irish  stew. 

Mr.  Stdnet  Brouoh  has  a  oharaoter  dosely  resembling  that 
'*  horsey  "  one  of  the  Tom-and-Jerry  period  in  Sowing  the  Wind,  then 


Following  his  Father's  Footsteps. 


played  by  Mr.  Edmund  Maurice,  who,  now,  as  representing  the 
*  stem  pairent  who  has  but  one  daughter  an  unkimmon  fine  young 
gal,"  is  much  **  exercised"  in  spirit,  and  has  to  observe,  in  the  course 
of  other  sapient  remarks,  that  **  he  has  some  difficulty  in  making  up 
his  mind,"  which,  by  the  way,  can  be  nothing  to  the  difficulty  he 
must  have  experienced  in  making  up  his  face,  tor  **  a  more  complete 
change  of  front "  (as  the  old  lady  said  who  dian*t  wear  her  own  hair, 
and  had  to  alter  from  brown  to  grev)  it  is  rare  to  see,  even  in  these 
days  of  ultra-perfection  in  the  art  oi     making  up." 

Then  there  is  Mr.  John  Byron,  who  very  cardEully  plays  Ahedne- 
go^  m  K  tediously  witless  scene  (quite  representative  of  **  R.  B." 
without  the  ** Sheridan"),  and  Mr.  Will  Dennis,  who  does  his 
utmost  to  realise,  to  himseli  at  least,  even  if  others  remain  uncon- 
vinced, that  he  is  a  living  representative  of  David  Garrick,  and, 
for  the  matter  of  that,  so  he  is,  for  does  he  not  represent  David 
Garrick  **  as  he  is  wrote  "  by  Mr.  Robert  Buchanan,  whose  work, 
by  his  own  admission,  **  has  no  pretensions  to  historical  accuracy  in 
matters  of  detail "  ? 

It  is  by  Miss  Winifred  Emery,  as  Miss  Elizabeth  Linley,  or 
rather  as  herself  playing  the  heroine,  whether  the  name  be  Linley 
or  any  other,  that  the  piece  has  to  stand,  even  if  it  stand  totteringly. 

She  is  strong  enough  to 
support  the  poor  thing; 
ana  she  may  impart  to  it 
some  of  her  own  vitality. 
But  what  is  there  for  her 
to  do?  Where  is  there 
scope  for  the  actress  to 
act?  There  is  much 
vapouring,  and  much 
appealing,  as  it  were,  to 
the  Sheridan  tradition 
in  order  to  enlist  the 
sympathies  of  the  public 
for  Mr.  Buchanan's 
namby-pamby  heroine? 
It  seems  to  me  a  thank- 
less part,  which  only  the 
auctoritas  of  the  actress 
can  make  occasionally 
interesting.  Is  there  in 
it  one  really  strong  and 
telling  situation  depend- 
ent on  the  heroine  alone? 
By  the  way,  one  word 
with  Mr.  Walter  Hann, 
whose  scenery  is  admira- 
ble, and  with  Mr.  Hast- 
ings the  Stage  Manager. 
Are  Sheridan^s  lodgings 
next  door  to  Mr,  Linlev*s 
house?  Why  do  I  ask? 
Because  when  the  cur- 
tains of  the  window  in  Miss  Linley^ 8  boudoir  (Act  III.)  are  not  quite 
dosed,  the  same  view  is  distinctly  visible  as  is  seen  from  the  window 
(Act  ll.)  of  Sheridan^a  lodgings  in  London.  Mr.  Walter  Hann 
will  go  for  a  change  to  Hastings. 

Mr.  Robert  Buchanan  did  exceptionally  weU  with  Tom  Jones  and 
Joseph  (why  didn't  he  call  him  **  Joe  "  ?)  Andrews  at  the  Vaude\'ille. 
But  that  was  **once  upon  a  time,"  and,  however  weU  he  succeeded 
with  Tom  and  Joe,  Bob  has  shown  that,  to  use  the  slang  of  a  year  or 

of  date,  he  is  not  **  up  to  Dickr 


so  ago,  now  happily  almost  out  < 


The  B  in  Box. 


TO  CmDERELLALIXEI 

hi  Mr,  Oscar  BarretVs  charming  ParUomime  at  the  Lyeenm,  Feb,  14. 

From  Tom  Touchstone, 

0  Ellaline     0  Ellaline! 
'Tis  sweet  to  see  thee  on  the  scene ! 
Delightful  is  this  rhyme  of  mine — 
Unless  your  name  be  Ella-linb. 

For  two  proud  sisters  Ellaline  must  drudge, 
And  often  to  the  tavern  doth  she  trudge 
To  fetch  the  supper  beer !    Yet  when  she 's  out 
'Tis  Ellalman,  yet  Ella  getting  stout  / 

Oscar,  your  pantomime  is  clever, 

**  A  thing  of  Beauty  and  a  Joy  for  ever !  " 

You  cannot  do  amiss  with  this,  *tis  true. 

Seeing  how  much  a  Miss  has  done  for  you ! 

To  be  her  servant,  at  the  ball,  inctw, 

Lauri  the  cat  is  such  a  lucky  dog  f 

Miss  CiNDERELLALiNE  I    Ah !    With  this  line 

Would  I  could  catch  thee  for  my  Valentine. 


jitized  by 


^ 


)9ie- 


82 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI. 


[Fbbbuart  17,  1894. 


A  THEOLOGICAL  DISPUTL 

Thb  Piano  was  aooompanying 
the  Fiddle.  They  were  getting 
on  together  in  pmeot  harmony, 
and,  whilebeing  played  npon^  they 
were  holding  a  tneological  disoos- 
■ion.  Thej  waxed  warm.  They 
indulged  in  rather  forcible  lan- 
^aff e,  and  got  lo  far  as  to  bring 
in  Latin  by  way  of  exhibiting 
their  theological  knowledge. 

**  Ah,  my  dear,"  exdaimed  the 
Fiddle.  "  What  you  want  is  the 
Latin  representatiye  of  myself  in 
the  fifth  declension,  Fide».  Fidei, 
Faith!" 

**  Fiddle-de-dee  I"  replied  the 
Piano.  '*  What  you  want  is  what 
Toa'li  never  have,  and  what  / 
have  always  got." 

**And  tiiat  isP"  inquired  the 
Fiddle. 

"  Works,  my  dear,  works  I " 

But  the  oisoussion  was  brought 
to  an  end  by  a  bfmg  from  the 
pianist  and  a  violent  scrape  from 
the  violinist,  and  then  both  instru- 
ments were  silent. 


About  ks  0ptd[I8t.  —  "  All 
musical  people,"  says  the  Timet, 
udrighUy,  "will  regret  to  hear 
that,  under  the  peremptory  order 
of  his  medical  adviser.  Mi.  W.  T. 
Best  has  resigned  his  position  as 
organistof  StGeorffe'sHall,  liver- 
pooL"  We  are  indeed  sorry;  but 
when  the  Best  isdone,— well,— the 
Best  can  do  no  more.  Let  us,  as 
optimists^hopethatthis  case  will  be 
an  exception  to  the  proverbid  rule. 
But  it  will  be  difficult  for  anyone 
to  **  go  one  better"  than  Best. 

What  the  Public  aee  ow  the 
Relioious  Cibculas  Contbo- 
VEESY.— School-Bored. 


WHAT  THERE   IS    IN   A   NAME! 

Dutiful  Nephew,  "Hullo,  Tebxkcb,  how  are  you?     Is  Uncle 
St.  Gkoboe  at  home!"  Irish BiUler,  "No,  Mr.  Charles." 

Jhai/ul  Nephew,  "  Dear  me  I    Is  his  better  half  at  home  ! " 
Irish  Butler,  **Ko,  Mr.  Charles.    The  Draqon  is  also  out." 


On  a  Certain  Centenary. 

(Stmte  Way  after  Bums,) 

PThe  Morning  Advertiser  on  Feb.  8, 
1894,  reached  its  hondredth  anni- 
versary.] 

Geeetdto,  ^reat  pride  of  Brother 

BUKO, 

In  his  defence  ne'er  wanting ! 
Which  to  the  Witler's  willSveB 
tongue^ 
All  opposition  daunting  I 
Punch  gladly  wishes  yon  *'  Good 
speed!" 
Dailv  may  yon  grow  wiser. 
A  oentory  hence  may  men  still 

As  now,  the  good  old  '''Titer ' " 


The  Uir-(HALF)-CROwirED 
EiKo. — The  gentlemen  who  are 
discussing,  with  much  heat,  the 
question  df  *'The  Gk>spel  of  the 
Poor,"  in  the  Daily  Chronicle^ 
seem  fond  of  saying  that  *'  King 
Demos  is  crowned."  Alas,  poor 
"  Eine  Demos  "  will  himself  tell 
you  that  often  he  is  not  even 
Aa(/'-crowned  I  And,  to  adapt 
Shakspeabe  to  the  modem  sort 
of  "King,"  "Uneasy  Hes  the 
head  that  wants  half-a-crown  I " 
Demas,  not  Demos,  it  is  to  he 
feared,  is  at  present  our  real 
reigning  Idng. 

"  Rblioiok  is  Boabd  Schoolb." 
—  There  are  of  course  many 
"Forms"  in  every  school.  One 
Form,  t.f.,  the  form  of  Christian 
Faith,  seems  to  be  "going  by  the 
Board"  just  now,  and  will  soon 
be  lost  sight  of  altogether. 

UiTANSWERABLE.— Ha8a"Sofa" 
warrior  any  connection* with  "  an 
arm-chair  politician  "  ? 


BSAT70*  SIB  EBHBTI 

Mr.  Justice  Haweiks  had  quite  a  grand  day  of  it  last  Tuesday 
while  hearing  the  case  of  Colquhoun  v.  Wigzeli,  which  was  tried 
before  his  lordship  and  a  special  jury.  It  ought,  indeed,  to  be  a 
specif  jury  whenever  Sir  Henry  sits,  for  they  are  specially  favoured, 
and  they  will  try  some  of  the  very  best  cases,  the  contents  of  which 
are  as  sparkling  as  if  the  cases  were  of  the  very  best  champagne. 

Replied  a  witness  to  a  question  put  by  Sir  Henet,  **^An  ajjent 
(it  was  a  picture-dealing  case)  would  object  to  disclose  his  prmci- 
pal.    ^" So,"  said  Sir  Henry  at  once,  "would  a  thief."    Wiereat 

laughter."  Not  *  suppressed  "you  may  be  sure;  not  even  "suppressed 
with  difficulty."    Subs^uently,  Mr.  McCall,  a.C.,  who  should  be 

Mr.  What-tou-may-Cajx,  a.C."  (with  apologies  to  Sir  Henry), 
said  that  a  Mr.  BucE,  when  questioned  as  to  his  selling  nrice, 
"  bliwhed  bke  a  school-girL"  Quoth  Mr.  Justice  Ha  weins  :  ^'  I  con- 
fess I  did  not  see  much  sign  of  blushing  or  of  the  school-girl  about 
Mr.  Buce"  Oaughter).  But  what  a  chance  was  here  lost  by  his 
lordship !  Not  much  blushing  about  Mr.  Buce,  truly,  but  had  it  been 
"  Roe  ^  or  "  Doe  "  or  any  other  "  little  deer  "  P  Eh  P  Why,  the 
Court  would  have  been  in  convulsions ! 

a  J^^\'  ""^  ^'  Justice  Haweins  slily,  before  adjournment  :— 
^  I  gather  your  arflruments  "—(Pretty  picture  this !  Judge  "  gather- 
ing arguments,"  bke  "  Gathering  rosebuds  while  ye  may ! ")— "  are 
these :  You,  Mr.  Lewis  Thokab,  contend  that  Grooioe  was  a  'factor,* 
and  you,  Mr.  McCall.  that  he  was  a  'malefactor.'"  (Laughter.) 
Bravo!  Whereupon  Mr.  McCall  answered,  "Just  so."  "The 
Court  then  adjourned."  What  else  couitf  the  Court  do  P  Adjourned! 
Cwned  out  in  fits  of  lauj^hter  I  Judge  off  to  his  room  chuckling ! 
Why  CMuot  all  summaries  be  done  as  neatly  and  wittily  as  this  ? 
Let  Sir  HEin&Y  occupy  Ids  rare  leisure  by  going  over  the  old  reports  and 

essencing  them,  until  he  gets  the  lengthiest  summing  up  reduced 
to  this  admirable  model  of  ^'Factor"  and  "Malefactor."  But  of 
course  there  is  an  "  important  faetor  "  in  this  example  that  does  not 
occur  in  ever^  case,  or  in  one  out  of  ahundred.  But  thisisadiffiooltv 
over  which  Sir  Hswry  will  easily  triumph. 


OUa  BOOKING-OFriCE. 

The  Baron  welcomes  a  daintily  got-up  book  of  HoocTs  Humorous 
Poems,  edited  by  Canon  Ainoer  and  published  by  Machillan  & 
Co.  Krcellent  old  friends !  delighted  to  see  you  again !  always  read- 
able, but  now  more  readable  than  ever  by  reason  of  the  dear  type 
and  "  open  spaces."  For  prose  and  verse,  to  thrive,  require  oyeia 
spaces  just  as  much  as  do  authors  and  readers.  The  illustrations 
are  not  quite  up  to  the  humour  of  the  poems^  yet  if  ever  there  were 
a  chance  for  a  humorous  illustrator  it  is  at  his  service  in  these  very 
comic  verses.  Canon  Ainoer  has  made  himself  responsible  for  the 
editing  of  this  new  edition,  and  has  written  a  pleasant  biographical 
preface  in  which  his  Canonical  Reverence  appears  as  the  apologist  of 
the  pun.  Good  wine  needs  no  bush,  and  a  good  pun  needs  no 
anology.  A  written  pun  is  one  thing :  a  spoken  pun  is  quite  another. 
The  nrst  appeals  to  the  eye ;  the  second  to  the  ear ;  and  the  seoond 
depends  for  its  immediate  success  on  the  accidents  preceding  and  ao- 
companing  its  utterance.  Most  of  the  best  spoken  puns  will  not  bear 
repetition.  Not  only  is  it  "  what  he  said  "  but  "  the  way  he  said  it," 
and  the  time  and  place  of  his  saying  it.  The  Canon's  appreciation  of 
Tom  Hood  is  both  just  and  generous ;  but  his  Reverence^s  reverence 
for  his  author's  work  has  caused  him  to  leave  undeleted  one 
stanza  which  will  offend  many  not  otherwise  inclined  to  take  um- 
brage at  anything  "  in  the  canon's  mouth."  "  I  am  sorry  for  this." 
quoth  the  Baron ;  "and.  but  that  I  would  rather  not  indicate  the 
blot  which  may  eeoape  the  notice  of  the  heedless  majority,  I  would 
give  him  the  page  and  the  verse  which,  I  fancy,  the  Canon  himself 
would,  on  second  thoughts,  like  to  omit."  The  Baron  will  say  no 
more,  except  to  hint  that  the  verse  to  which  very  many  will  take 
objection,  and  which  the  Canon  should  most  certainly  have  omitted, 
is  to  be  found  within  the  first  forty  pages. 

Baron  de  Boox-Worxs. 

DifloovxRY  or  Oil  dt  Soicxbsbt.— If  a  commercial  success,  this  wiU 
be  an  example  of  "  the  oil  to  make  men  <^  a  cheerful  oountenanoe," 
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A   POSSIBLE   PICTURE. 

Ml.  FimcA {to Home Stentarf).  "Now,  Sib,  Paxmm;  dou't  wait  tu  Cvuk. 

_ nigitiypH  hy 
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1^1^%^ 


TOBY,    M.P.,    IN   THE   TROPICS. 

It.M.S.  ''Pembroke  Castle.''  Off  Madeira,  Wednesday— I  take 
up  my  pen  to  write  tiieae  few  lines  hoping  they  find  n^dear  Master 
warm  as  they  leaye  me  at  present.  To-night  being  Wednesday  he 
will,  I  wot,  De  sitting  round  the  Mahogany  Tree  with  his  young  men 
distilling  wit  and  wisdom  for  coming  generations  and  (incidentally) 
eating  a  frugal  meal.  I  wish  that  I  might  take  my  accustomed  seat 
at  his  feet  on  the  heap  of  yolumes  that,  ever 
growing,  do  not  increase  in  bulk  or  height. 

I  should  indeed  be  glad  to  sit  at  any  table 
whidi  would  behave  itself  in  ordinary,  not  to 
ill/^l  ^^"SS^^*^^^*^  ^y  tabular  fashion.  Our  dining-table  has 
r  I^^Rv-  >^  ^^  ^®  iiddles  on  day  by  day  from  agitated 
'^^^^^^  "*  breakfast  to  illusory  dinner.  Neptune  pipes 
and  we  dance— at  least,  our  kniyes  and  forks 
and  plates  and  glasses  do.  A  voyage  to  the 
Cape  is  not  all  oeer  and  skittles.  The  early 
part  of  it  is  the  Bay  of  Biscay.  Can't  say 
we '  ve  had  a  gale,  but  there  seems  to  have 
been  one  blowing  lustily  for  six  or  seven 
weeks.  We  come  in  for  what  is  called  '*  the 
swell,''  a  more  than  usually  undesirable 
person  to  meet.  The  Member  for  Sark  says 
that,  regarded  as  Master  of  the  Bolls,  Eshee 
not  in  it  with  the  Bay  of  Biscay. 

One  gets  used  to  the  motion  out  it  is  fatal 
to  conversation.  You  walk  up  and  down 
deck  with  chosen  companion :  are  in  middle  of  interesting  remark 
when  you  discover  you  are  alone.  Friend  and  companion  dear  shot 
off  with  catapultic  force  either  to  port  or  starboard  as  ship  may  roll. 
*'  Ever  been  to  the  Cape  before,"  I  asked  SuiK  just  now  as  we 
staggered  up  and  down. 

Never"  he  said,  "but "  (here  he  shot  off,  brought  up  sharp 

by  bulwarks  on  larboard  side :  b^ng  nearer  centre  of  deck  I  neld  on 
tul  roll  to  starboard  brought  Sark  biiek  again)—'*  my  brother  has." 
This  lasts  only  for  day  or  two.  Weeping  may  endure  for  the 
night,  but  joy  cometh  with  morning.  Already  we  are  within  a 
da3r's  steam  of  Madeira,  and  the  scene  has  changed.  I  believe  it  is 
the  astute  Highlander  Don  Cfrbie  who  arranges  it  all  with  a  view 
to  permanent  effect.  If  on  leaving  Southampton  passengers  found 
themselves  forthwith  in  summer  seas  they  would  not  sufficiently 
appreciate  the  rest  and  joyouaness  of  the  surroundings.  The  stormy 
gateway  of  the  Bay  of  Biscay  is  an  incomparable  approach  for  the, 
thereafter,  rarely  ruffled  beauty  of  the  voyage  over  the  sunlit  waters 
of  the  South  Atlantic.  We  are  not  far  on  Madeira  now;  a  wineglass 
full,  so  to  speak.  But  already  summer  has  bloomed  again.  The  days 
have  lengtnened,  the  sun  shines  from  a  cloudless  sky,  and  at  night  tne 
waves,  gently  undulous,  flash  in  the  moonlight  that  makes  it  almost 
as  bright  as  noon. 

The  Pembroke  Castle  is  not  one  of  the  crack  ships  of  the  Castle 
Line.  As  compared  with  the  Norham  Castle  or  the  Dunnotiar  she 
is  slow ;  but  she  is  broad-beamed,  comfortable,  and,  in  weather  like 
this,  the  slower  we  steam,  the  less  soon  will  it  be  over.  The  old  ship 
has  a  history  which  makes  up  for  the  absence  of  electric  lights,  ana 
the  lack  of  a  larger  smoke-room.  Ten  years  ago,  on  the  18th  Sep- 
tember, 1883,  twenty-nine  royal  personages— not  counting  Don 
CuRRiE,  who  rounds  off  the  number— lunched  in  the  dining  saloon. 
It  was  on  the  famous  trip  when  Don  Currie  captured  Mr.  Gladstone. 
tore  him  away  from  labours  that  threatened  to  break  him  down,  ana 
carried  him  round  the  west  coast  of  Scotland  to  Norway.  At  Copen- 
hagen the  luncheon-party  gathered.  Mr.  G.  presided  at  the  centre 
table.  Tennyson  took  the  port-side  table  (Don  Currie  knew  his 
weakness  for  18^54  and  '47),  the  host  taking  the  starboard  table. 
The  guests  included  the  Emperor  and  Empress  of  Russia,  the  Czare- 
vicH ;  the  King  and  Queen  of  Denm.arx  and  their  tamily ;  the 
King  and  Queen  of  Greece,  and  various  royal  grease-spots :  the 
Princess  of  Wales  with  their  children ;  and  the  brothers  oi  the 
King  of  Denmark.  Ambassadors,  Admirals,  Generals,  and  such 
small  fry  brought  this  historic  luncheon  party  up  to  forty-five. 
Sark  says  though  the  rose  is  departed,  perfume  still  lingers  round 
the  place. 

I  thought  it  was  stewed  mutton ;  but  Sark,  when  he  is  not  aggres- 
sively practical,  is  succulently  sentimental.  I  heard  him  just  now 
softly  singing  to  himself— 

*'  Tou  may  break,  you  may  shatter 
The  vase  as  you  will, 
The  Bcent  of  the  cauliflower 
Clings  to  it  itill.'* 

I  notice  he  never  passes  through  the  saloon  without  removing  his 
cap  and  gazing  reverentially  round  the  chairs. 

I  am  not  tne  rose,"  he  said,  one  afternoon,  whilst  we  were  still 
in  the  Bay  of  Biscay ;  /'  but,''  ne  added,  when  he  came  back  after 
the  usual  brief  excursion,  **  I  shall  always  remember  I  have  lived 
near  it." 


BOEES!  BORES! 

I  generally  tire  of  things  I  hear  a  deal  too*much  about. 

The  things  that  won't  content  themselves  with  living  tor  a  day ; 
The  sentimental  Coster-man  who  maunders  his  old  Dutch  about. 

Or  glorifies  his  Nipper— you '11  confess  he  isn't  gay. 
With  his  kickseys  and  his  buttons  and  his 
everlasting  moke, 
And  his  East-End-lingo  answer  to  **  John 
Anderson  my  Jo^  ' 

I  seem  to  feel  that  Coster-men  have  got  beyond 
a  joke ; 
I  'm  tired  of  them,  I  've  done  with  them — 
the  Coster-man  may  go. 


Of  course  it 's  very  splendid  in  the  halls  that 
court  variety 
To  wring  from  breasts  Belgravian  the  unac- 
customed sob, 
And  force  them  to  admit  that  the  pursuits  of 
good  Society 

Are  worthless  when  contrasted  with   the     ^ 

feelings  of  the  mob.  <vW 

Ye  do  it,  0  ye  Coster-men,  in  many  different  **  turns, " 

With  voices  sometimes  excellent,  and  some  that  are  so-so ; 
But  that  rank  is  but  the  guinea-stamp  we  've  learnt  from  Bobbie 
Burns; 
Tour  teaching  seems  superfluous— the  Coster-man  must  So. 

Full  often  (pray  forgive  the  slang)  I  've  listened  to  a  bally  hen 

That  lays  an  t^f^  and  tells  the  news  as  loudly  as  she  can ; 
I  thought  of  this  when  reading  how  a  poet  caUed  Le  Galusnke 

Had  found  the  true  Religion  of  a  Literary  Man. 
But  for  all  his  pretty  sentences  I  do  not  care  a  cuss 

They  're  froth  stirred  up  with  platitude  and  merely  meant  for  show ; 
The  literary  men  who  with  religion  make  a  fuss 

Deal  far  too  much  in  fustian ;  they  're  bores  and  they  may  go. 

We've  all  got  some  religion— that  is,  at  least,  I  hope  we  have— 

And  some  of  us  are  far  from  the  religion  of  the  Schools ; 
But  why  declare  it  all  aloud,  or  use  the  little  rope  we  have 

To  hang  ourselves  as  warnings  to  unliterary  fools. 
You  're  a  clever  lad,  Le  G allienkb  ;  jou  've  written  pretty  rhymes ; 

To  the  creeds  of  crass  Philistia  be,  if  you  will,  the  foe : 
But  let  me  here  intreat  you.  Sir,  don't,  don't^  a  thousand  times, 

Don't  prate  about  your  sentiments,  but  ratner  let  them  go. 

Would  we  could  sa^  a  long  farewell  to  literary  shindy-men, 

Buchanan  and  his  grievances— I  would  that  they  were  dead. 
And  all  the  silly  tribe  of  merely  advertising  windy-men, 

The  Spooks  and  their  mendacities,  and  cranky  Mr.  Stead. 
Of  cranks  and  their  creations  we  have  had  a  miantum  suff, ; 

To  see  their  names  in  print  is  just  unutterable  woe. 
Bc^ne,  we  cry,  ye  dullfu^ ;  we ' ve  heard  about  enough 

Of  you  and  your  inanities,  'tis  time  for  you  to  go. 


OUE  BARTEEEBS. 


Unexampled  Bargain  !— Typewriter,  one  of  the  good  old  sort,  no 
rubbishy  modem  improvements,  weighs  half  a  ton,  no  further  use  to 
owner  or  anybody  else ;  offers  invited.  After  having  the  machine  for 
twenty  years,  owner  passed  it  over  to  his 
nursery  as  a  plaything,  where  it  was  much 
appreciated.  Alignment  a  little  imperfect, 
in  conseauence  of  all  the  children  having 
sat  on  me  keyboard  at  the  same  time. 
Lovers  of  country  sounds  would  thoroughly 
enjoy  using  it,  as  the  noise  it  makes  dosdy 
resembles  that  of  a  threshing  machine  in 
full  blast.  Would  accept  in  exchange  a 
genuine  Madonna  by  Raphael,  or  a  few 
acres  of  freehold  land  in  the  City;  or, 
failing  these,  the  owner  will  be  glad  to  part 
with  the  machine  to  anybody  who  will 
take  it  off  the  premises,  and  leave  behind 
^  V    H  H  him  a  few  quill  pens  and  a  penny  bottle 

"  r     ■  ■  of  ink. 

The  Chance  of  a  Lifs-time.— Share  in 
Paper.  Advertiser  is  willing,  and  in  fact 
quite  eager,  to  part  with  the  above.  Paper  is  a  halfpenny  comic  sheet. 
Ought  to  have  a  good  future  before  it,  as  it  has  an  exceptionally  bad 
past  bdiind  it.  Editor  of  experience  (in  cutting  comio  bits  out  of 
Amerioanjoumals)  attends  to  tne  humour.  Office-boy  attends  to  cre- 
ditors. Share  originally  cost  £20.  Owner  would'part  with  it  for  the 
fare  to  Boulogne,  as  he  is  compeUed  to  go  abxoi^  ^or  healtli)  at  once. 
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DIALOGUE  BOOK. 

{To  be  Translated  into  Half -a- 

doun  Foreign  Languages  for 

the  use  of  Unweleoine  Guests.) 

Question,  Is  this  Sootland 
Yard? 

Answer.  Certainly,  Sir;  and 
as  yon  are  a  foreigner  yon  wiU 
be  treated  with  every  con- 
sideration. 

Q.  Is  not  Sootland  Yard  the 
Head-jToarters  of  the  PoHoe  P 

A,  Yes,  Sir;  but  the  Police 
have  nouiing  to  do  with 
foreigners. 

Q.  Haye  not  the  Police 
duUes  at  Charing  Cross  f 

A,  Assuredly,  Sir.  It  is 
their  business  to  regulate  the 
traffic  and  to  tell  flower-girls 
to  move  on. 

Q.  But  ought  they  not  to 
prerent  the  use  of  inflamma- 
tory  langua|re  ? 

A,  Practically,  no.  It  would 
be  a  lend  action  to  arrest  a 
traitor,  but  it  is  considered  to 
be  better  not  to  attempt  any- 
thing of  the  sort. 

Q.  Does  the  Home  Secretary 
endorse  this  seemingly  rather 
mistaken  demencv  P 

A,  Certainly;  by  the  advice 
of  the  police. 

Q.  But  if  wild  words  are 
tolerated,  wiU  not  the  weak- 
ness shown  bv  the  authorities 
encourage  wild  deeds  P 

A,  Possibly ;  but  that  is  a 
matter  for  counsers  opinion. 

Q.  But  would  such  an 
opinion  naturally  prevent  the 
occurrence  of  an  outrage  P 

A,  Perhaps  not  naturally; 
but  it  is  invariably  best  to 


SO    LIKE   HIM 

Anxious  Wife  {to  Husband^  who  has  "  an  oceasi&n^l  touch  of  gout "  after  any 
particularly  good  bachelor  dinner  at  Club),    ''0,  mt  pear,  I  do  hope  tou 

WERE  CAREFUL." 

Self  indulgent  Husband  {crustily).  *»  Careful!    I  should  rather  think 

I  WAS.      I  WAS  VERY  CAREFUL— KOT  TO   MISS  A  SiNOLB  DiSH." 


have  public  opinion  on  the 
right  side. 

Q.  But  how  can  the  air  be 
cleared  when  there  is  no  action 
on  the  part  of  the  authori- 
ties P 

A.  By  an  explosion. 

Q.  But  will  not  an  explosion 
be  disastrous  to  the  public  P 

A.  By  Uie  theory  of  chances; 
but  as  a  matter  of  fact  the 
greatest  (and  almost  only)  suf - 
erers  by  tjie  outrages  have  been 
the  perpetrators  themselves. 
Which  is  as  it  should  be. 


OUR  BAETERERS.- 
LiTEBATUBE.— I  have  a  valu- 
able copy  of  XENOPHOH'f 
Anabasis  (a  good  deal  stained 
with  ink),  and  a  C.£SAB  2> 
Bella  Gallico  (some  pagcf 
missing,  and  the  rest  dog's- 
eared),  with  BoHs's  admirable 
Translations  to  both.  Alsc 
one  or  two  old  Grammars. 
Aritlunetics,  Histories,  and 
Atlases,  all  impeifect.  Yerj 
fine  old  copy  ot  a  Gradus  ac 
Pamassum,  and  an  Excerjttc 
from  Livy,  with  manusoripl 
annotations,  possibly  by  som< 
great  Scholiast  of  the  past. 
Am  giving  up  the  Classics, 
thank  Heaven,  and  going  oul 
to  the  Cape,  as  my  father  de- 
clines to  keep  me  in  his  hous< 
any  longer.  What  offers! 
Would  sdA  the  lot  for  a  double- 
barrelled  Express  rifle  suitabli 
for  elephant-shooting.  Repl:| 
at  once,  or  shall  be  oompeuec 
to  make  bonfire  of  the  abov< 
in  our  back  garden.— Address 
'*  Student,'^  &c. 


THE  NAVAL  CONTEST. 

(T^rofMkUed  from  a  Latin  FragTnent  lately  found  in  Oxford.) 

Then  suddenly,  while  the  runners  in  due  order  stand  intent 
upon  the  river-bank,  bursts  forth  the  explosion  heralding  the  start. 
XiMM lus.  a  man  not  unused  to  shocks,  himself  the  arbiter  of  destiny, 
stands,  nrm  and  determined,  above  the  lethal  tube  now  vomiting 
forth  cuouds  of  thick  smoke  and  hateful  noise ;  Timmius,  a  sailor  ot 
ro^  face  and  rotund  figure,  to  whom  daily  the  Oxonian  tribes  bear 
offerings  of  stout  beeves,  hissing  and  juicy  from  the  npit,  or  of 
iheep,  a  wool-bearing  herd,  pastured  where  the  rea-bearded 
Welshmen  hold  rule  over  tracts  unpronounceable  by  merely  mortal 
mouths.  There  he  stands,  like  to  a  rock  beaten  upon  in  vain  by 
furious  waves,  and  surveys,  calm  and  not  uneonseious  of  duty 
aocompli^ed.  the  tumult  of  them  that  with  loud  eries  and 
clangour  of  hideous  instruments  speed  past  him.  And  now  the 
contest  waxes  fierce.  One  behind  the  other  the  ships  cleave  the 
water.  The  churned  stream  froths  and  eddieB  ^ith  the  repeated 
blow  of  broad  oars.  Not  otherwise  in  Libyan  Desert  the  famished 
lion  spies  from  afar  his  frail-limbed  prey.  His  eyes  glowing, 
he  hurls  his  body  through  the  air,  roaring  with  hope  of  food, 
and  the  vault  of  heaven  reverberates.  So  on  the  stream  the  ships 
^ning  forth,  each  .upon  its  destined  victim,  and  on  every  side 
fierce  cries,  the  anticipation  of  triumph  or  the  warning  of  defeat, 
are  borne  aloft  upon  the  wings  of  the  affrighted  wind. 

First  bdiold,  flashing  in  W^like  array  over  the  smooth  expanse  of 
water,  the  ship  of  them  that  worship  the  Brazen  Nose,  a  pious  race 
of  muscle-bearing  men  rendering  at  all  times  a  due  obedience  to  their 
rulers,  delighting  in  fire  and  battie  uid  the  clash  of  contending 
arms.  Lo,  their  broad  backs  bend  forward  unanimous,  their  flanks 
heave,  their  eyes  bulffe  from  the  sockets,  and  from  their  matted  hair 
the  streaming  sweat  bedews  their  faces  and  all  their  vestments.  The 
helmsman,  small  in  stature  but  in  clamour  a  man,  with  wide-open 
mouth  exhorts  them  ever  to  renewed  effort,  reminding  them  of  the 
great  deeds  of  them  that  went  before,  and  not  unwittingly  deceinng 
&em  both  as  to  the  lengths  gained  and  the  distance  yet  to  be 
traversed.    The^i  heedless  of  everything  save  thd  instant  backs  of 


the  untiring  pursuers,  pant  and  toil,  their  hands  shoot  forth  as  whei 
from  the  stricken  wall  the  ball  rebounds ;  forward  they  swing  an( 
back,  and  the  air  is  fiUed  with  foam.  Far  away  in  quiet  homes  thei 
kindly  mothers  sit,  each  engaged  upon  her  allotted  task  of  wool  an< 

i  needle,  or  conversing  with  female  smves  as  is  meet  for  them  that  rul 
a  household.  They  reck  not  of  the  labour  of  their  sons,  but,  ead 
considering  her  own  the  handsomest  and  most  famous,  they  go  abou 
the  simple  duties  of  the  day  in  peace  and  calm.    So  when  the  hen 

I  having  duly  hatched  forth  alien  eggs,  has  reared  a  tribe  of  ducklingfl 
she  busies  herself  on  land  after  the  manner  of  hens.  But  her  down; 
brood  ruffle  with  web-footed  endeavour  the  surface  of  a  lake,  for 
getting  the  firm  earth  and  the  toil  of  the  hen-mother.  Whom  sh 
on  a  sudden  percei\nng  calls  back  anxiously  and  in  vain,  and  th 
surrounding  nills  give  back  her  cries  of  sorrow.  Not  otherwise  th 
mother  of  men,  when  she  haa  become  aware  of  their  bodilv  contest 
and  the  perils  hardly  to  be  avoided  by  those  that  wield  the  oai 
addresses  herself  to  her  neglectful  sons,  imploring  them  to  desist 
Vainly  seeks  to  restrain  their  ardour  and  invades  their  obdurat 
hearts  with  anxious  counsel  of  woollen  garments  Mid  foot-covering 
to  be  changed  when  Jupiter  has  burst  in  showers  from  the  sky  an 
all  the  land  is  soaked  in  water. 

{Uere  the  fragment  ends,) 


LIFE-BOAT  CHORUS. 
{As  mmg  at  B^msy'te,) 
Max  the  Life-boat  I    Man  the  Life-boat 

We '  re  sons  of  tlie  sea  I 
When  the  life-boat  is  wanted, 

Then  ready  are  we  I 
Where  *8  the  lif e-boat  P    Where 's  the  life-boat  ? 

Our  devotion's  sublime ! 
She  has  stuck  !  on  a  sand-bank ! 

And  it  *s  not  the  flrst  time ! 


Why  is  Sir  Drubjolanus,  crossing  in  a  L.  C.  &  D  steamboat  fni 
Calais  to  Dover  in  a  strong  N.W.oreeie,  like  a  beautiful  singia 
bird  ?— Because  he 's  a  Knight-in-gale. 


TOLi  QfU 


Digitized  by  LnOOQlC 


86 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI. 


[Fbbbuabt  24,  1894. 


THE    BILLET-DOUX. 

MiuUnne  La  RqyMique,    **  WHAT  !  A  LOVE-LKTTEB  ?     Akd  TO  MY  RiVAL  TOO  5  *' 

Bear  [blandly),  ''Oh,  mmjuielt  .1  Matter  of  Bvsiskss,  my  dear!" 
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PREHISTORIC   PEEPS. 

"No  Bathiko  to-datI" 


THE  BIUET-DOUX;  OR,  BEAUTY  AND  THE  BEAR. 

rOn  February  10,  the  Ruaso-Qerman  Commercial  Treaty  was  aigned  in  the 
pataee  of  the  Imperial  Chancellor.  The  treaty  ia  baaed  on  the  most  favoured 
nation  clause,  so  that  Russia,  in  return  for  the  reduction  of  her  import  duties, 
is  granted  the  advantages  of  the  Gennan  tariff.] 

Bear  {(omplacentiy).  By  Jove !   I  have  done  it  I    Played  for  it  and 

Tney  oan*t  oat-diplomatise  Bruin  I  [won  it ! 

Feel  frolic  and  fizzy.    'Twill  gratify  BizzT, 

And  foil  foes  intent  on  my  ruin. 
"  Most  fayonred  "—by  Grktchen  ?    Oh,  I  must  be  fetchin'  I 

I  *11  drop  her  a  line — see  my  way  to  it. 
There !    Suited,  I  *d  say,  to  St.  Valentine's  Day  I 

I  wonder  what  Someone  would  sav  to  it  ?  [  Chuckles. 

Beauty  {entering  softly).  Aha  I    Dear  old  oovey,  my  shaggy  sweet 
lovey ! 

He 's  looking  ouite  merry  and  mellow  I 
As  busy  as  ever  f   The  dear,  brawny,  clever. 

Rough-coated,  soft-hearted  old  fellow ! 
A  letter  P    I  'U  wager  the  artful  old  stager 

Is  planning  a  little  surprise  for  me. 
With  GsETCHEN  philander  ?    He  never  could  stand  her, 

And  lately  has  only  had  eyes  for  me ! 

yApproaches  on  tiptoe  and  peeps  over  his  shoulder, 
Peep^ho!  C*hrteks).    What  is  this,  SirP    Germania?  and 

Ah,  terr-ait-orrri  most  false  and  perfidious !        [Miss,  Sir  'r 
Love-letter  P    To  Aer,  man,  the  heavy-jowled  German 

You  swore  was  so  hateful  and  hideous  P 
You— peijured— old— rascal !    Explaining  will  task  all 

Your  usual  astuteness,  my  Ursa  ; 
But  three  months  a^ne  we  were  Darbt  and  Joan, 

And  now — ah !  'tis  quite  vice  rersd. 

Beer,  My  dear ! 

Beauty,  Don't  dear  m«,  Sir ;  but  just  let  me  see,  Sir,— 

At  once — the  inside  of  that  letter ! 
Toulon!— oh  I  'tis  shocking!    You  grabbed  my  "old  stocking," 

And  now— treat  that  Teuton  minx  better 
Than  me,  your  old  flame,  Sir !    A  rascally  shame.  Sir ! 

Support  me !    I  faint ! !    I  've  a  dizziness ! ! ! 

A  soft  billet-doux.  Sir,  to  Gretchxn,  from  you.  Sir ! 

Bear  (insinuatingly).  Nay,  love ! — a  mere  matter  of  business  / 


DOWN  ON  THE  DUMPS! 

If  the  Chanoellor  of  the  Exchequer  wants  a  new  and  unobjection- 
able source  of  revenue,  let  him  tax,  and  tax  heavily  (saj  half  as 
heavily  as  they  tax  us),  the  peevish  young  prigs  who  persist  in  writing 

ad  publishing)  sad  stories  and  pessimistic  **  poems'' ! 

If  the  world  were  half  as  dull  and  dreary  as  they  say  and  sing— 
which  it  isn't— all  the  more  reason  for  brigfhtening  it,  all  the  less  ex- 
cuse for  adding  literary  dumps  to  life's  dismals. 

To  adapt,  once  more,  the  other  and  greater  Wiluajc  : — 


Sifh  no  more,  cynics,  sigh  no  more ; 

Dumps  are  superfluous  ever ; 
Disease  is  bosh,  dulness  a  bore. 

Tour  pessimist  *s  not  clever. 
Then  sigh  not  so,  but  bid  them  go 

And  be  you  blithe  and  bonny. 
Converting  all  their  wails  of  woe 

To  Lifers  mirth  and  Lore's  honey ! 


Sing  no  more  ditties,  sing  no  more, 

Of  dumps  so  dull  and  heary ; 
Pessimist  poets  rail  and  roar, 

A  tax  on  them  let 's  lery  ! 
Then  sigh  no  more,  but  bid  them  go, 

Let  song  be  blithe  and  bonny ! 
Its  themes,  instead  of  gall  and  woe, 

life's  sweets  and  True  Love's  honey! 


A  KNIGHT  OF  QUE  DAYS. 

[Sir  HARaT  Vbrnet,  bom  December  8, 1801 ;  died  on  February  12,  18U4, 

in  his  ninety-third  year.] 

He  bore  **  the  grand  old  name  of  gentleman," 
**  Without  abuse/'  to  life's  extremest  span. 
Liberal,  loyal,  fnend  of  all  reform. 
A  frame  so  sturdy,  and  a  heart  so  warm. 
Seldom  held  life  to  such  fair  length  of  days. 
A  perfect,  gentle  knight,  whom  all  may  praise ; 
For  chivalry  ne'er  shone  in  field  or  tourney 
More  brightly  than  in  brave  Sir  Harrt  Yernet. 

OUR  BARTERERS.— Model  Yacht.— Scooped  out  on  the  pre- 
mises, from  a  bit  of  unseasoned  deal.  Leaks  badly.  Its  lines  have 
been  much  admired  by  bargees  on  the  Grand  Junction  CanaL  Has 
one  mast  at  present,  but  room  for  ten  or  twenty  more  on  deck. 
Might,  if  fitted  with  new  rudder,  and  a  lot  more  lead  on  keel,  get 
across  the  Round  Pond  with  safety  on  a  calm  day.  If  carrying  a 
cargo  of  buns  and  biscuits  (for  which  there  is  ample  space),  would 
create  a  furore  among  the  ducks.  Try  it  for  your  little  ones !  No 
reasonable  offer  refused.    Not  sent  on  approvaL 
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DUCAL    DUMB   SHOW. 

{Biing  stnne  Acemint  of  a  SpadacuZar  and  Terpsich&rean  Taur/fwn 
Addison  Road  to  Constantinople.) 

Yorwo  Habold,  Duke  of  Orleigh,  was  master  of  an  Old  English 
mansion  and  a  **  picturesque  estate,"  with  appropriately  picturesque 
tenantry,  all  young  and  lovely,  and  exquisitely  dressed.  As  it  was 
May-Day,  and  his  twenty-first  birthday,  he  determined  to  celebrate 
the  occasion  by  starting  on  a  journey  to  foreign  lands  with  his 
friend,  Viscount  Kashlkioh,  who,  according  to  the  Argument,  had 
**  vowed  to  accompany  Habold,  and  share  his  pleasures  and  his 
dangers."  So  the  \'illager8  rose  to  the  occasion,  and  determined  to 
ffive  the  young  Duke  what  is  professionally  known  as  a  **  shove  off." 
First  of  alltiiey  crowned  his  guardian^s  daughter  Queen  of  the 
May,  and  then  they  sang  him  congratulatory  choruses,  and  presented 
him  with  a  bouquet,  whereupon  he  expressed  heartfelt  gratitude  by 
extracting  sevewd  yards  of  invisible  tape  from  his  moutn,  and  indi- 
cating b^  a  few  masterly  gestures  that  nis  trunks  were  all  packed 
for  the  journey,  and  tiiat  he  hoped  his  rascally  valet  had  not  for- 
gotten his  sponge-bag.  Next  came  the  indispensable  ceremony  of 
the  **  Reading  of  the  Will,"  which  was  performed  by  the  family 
solicitor,  attired  as  a  herald.  The  will  was  on  a  scroll,  and  he  un- 
rolled about  three  inches  of  it,  just  to  give  an  idea  of  the  general 
effect,  and  the  document  was  then,  very  sensibly,  **  taken  as  read." 


any  notice,  thinking,  perhaps,  that  he  would  see  ballets  enougjh 
I  during  his  tour,  and  conscious,  besides,  that  his  time  with  the  fair 
IsABELLE  was  getting  shorter  and  shorter.  The  villagers  indeed, 
amiable  and  sympathetic  as  they  were,  were  just  a  shade  deficient  in 
tact.  They  would  not  understand,  though  the  Duke  did  his  best  to 
convey  the  idea  by  imitating  the  actions  of  flying  and  swimming  for 
their  oenefit,  that  they  were  confoundedly  in  his  way.  and  that  he 
would  prefer  to  say  farewell  to  Yn^flancSe  with  rather  less  publicity. 
Xo,  they  had  learnt  a  chorus  of  valediction  expressly  for  this 
occasion,  and  they  were  not  the  people  to  let  him  off  a  line  of  it.  So 
they  staged  to  see  the  very  last  of  him.  For,  although  his  betrothed 
was  positively  broken-hearted  at  parting  with  him,  and  doing  all 
that  could  be  done  in  dumb  show  to  induce  him  to  postpone  his 
journey  under  the  cireumstances,  it  was  no  use — he  ttoulanH  stay. 
The  gilded  baive  which  was  to  convey  him  direct  from  the  orna- 
mental lake  of  his  ducal  grounds  to  the  coast  of  Spain  was  waiting 
at  the  steps,  and,  after  pulling  sufficient  tape  to  indicate  that  he  was 
^ing  simply  from  a  strong  sense  of  duty,  and  for  the  purpose  of 
imiNx>ving  his  mind  by  foreign  travel,  and  that  he  would  oe  sure  to 
come  back  some  day  and  go  on  with  the  betrothal,  he  stepped  on 
board,  to  the  inconsolable  grief  of  his  fiancee  and  another  equally 
young  and  lovely  lady,  whose  affection  and  despair  produced 
unworthy  suspicions  of  the  Duke's  constancy,  until  it  was  ascer- 
tained mm  the  programmes  that  she  was  only  his  mother,  the 
dowager-duchess.    So  the  vessel  slowly  paddled  away  with  him  and 


THE   HEIB  TO   THE   DUKE-DUMB. 


But  it  was  generally  understood  that  the  young  Duke  had  bequeathed 
the  title  to  the  next  of  kin,  in  case  of  accidents. 

After  that  he  met  Isabklle,  and  recognised  in  her  not  only  the 
Queen  of  the  May,  but  **the  fair  companion  of  his  youth."  One 
might  have  thought  that^  as  she  was  his  guardian's  daughter,  and 
there  was  nothing  to  indicate  that  they  had  ever  been  separated 
hitherto,  he  need  not  have  put  off  his  recognition  quite  so  long.  Biit 
that  is  the  keynote  of  the  Duke's  character.  He  is  dilatory.  Well, 
Habold,  having  recognised  the  fair  Isabelle,  naturally  went  on  to 
experience  the  **Da^'n  of  Love,"  which  made  a  heavy  demand  on 
his  internal  supply  of  tape.  And  in  about  two  seconds  they  were 
betrothed,  and  a  pmt  of  wine  was  served  to  the  populace  in  six  tin 
cups,  while,  in  a  spirit  of  gentle  irony,  they  exnortcd  each  other, 
in  chorus,  to—**  Your  goblets  fill  to  the  brim.  And  drain  them  to  the 
end!" 

At  this  stage  the  Viscount  who  was  to  be  Habold's  travelling 
conuMUiion  arrived,  and  tape  was  pulled  on  both  sides  in  reckless 
profusion,  while  the  Viscount  was  introduced  to  his  friend's  brand- 
new  betrothed,  and  they  all  retired  to  a  little  buffet  on  a  balcony 
next  to  the  front  door,  from  which  they  ignored  the  revels.  TTus 
was  a  pity,  as  they  were  well  worth  looking  at.  The  villagers  had 
really  taken  immense  pains  over  the  affair;  they  brought  out 
graduated  green  platforms  and  stood  on  them  in  attitudes  •  they 
played  peep^bo  behind  bunches  of  lilac  and  cowslip ;  then  ail  the 
green  and  violet  gardeners  made  themselves  into  a  Kind  of  hedge, 
out  of  which  pink  flower-girls  ran,  saw  the  audience,  turned 
suddenly  shy,  and  poppe  i  in  again,  exactly  like  rabbits.  Then  they 
finished  up  by  dancing  round  maypoles,  but  tiie  Duke  wouldn't  take 


the  Visoount.  There  was  a  little  table  on  deck,  with  a  gilt  decanter 
and  goblets^  in  case  they  desired  to  assuage  their  sorrow,  but,  with 
all  its  luxunous  appointments,  it  seemed  the  sort  of  craft  that  would 
be  likely  to  have  a  uvely  time  of  it  in  the  Bay  of  Biscay. 

However,  we  were  in  Spain  before  we  knew  where  we  were,  and 
there  was  lood  colour  in  the  shape  of  a  pantomimic  representation  of 
the  rivalry  of  two  toreadors  for  the  hand  of  |*  the  pretty  Pepita," 
who,  the  Argument  informed  us,  was  to  be  **  given  in  marriage  to  the 
victor  in  the  comine  bull-fight,"  to  which  they  all  went  in  procession. 
After  that,  the  Duke  came  rattling  on  in  a  coach  and  six.  He  was  too 
late  for  the  bull-fight,  but  he  did  not  seem  to  mind  that.  His  first 
act  on  alighting  was  to  return  thanks  to  the  chandelier  for  pre- 
serving him  from  being  tipped  into  the  orchestra.  Then  Pepita's 
father  rushed  on  and  began  to  ramp  about,  and  pretend  to  pull  off 
his  eyebrows  and  offer  tnem  for  the  strangers'  inspection,  and  pat 
himself  on  the  pulse  with  fierce  approval.  This,  howevw,  was 
merely  the  old  gentleman's  way  oi  announcinsr  that  one  of  the 
torSadors  had  been  **  wounded  by  the  bull  through  the  treachery  of 
his  rival,"  which  elicited  much  sympathy  (of  course,  in  the  form  of 
tai>e)  from  the  kindly  young  Duxe.  So  they  carried  the  wounded 
man  in  on  a  mat,  ana  Fepita  felt  his  heart  and  thought  thei^  was 
life  in  him  still,  and  Habold  gave  him  **  a  purse  of  ^Id,'*  and  he 
recovered  promptly.  Then  there  were  great  rejoicings,  and  a 
Spanish  dance^  followed  by  evening  prayers,  after  which  we  were 
abruptly  humed  off  to  Vienna,  where  we  found  **  a  fair  in  full 
progress."  A  wonderful  scene  it  was,  too,  with  clowns,  wire- 
walkers,  acrobats,  quack  doctors,  dogs,  monkeys,  and  showmen,  all 
too  busy  with  their  own  performance  to  have  time  to  attend  to  that 
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of  anybodv  else.  Unfortunately  the  change  was  so  rapid  that  the 
yoong  DaKe  and  his  friend  the  Visoount  couldn't  possiblv  get  there 
in  time ;  perhaps  their  coach  broke  down,  or  they  ran  out  of  tape,  or 
something  ;  at  all  events,  the  Duke  did  not  turn  up  till  near  the  end, 
while,  so  far  as  we  could  observe,  the  Viscount  never  turned  un  at 
all,  and  consequently  missed  one  of  the  very  best  things  in  the  whole 
entertainment. 

Then  came  an  inter>al  of  several  minutes,  and  the  Second  Act 
began  in  Roumclia.  Here  the  Duke  was  more  dilatory  than  ever ; 
he  arrived  just  too  late  to  rescue  a  Turkish  Princess  from  being 
captured  by  brigands,  and  sold  as  a  slave,  and  he  entered  Constanti- 
nople on  horseoack,  characteristically,  at  a  sedate  trot,  **  bringing 
intelligence  of  the  capture  of  the  Princess,"  thereby  internipting  the 
triumphal  procession  of  the  Prince,  who  was  coming  in  with  *  Virgins 
in  Wnite,"  and  **  Turks  in  High  Turbans  and  Gay  Caftans,"  and 
"Ladies  of  the  Harem  in  Transjparent  Veils,"  and  **  Armenian 
Camels  canying  loads  of  costly  Garments,"  and  "Dancing 
Negresses,"  and,  very  naturally,  aid  not  relish  such  an  ill-timed 
interruption.  However,  Habold  explained  everything  by  snatching 
off  a  grey  wig  and  beard  from  a  respectable  Oriental,  and  revealing 
that  he  was  not  really  elderly  at  all,  out  had  quite  black  hair,  which 


so  pleased  the  Prince  that  he  took  the  young  Duke  into  favour,  and 

:  "  high  honours  were  offered."    But  all  the  modest  nobleman  would 

accept  was  **  permission  to  witness  the  revels  that  were  to  follow." 

I  He  probably  felt  that,  as.  bv   some  fatality,  he  had  invariably 

missed  the  revels  all  through  the  piece,  this  was  his  last  chance  of 

I  seeing  any.    He  also  intimated,  so  it  was  stated  in  the  Argument, 

,  that  **  Adventures  in  the  East  bein^  ended,  he  prefers  to  return  to 

P^ngland,  Home,  and  Beauty,  for  in  all  his  wanderings  he  has  ne\'er 

forgotten  the  gentle  lady  who  had  won  his  heart,  and  ne  dearly  loves 

his  native  land." 

Which  was  very  pretty,  but  merely  his  tape:  for  he  never  did 
return  to  the  gentle  lady.  When  the  Curtain  linally  descended  he 
was  still  in  the  royal  box,  with  the  Prince  and  the  Ladies  of  the 
Harem,  witnessing  the  sports  by  Genuine  Arabs,  and  Grand  Ballet 
of  the  East.  He  really  ought  to  have  gone  bacK,  if  only  to  give  a 
lucid  and  spirited  account  of  his  adventures  to  the  fair  i8a.belle  in 
his  best  tape. 

But  if  the  story  is,  as  has  been  hinted,  just  a  trifle  difficult  to 
follow,  that  matters  little  enough  in  a  spectacle  so  brilliant  and 
exhilarating  as  "  ConstantinopTe,"  which  no  one  will    see   once 
I  without  desiring  to  see  again,  and  as  many  times  as  possible. 


WISSELINGH   WITHOUT  A  WHISTLER. 

A  ££AL  treat  In  a  quiet  little  room  at  the  Gallery  of  £.  J.  Van 
WissELDCOH,  at  14,  Brook  Street,  is  to  be  seen  a  charming  exhibition 
of  pictures  by  French  and  Dutch  masters.  Hearing  the  name  of  the 
exhibitor— WIS8ELINGH— it  naturally  aauU  aux  lecres  to  ask  for  speci- 
mens of  Whistlsr.  But  thouffh  James  McNeile  has  exhibited  in 
France,  nothing  from  Uie  WhisUerian  brush  is  here.    Ton  will  see  two 

delightful  specimens 
of  J.  F.  Millet,  Nos. 
4  and  5.  Note  5  espe- 
cially, '^A  Pictureof 
We  Three:'  Three 
donkeys  out  in  a 
storm.  So  like  them! 
It  was  not  painted  in 
England,  or  the  land- 
scape might  possibly, 
in  keeping  with  the 
subject,  nave  been 
'*Near  Bray^  A 
lovely  bit  of  Cobot, 
too,  18  "  2%«  Lake,'^ 
No.  22.  Any  visitor 
hungering  after  his 
neighbour's  pictures 
oo^dtake^'abit  of 
Cobot"  and  be  satis- 
fied. 

After    the    storm 
oomes    the   calm, 
which  is  to  be  found 
in  **  The  Pool''  fa 
favourite    with    aJl 
billiaid  players),  also 
by  Cobot.   It  repre- 
sents    an     awfully 
dull     and     gloomy 
■=9>        mr-t^:^^      ._,,^.,^      kind  of   haunted 
j^Sr  "  C  ^       ^^  ^^S^^^tSSt^     house ;    Nature  be- 
•*-  ^^    >    ^  '    -W^mBS^^^     ing   quiescent  after 

having  had  **  a  bad 
night  of  it"  Don't 
mSn  No.  15.  ''The 
Ywmg  BulU"  by  C.  Tboton,  representing  a  youthful  animal  re- 
volving in  his  mind  what  his  capacity  of  strerc'ni  ii  :\  '  .  nd 
what  he  shall  trou-on  next.  But  of  all  the  wocKliaiid  scenes,  for 
choice  give  us  {and  we  *11  take  it  with  pleasure)  No.  29,  by  N.  Diaz. 
ealled  '^The  Forest."  It  is  a  fflade  in  Fontainel>leau.  Exquisite! 
What  is  its  tize  ?  Eighteen  inches  bv  twelve— the le  or  thereabouts : 
and  yet,  as  you  sit  in  front  of  it,  it  shuts  out  the  surroundings,  and 
the  piohire  ^ws  and  grows,  like  the  Genie  in  ihv  Arabian  Xighte^ 
until  it  dominates  the  spectator,  who  will  only  waku  from  his  dream 
when  he  finds  he  cannot  lie  down  under  that  tree,  shading  himself 
from  the  sunlight,  to  enjoy  a  ouiet,  thoughtful  post -prandial  pipe. 
*'  No  smoking  here,  Sir,'^says  the  gentle  guardian,  and  you  wake  up 
from  your  reverie  to  find  yourself  in  the  show-room,  and  mth  several 
pictures  still  to  be  seen. 

It  is  quite  in  keeping  with  our  dreumy  state  that  we  should  turn 
hi^fnlly  to  **  The  Edge  of  the  Wood,"  by  RorssKAU  (18),  aroused 
as  we  are  from  what  has  been  not  far  removed  from  Rousseau's 
Dream."  Yet  what  time  of  day  is  this  when  weiind  ourselves  at  this 
point  ?    Is  it  sunrise,  or  is  it  sunset  ?    "  By  this  light  I  cannot 


♦*Mv  Old  Dutch: 


I ! "  And  the  reply,  for  the  nonce,  may  be  jprovided  by  that  andent 
eek  Soholastikos,  wno  to  a  somewhat  similar  query  replied  **  that 
didn't  koow,  as  he  was  a  stranger  in  those  parts.'^^  Well,  if 


teU 

Greek 

he  didn't  know,  as  he  was  a  stranger  in  those  parts. 

sunset,  the  sooner  we're  away  the  oetter;  but  if  sunrise,  let  us 

pic-nic  here,  and  merrily  pass  the  day  under  the  greenwood  trees. 

Of  Josef  Isbaxls  there  are  some  exoellent  spedmens,  and  those 
who  up  to  now  **  knew  not  Josef."  should  lose  no  time  in  visiting 
this  collection.  Note  *'  The  Task,"  or,  as  its  second  title  might  be. 
''AStiichin  Time  savefNine,"  representing  a  girl  makingthe  most  of 
•'  The  light  that  fades."  Very  perfect  and  yet  a  '*  sew-sew  "  subject. 
Another  of  Josef's  is  No.  21,  *'The  Toy  Boat^"  which,  adapted, 
might  be  taken  as  representing  our  shipbuilding  authorities  eon- 
sidering  their  latest  renture.  Here  are  three  fisher-girls  watching 
the  progress  of  a  sabot  which  has  been  rigged  up  as  a  vessel.  'Tis  a 
sabot,  and  one  of  our  imval  authorities  would  certainly, have  "put 
his  foot  in  it." 

Then  later  on,  at  No.  38,  Josef  gives  xus*' A  Fisher-Oirl"  alone, 
coming  home  empty  handed,  with  no  nets,  suggesting  a  general  idea 
of  **  hard  lines,"  and  her  strong  legs  and 


arms  all  mussels.    Most 
Josef,  a  study  of  "  A  Break- 


effective.  Then  there  is  41,  also  by  Josef,  a  study  oi  "  jf  JsreaK- 
fast,"  which  is  being  eaten  bv  a  little  girl,  while  the  oat,  who  thinks 
that  where  there  is  enough  for  one  there  must  be  some  for  two,  is 
anxiously  watching  the  progress  of  the  meaL  Finally  Josef  gives 
us  No.  43,  •*  The  Churchwarden:'  which  is  **  Prodigious  I "  It  is 
St  Ledger  Day,  and  the  old  •*  Dutch  Uncle"  is  going  over  his 
aocount-books,  while  his  wife  knitting  on  anxiously  watches  him. 
*'  'Tis  all  knitting,  knit,  knit,  knitting.  And  'tis  all  knitting  at  our 
house  at  hame." 

Mr.  J.  S.  FoEBSS  is,  we  believe,  the  fortunate  possessor  of  most 
of  these  pictures,  which,  as  a  great  benefactor  of  his  art-bving  f dlow- 
oreatures,  he  is  now  exhibiting  to  the  public ;  andjnroud  and  Imppy 
may  he  be  to  point  to  himself  as  the  posseasor  of  '*  My  Old  Dutdu'^ 


IS  FLIRTING  ON  THE  INCREASE? 

Mb.  Punch  has  been  appljring  his  great  mind  to  this  question. 
Living,  as  he  does,  amidst  a  bevy  of  the  most  beautiful  girls  in  this 
or  any  other  countij,  he  has  exceptional  opnortunities  for  coming  to 
an  accurate  conclusion  on  the  point.  Mr.  Punch  would  be  false  to 
himself  if  he  forgot  for  a  moment  the  distressin|B:  droumstanoes  that 
attended  the  nn>ture  of  his  own  domestie  happmess  and  the  removal 
£rom  his  side  ot  the  fondly-cherished  partner  of  his  joys  and  sorrows. 
Since  that  melancholy  event  Mr,  Punch  has  lived  a  strictly  single 
life.  But  there  have  been  alleviations,  and  one  of  the  chief  has 
been  the  sodety  of  delightful  charmers  who  are  not  averse  to  flirtinff. 
Why  shouldn't  they  ffirt,  bless  their  pretty  eyes?  Think  of  life 
without  any  flirting  amenities.  How  inexpressiblv  dull  it  would 
become.  To  know  not  only  that  all  one's  gallant  badinage  would  be 
taken  at  the  foot  of  the  letter  (by  the  way,  never  write  letters ;  they 
are  too  oompromising),  but  further  that  you  yourself  were  bound  to 
see  an  abyss  of  solemn  meaning  in  everr  dimple,  a  vista  of  coiigunl 
posdhilities  in  every  wreathed  smile—that  would  be  far  too  horrible. 
Monasteries  and  Nunneries  would  cover  the  land  and  teetn  with  in- 
habitants. No.  no  I  While  life  endures  let  flirting,  with  its  gay  and 
sportive  triviahties  so  abhorrent  to  prigs  and  daUuds,  oontinue  and 
increase.    Punehius  dixit, 

•*  Fancy!  "  exclaimed  Mrs.  R.  **  Why  I  remember  hearing  the 
name  of  *  Pisarro '  when  I  was  quite  a  child !  There  was  a  play  all 
about  him ;  and  last  week  I  heard  somebody  read  out  from  the  Pall 
Mall  Gazette  that  his  mummy  had  been  found !  What  a  very  old 
woman  she  must  be !    Quite  a  centipede ! ! '}       r-^r-^rxlr:> 

d  by  VjOOvLVu 
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WHAT   IT  WILL   SOON   COME  TO. 

Jfiss  Samptoti.  "  Pkat  lit  m  cabrt  tour  Bao,  Hb.  Smithkrbbn  ! ' 


THE  RIVAL  HOUSES. 

{A  Shakspearian  Scene  at  St.  StepherCs,) 

Sampean  ....    8-l-sb-bt, 

Gregory  ....    D-V-N8H-BE. 

Abraham.       .        .        .    Gl-dst-ne. 

BaUhasar        ,       .        .    H-bc-bt, 
Enter  Sampson  and  Gbegobt,  armed  tcM 
eworde  and  buckler: 

Sam,  Gregory,  o*  my  word,  we  'U  not  carry 
Bills  for  the  other  House. 

Ore,  No.  for  then  we  should  he  the  other 
House's  Bill-posters. 

Sam,  I  mean,  an  we  be  in  choler,  we  'U 
draw. 

Ore,  Ay,  while  we  live  we  '11  draw  our  neck 
out  of  their  collar. 

Sam.  I  strike  quickly,  being  moved. 


Ore,  And  thou  art  quickly  moved  to  strike. 

Sam,  T  faith  I  can  flout  it  and  fleer  it  as 
well  as  anv  man  of  them,  or  master  either. 
A  dog  of  their  House  moves  me. 

Ore.  To  move  is  to  stir,  and  to  be  valiant 
is  to  stand«  Being  moved  thou  standest :  but 
when  thou  standest,  and  shouldst  stand  iirm, 
too  often  thou  art  moved,  to  run  away. 

Sam.  A  dog  of  that  House  shall  move  me 
to  stand.  I  will  take  the  wall  of  any  man  of 
that  House. 

Ore.  That  should  show  thee  a  weak  lath, 
though  painted— as  one  hath  bitingly  said— 
to  resemble  iron ;  for  the  weakest  goes  to  the 
wall. 

Sam.  True:  and  therefore  will  I  thrust 
their  men  to  the  wall. 

Ore.  The  quarrel  is  between  our  masters, 
and  us  their  men. 


Sam.  'Tis  all  one.  And,  till  our  masters 
make  bold  to  speak  out  we,  their  men,  may 
ruffle  it  bravely.  I  trust  that  our  masters 
anon  shall  follow  us  in  this ;  then  shall  we 
have  fair  sport  and  final  victory,  the  thrasonic 
hectoring  of  their  most  word-valiant  swuh- 
bucJder,  Bombastes  -  Balthasab,  notwith- 
standing. I  will  show  myself  a  tyrant,  a 
part  for  the  which  I  have  ever  felt  a  native 
fitness.  To  vanquish  vulgar  foes  of  that 
House,  and  vanquishing  to  drub  soundly,  and 
soundly  drubbmg  to  rau  at  roundly,  was  ever 
my  dehght.  Wnen  I  have  fought  with  their 
men,  I  will  be  cruel  with  their  measures  \  I 
will  mangle  them,  and  cast  forth  their  remains 
to  the  carrion  crows. 

Ore.  Thou  wert  ever  a  master-mangier, 
and  as  sworn  friend  to  the  vultures  and  crows 
as  any  Mars. 

Sam.  Mars  was  but  a  Pagan,  and  is  no 
more.  I  warrant  I  am  as  pristty  a  piece  of 
flesh  as  ever  was  he,  and  the  Yx^gvt  homy- 
handed  proletariat  dub-f  oot  god  Vulcan  shall 
not  caton  me  in  his  net  withal. 

Ore,  Humph!  The  Labour-God's  net  is 
now  cast  wioe,  and  hath  strong  meshes,  as 
many  pot-valiant  patrician  sword-widders 
have  found,  and  yet  may  find. 

Sam.  Pooh  I  Thou  wert  ever  of  too  tem- 
perate and  temporising  a  temper  for  a  true 
champion  of  our  House.  What  saidst  thou 
some  ten  years  since  concerning  the  powers 
and  privile^  of  our  noble  House  P  One  who 
hatii  aforetime  worn  the  livery  of  ourfoes 

Ore,  A  word  in  thine  ear,  oh  swaggerer  I 
Where  now  were  thine  House  and  thee,  save 
for  the  auxiliarv  championship  thou  now 
wouldst  deride,  forsooth  r 

Sam,  Nay,  nay,  I  would  not  quarreL  But 
why  dost  cross  me  in  my  more  valiant  moods  ? 
'Twas  but  the  other  day  thou  didst  trip  me 
up  on  a  tickle  point  pertinent  to  the  interests 
of  our  House.    Thou  wouldst  compound  for 

Srivileges  as  some  poor-spirited  householders 
0  for  uieir  rates,  eh  ? 

Ore.  Ah,  galls  it  there,  SakpsoxP  'I^ 
well,  an  thou  but  knewst  it,  thou  hast  my 
cool  discretion  to^  temper  thy  heady  valour. 
However,  here  is  instant  opportunity  of 
proving  the  latter.  Draw  thy  weapon:  here 
come  two  of  the  House  thou  hatest. 

Sam,  My  naked  weapon  is  out ;  quarrel,  I 
will  back  thee ! 

Ore.  Thou  dost  not  mean  back  doum  t 

Sam,  Fear  me  not  I 

Ore.  No,  marry:  /fear  thee P 

Sam.  Let  us  take  the  law  of  our  side :  let 
them  beffin. 

Ore.  1  will  frown  as  I  pass  by;  andletthem 
take  it  as  they  list. 

Sam.  Nay,  as  they  dare.  I  will  bite  my 
thumb  at  them ;  which  is  a  disgrace  to  them, 
if  they  bear  it. 

Enter  Abbaham  and  Balthasab. 

Abr,  Do  you  bite  your  thumb  at  us,  1^  ? 

Sam.  I  do  bite  my  thumb.  Sir. 

Abr.  Do  you  bite  your  thumb  at  us,  Sir  P 

Sam.  (aside).  Is  the  law  of  our  side  if  I  say 
•*  ay  "  ?  [Left  considering. 


Dbamatic  "Pegs"  aud  Cows.— It  is  re- 
ported, according  to  the  Athenaum^  that  a 
Mr.  Sutton  Vane  is  to  collaborate  with 
Sir  Augustus  Deuriolanus  in  the  production 
of  the  next  Drury  I^ane  Drama.  What  is 
in  a  name?  Why,  this  new  author  has 
come  to  the  front  quite  Sattonly.  Which 
fact  would  make  him  vain  were  he  not  so 
already.  But,  per  contra^  success  is  very 
unsutton. 

From  the  PorLTEREB's  Point  of  View. 
—A  PHEASANT  is  a  pluckicr  bird  than  even 
a  fighting-cock.  The  former  always  ".dies 
game,^*  the  latter  never  can. 
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OUR  BOOKMC^FFICL 

Mk«  FfiAvas  Adaks,  the 
wnter  of  The  Xew  £gypty.  is, 
we  are  told,  dead— dying  al- 
■iort  IkeralljF  pea  ixi  hand, 
hnnTing  to  iiimh  thiaoher- 
udiea  work  befcnre  he  turned 
his  faoe  to  the  waU.  .  It  is  a 
ciroumstance  that  makes  it.the 
more  pleaaaiit  to  he  aMe  hon- 
Mtiy  to  esteem  the  book.  .Mr. 
Adahs:  WBSt  perhaps^  incUned 
tao-serioushr  to  regard  himoelf 
and  his  selM^ipouited  tadc  of 
telling  an  ignorant  world  all 
ihoat  Egypt.  He  resents  any 
o&er  authorities  who-  have 
written  on  the  subject,  and 
eren,  my  Banmite  tells  me, 
soeaks  disrespectfully  of  Mr. 
MobsblxyBxll.  Heresenres 
his  unqualified  ammnral  for 
the  young  Khedive,  with 
whom,  on  behalf  of  an  enter- 
prising London  evening  paper, 
he  had  an  interview.  The 
chapter  in  which  this  conver- 
sation is  reproduced  throws  a 
strong  light  on  the  ehiuraoter 
of  a  personage  who  seems  dis- 
posed just  now  to  come  into 
unexpected  prominenoe,  a  ten- 
dency which  makes  opportune 
Mr.  FiSHXR  UKwiy's  pub- 
lication  of  this  work. 

**My  dear  Baron,  what  do 
yontlunkofitP"  ~*Mydear 
sir,"  replies  the  Baron, 
'^when  a.  novel  brought  out 
bv  that  astute  publisher  Mr. 
HEiNEMAim  has  not  only 
readied-  its  Nineteenth  Thou- 
sand but  haa  also  passed  into 
the  enormous  circulation  of  a 
cheap  edition  in  one  volume, 
it  is  rather  late  in  the  day  to 
ask  me,  the  Baron^  to  express 
any  opinion  on  its  merits* 
though,  by  the  way,  I  would 
-far  rather  pronounce  on  these 
thanonitsiilCTnerits.  Frankly, 
then,  I  must  admit  that  as 
long  as  the  Htavenly  Twin* 
were  on  the  scene  as  girl  and 
boy  together,  their  diversions 
delighted  me  hugely,  and  I  am 
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bound  to  admit  that  I  looked 
upon  all  the  other  characters 
in  the  somewhat  meandering 
story  as  rather— excuse  me— 
wearisome  intruders.  The  real 
persons  of  the  real  story  seemed 
to  me  to  belong  to  what  Mr. 
Rider  Haggard  would  style 
*  another  8tor3r.'  I  should  have 
liked  the  Twins,  and  only  the 
Twins,  and  nothing  but  the 
Twins.  Finally,  the  Twins 
disappointed  me."  **  What 
did  3rou  expect  BaronP" 
*'Ah,  thtU  is  somewhat  diffi- 
cult to  answer  either  to  my 
own  or  the  inquirer's  satisfac- 
tion. The  Twins  themselves 
are  a  creation :  the  epithet 
•Heavenly  *  for  these  two  mis- 
chievous litUe  fiends  is  ad- 
mirable. The  gods  love  them, 
yet  they  live  on,  and  become 
mere  mortals.  True :  life- 
like :  but  an  unromantic  finish 
after  so  much  romance.  Yet 
'tis  a  remarkable  book,  leav- 
ing me  under  the  impression 
that  Sarah  Grand,  the  clever 
literary  mother  of  these  Hea- 
venly  Tmns^  had  not  quite 
made  up  her  own  mind  as  to 
their  treatm^t.  The  public 
has.  however,  taken  lovingly 
to  the  Twins,  and  everywhere 
they  are  universally  popular." 
So  the  Baron,  adopting  the 
practical  Pickwickian  solution 
of  the  electioneering  problem, 
'*  shouts  with  the  biggest 
crowd." 

Baron  de  Boor- Worms. 


OF    THE    DUTCH    PAINTERS   AT 
THE  ROYAL  ACADEMY. 

In  matters  of  painting  the 

fault  of  the  Dutch 
Was   asking   too   little,  and 

doing  too  much. 


Radically  Incurable.  — 
Our  Own  Had  sends  us  the 
following  definitioii  \  **  Li- 
censed *Whittlers*— The 
Lords." 


TO  MR.  PUNCH. 
To  Matid"  February  17,  p.  77.) 

Drir  Mr.  Punch,  last 

week  I  senf 
Through  vou  a  Valen- 
tine to  Maud. 
To   dodge   her   mother 

thus  I  meant — 
They  happen  both  to 
beabrcMud. 

No  doubt  Maud  saw  it ; 

but,  alas ! 

The  ways  of  artists  are 

so  shady,  [lass 

Your  picture  of  a  lovelv 

Was  quite  another  dit- 

^^         ferentlady. 

The  fault,  indeed,  can- 
not be  mine : 

"Ma  Belle!"  ^  fjrf^  ''*'*   ^®^P   ^^• 

I  trust  you  '11  let  me  send  this  line 
To  Maud,   to   say   I  *m   free   from 
blame. 


Though  if  she  ^s  angry,  and  should  use 
As  to  myself  scfverest  stricture, 

I  swear  I  mean  instead  to  choose 
The  charming  lady  in  the  picture  I 


T'OTHER  ALTERNATIVE. 

(As  it  presents  itself  to  ike  Official  Mind,) 

It  is  all  very  well,  in  high  militant  mood. 
When  HARCouRrs  invective  is  firini?  your 
blood,  [them": 

To  swear  you  will  **  mend  them  or  ena 
But  somehow,  whenever  it  comes  to  the  pinch, 
From  complete  spiffiication  instanter  we  ninch, 

And  are  very  content  if  we  bend  them ! 
To  leave  your  opponents  all  dead  on  the  field 
Sounds  lovely,— but  what  can  you  do  if  they 
f/ield  f.  [ing  loud 

Bare  fists,  and  bi^  drums,  and  guns  thunder- 
Are  alike  ineffective — to  tight  with  a  cloud. 


••  The  Bomr  Outrage  in  Paris."— Under 
this  heading  in  the  Standard  of  last  Satur- 
day came  the  startling  announcement,— 
''  Henrj/s  loMngf  searched.*'  '*  Henry  I  " 
How  deHghtedf**  Edmund  "  must  have  been ! 


POSITIVE  AND  COMPARATIVE. 

I     SiRj— Permit  me  to  offer  you  a  *  *  Mem.  for  a 
,  2)a/yi>iaiy."— Twelfth 

Night.     To  assist  one 

in  producing  a  Shak- 

spearian  play,  and  for 

hnding    an    actress 

capable     of     doing 

justice  to  its  heroine, 

it   would   be  difficult, 

than  Ada  Rehan,  to 

find  an   Aider  and  a 

better.  After  this  I  may 

be    indignantly   asked 

**  how  dare  I  thus  reek- 

lessly  pun    upon   the 

name  ot  so  excellent  an 

actress?"    Whereunto 

I  am  bound  to  reply  with 

just  one  more,  and  say, 

according  to  the  f'rench 

proverb,  **JRehan  n'est 

sacre  pour  un  sapeur.'* 

Le  sapeur  f   (Test  moi!   And  sorry  shall  I  be 

when  the  Dalies  leave  us,  and  the  word  goes 

forth,  ''Behan  ne  raplus!'* 


Ada  as  "Viola." 
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ROMPING  LANCERS. 

Pretty    partner,    come    and 
dance 

In  these  lively  Lancers ; 
Do  not  let  us  lose  the  chance — 

Join  the  wildest  dancers. 
Think  not  now  of  being  prim. 
Though    the    chaperons   look 

grim; 
Graceful  figure,  lithe  and  slim, 
Eyes,  which  tears  so  rarely  dim, 
Little  feet  that  lightly  skim, 

Suit  the  romping  Lancers, 

Let  us  caper  wildly,  then, 

Thoughtless  of  appearance, 
Other  giddy  girls  and  men 

With  us  make  a  clearance. 
Where  we  all  so  gaily  go, 
In  and  out,  and  to  and  fro, 
Itonnd  and  round,  and  in  a  row, 
Quite  hilarious,  vou  know. 
Thoughtless  of  appearance. 

See  what  jolly  fun  we  get. 

Prudes  would  call  us  frantic, 
In  a  auite  rampageous  set. 

Seeking  an^v  antic. 
Now  we  'Sisit^"  now  we  twirl. 
In  a  wildly  giddy  whirl, 
Laughing  man  and  breathless 

_      ?irl ; 

Let  them  caU  us  frantic. 

Doubtless  Minuets  for  grace 
Beat  the  romping  Lancers, 

Yet  your  smiles  and  rosy  face 
Show  the  other  dancers 

That  yovL  like,  at  times,  the  way 

We,  in  energetic  ^lay. 
Dance  the  romping  Lancers. 


IjrCBKDEBLE.— **  A  BUCKING- 
HAMSHIRE GifiL*'  writes  to 
the  Daily  News  on  the  sub- 
ject of  flirting.  Surely  there 
can  be  no  lack  of  flirting  in 
the  county  of  Bucks ! 


SCENES   OF   CLERICAL    LIFE. 

"You   LOOK   TIRED,    MY  Lord!" 

"Yes,  Smithkrs  ;   I'm  afraid  all  this  Correspokdrxck 
too  much  for  mk  !  " 

"So    I  *VR   BEEN   THINKIKO,    MY   LoRD.       If   I    MIGHT   PRESUME 
WHAT   /  SHOULD  SAY   IH,    'iRB  A    CowyiALf" 


THE  CONSTABLE'S  VADE 
MECUM. 

(Latest  Rome  Office  Editum, ) 

Question,  If  you  see  a  man 
attempting  to  get  into  a  private 
house  thnnigh  the  parlour- 
window,  would  you  arrest 
him? 

Answer,  I  think  not. 

Q.  Quite  right.  And  if  you 
saw  a  man  opening  a  kitchen- 
door  with  a  file  and  a  hammer 
would  you  seize  him  ? 

A,  I  do  not  think  I  would. 

Q.  Of  course.  And  if  you 
saw  a  man  on  the  point  of 
throwing  a  torch  into  a  hay- 
stack would  you  take  measures 
to  prevent  him  from  carrying 
his  intention  into  effect  f 

A,  Scarcely. 

Q.  Certainly,  And  if  you 
noticed  that  a  man  was  atJout 
to  push  his  companion  into  the 
Thames  would  you  interrupt 
him  F 

A,  Hardly. 

Q.  Correct  again.     And  if 
j-ou  noticed  a  man  with  an 
infernal    machine    that    was 
I  eWdently  destined    for   some 
public    buildinj<    would    you 
take  the  explosive  from  him  ? 
j      A,  On  no  account  whatever. 
I      Q.  Absolutely     accurate. 
And  now  to  conclude.     Why 
would  you  desist  from  arrest- 
ing a  burglar  or  housebreaker, 
an    incendiarVj    a    murderer, 
and  an  Anarchist  ? 

A,  Because  I  think  it  might 
do  more  harm  than  good ! 


IS    ORTTINO 
TO  ADVISE, 


English  Sailor's  Frexch 
Motto. — * '  A  u  reroir .' ' *  J ack 
translates  it,  "  To  the  sea 
again  I " 


THE  WISDOM  OF  THE  TURTLE. 

(A  Fable /or  London  the  Great  and  London  the  Greater,) 

A  MAN  once  made  up  his  mind  to  give  a  feast  to  the  lower  animals 
of  the  field.  But  that  they  might  all  be  satisfied  he  determined  on 
asking  their  opinions  about  the  bill  of  fare.  He  first  came  to  the 
Donkey,  who  was  educating  himself  on  thistles. 

I*  Would  you  like  turtle-soup  on  the  menu  f"  questioned  the  Man. 
'  Although  I  am  a  member  of  the  School  Board,  I  am  not  such  an  ass 
as  to  think  that  such  a  toothsome  dish  would  be  otherwise  than 
excellent." 

Satisfied  with  this  reply,  the  Man  travelled  on  until  he  came  to 
someparochial  geese  who  were  dawdling  about  a  pump. 

I*  Would  you  not  like  a  banquet  Y ''  asketl  the  Man. 

"  We  are  not  sure  !  "  hissed  out  the  Geese.  "  What  was  good 
enough  for  our  fathers  is  good  enough  for  us.   We  object  to  change." 

** But,"  persisted  the  Man,  "if  I  do  provide  you  with  a  banquet, 
you  would  like  the  feast  to  commence  with  turtle- soup  ?  " 

"  We  are  not  such  geese  as  not  to  be  pleased  with  that,"  answered 
the  Geese.  "  It  stands  to  reason  that  if  we  get  turtle  gratis,  we 
must  be  the  gainers  by  the  transaction." 

Pleased  that  his  suggestion  had  been  taken  in  such  good  part,  the 
Man  continued  his  journey  until  he  came  to  a  fox. 

'* Hullo,  my  friend,"  said  the  Man,  "I  see  you  are  no  longer  a 
member  of  the  Board  of  Works  -  you  have  changed  your  quarters." 

Yes  "  returned  the  Fox  ;   **  but  not  my  nature.    My  new  place  is 
called  the  L.  C.  C.    However,  you  must  not  detain  me,  as  I  am  ex- 


heading  the  menu  with  a  plate  of  turtle- soup." 

**  Quite  right,"  replied  the  Fox  ;  "  but  as  I  consider  the  turtle  my 
o^Ti  particular  property,  I  shan't  thank  you  for  that  plat€.  How- 
ever, you  may  as  weU  serve  him  up," 


The  Man  walked  on,  and  at  length  arrived  at  the  home  of  the 
turtle. 

"  My  good  friend,"  said  the  representative  of  humanity,  "  I  am 
gomg  to  give  a  banquet  to  your  neighbours,  the  Donkey,  the  Fox, 
and  the  Geese.    Can  you  suggest  an  appropriate  menu  f  " 

Why  not  let  the  Fox  eat  the  Geese,  and  the  Donkey  might  con- 
tinue to  munch  his  thistles," 

1  "  But  they  all  say  they  would  like  to  devour  you,"  begun  the  Man 
in  a  studiously  polite  tone ;  "  and  I  don't  see  how  I  can  disappoint 
them." 

"  \\Tiy  not  ?  "  asked  the  Turtle.  **  I  am  sure  they  do  not  appre- 
ciate me  as  much  as  I  appreciate  myself." 

"WeU,  well,  I  am  afraid  it  is  settled.  But  as  you  are  a  most 
respectable  creature,  I  do  not  mind  you  telling  me  now  you  would 
like  yourself  to  be  c<x>ked." 

*'  It  seems  to  me  rather  waste  of  time  to  comply  with  such  a  sug- 
gestion.   I  don't  want  to  be  cooked,  and  I  decline  to  be  eaten," 

**  Well,  at  least  you  will  give  every  assistance  in  serving  yourself 
up  at  table  F" 

**  Not  at  all.  You  have  no  right  to  expect  it.  And  you  know  that 
it  is  more  than  you  would  get  from  a  goose,  a  foi^  or  even  an  ass." 

And  the  Man,  being  an  average  man,  in  his  heart  of  hearts 
believed  that  the  Turtle  was  in  the  right. 

Moral.— When  dealing  with  the  rights  of  the  City  of  London,  it 
is  waste  of  time  to  recommend  the  wrongs  of  the  Japanese  happy 
dispatch, 

*'  So,"  said  our  old  friend,  who  always  gets  hold  of  the  correct 
version  of  any  news,  "  so  the  Princess  Christian  is  going  to  open  a 
school  for  Designing  Young  Women.  Excellent!  Of  course,  to 
begin  with,  the  Princess  Christlai^  will  teach  them  Christianity. 


Appropriate.— The  case  about  CAar%'* 
Charles,— I.e.,  "Mr.  Justice"  DigitizSJby 


Om)gt^ 
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LAYS  OF  THE  CURRENCY. 

TO  A  FARTHING. 

Oh  !  little  coin  tkat  dangles 
on  my  chain, 
Like  Captain  Shaw,  *'  type 
of  true  love  kept  under," 
The  flight  of  you  brings  with 
it  much  of  pain. 
And,  seeing  how  I  got  you, 
that 's  small  wonder. 

It  is  a  tragic  story.   She  was 
fair; 
She  had  the  kind  of  look 
that  migM  embolden 
The  humblest  man  take  heart 
to  hope.    Her  hair, 
I  hardly  need  to.  add,  as 
good  as  golden. 

We  met,  not  in  the  customary 
crowd, 
But  at  a  small,  select,  swell 
Cinderelhu 
When  we  were  introduced, 
she  sweetl  V  bowed — 
WeU,  ere  the  dance  was 
done,  I  called  her  Bella. 

I  know  that  it  was  rash,  but 
then  her  eves 
Bpoke  liquid  nothings  to 
my  heated  passion. 
And  looked  at  me  in  startled, 
sweet  surprise. 
In  quite  the  truest  amatory 
fashion. 

We  said  good-bye.    I  did  not 
sleep  that  night, 
But  paced  my  lonely  cham- 
ber half -demented. 
Next  day  I  called.    Imagine 
my  delight 
When  /said  "Will  you 
wed?"   and    she   con- 
sented. 

Three  weeks  of  most  ecstatic 
bliss  were  mine. 
And  then  the  seeming  gold 
proved  worthless  pewter  | 
The  scales  fell  ofp  my  blinded 
eyes.  In  fine,  | 

She  wrote  to  say  she  found 
I  didn't  suit  her! 
**  And  so  for  both  our  sakes, 
we  port."    My  jaw 
Fell  when  I  read  her  note, 
traction 

Came  to  an  end.    I  flew  from  love  to  law, 
And  brought  at  once  a  breach  of  pioniise 
action. 

Retained  on  my  behalf  were  three  Q.C.'s, 
They  one  and  all  advised  me  naught  could 
save  her, 

For  I  should  win  the  day  with  utmost  ease, 
And  get  a  swinging  verdict  in  my  favour. 

The  day  arrived.    The  Court  was  crowded 
out 
With  dames  who  spend  their  time  in  never 
missing 


OLD   JOE  AND   YOUNG   JOE." 


Joe,  Junior,  txplains  the  Double  heMed  ParUh- District  trick  loan  admiring 
audience  at  the  UnioniU  Seance,  Thursday,  February  15. 


Soon  my  dis- 


So  when  I  look  at  you  with  eyes  that  fiU 
With  tears  that  can't  but  come,  in,  out  of 
season. 

Remember,  shameless  Bella  (with  my  Bill 
Of  costs)  is  just  the  real  romantic  reason ! 


DIARY   OF  AN  EXTIN- 
CUI8HED  PERSONACL 

{Second  InMalfnaU,) 

Prefaee.—ThiB  important 
work  may  be  fragmentary, 
but  for  all  that  it  is  import- 
ant. It  is  important,  be- 
cause it  teUs  the  story  of  a 
most  important  ^rsonage. 
I  am  the  most  important 
personage,  and  I  tell  the 
story.  1  not  only  tell  this 
story,  but  lots  of  others. 
And  why  do  I  this?  Be- 
cause I  hate  the  brutal  Eng- 
lish. But  hush !  I  must 
dissemble.  Some  one  comes. 
Some  one  goes.  I  can  re- 
sume my  writing.  It  was 
the  English  GeneraL  He 
declares  that  the  next  time 
I  hit  a  Serjeant-Major  over 
the  head  with  an  umbrella, 
I  shall  receive  a  thrashing 
myself  I  Oh  the  indignity! 
But  I  must  dissemble-  nay, 
I  have  dissembled.  I  have 
said  that  I  was  egged  on  by 
Basq  up  Bbt  to  attack  the 
non-commissioned  officer.  I 
have  been  forgiven  this  time, 
but  Bang  up  Bet  is  to  be 
sent  oil  about  his  business. 
WeU,  I  have  consented  to 
the  degradation  of  Baito  up 
Bet.  He  is  to  cease  to  be 
fx)rd  Grand  Sugar-Stick  in 
Waiting,  but  is  to  become 
Prince  of  Mesopotamia,  and 
Knight  Grand  Cross  of  the 
Emerald  Bowstring.  I  have 
done  this,  not  to  please  Bafo 
UP  Bet  (who  is  rather  an 
ass),  but  to  spite  the  English 
General ! 

Later.— What  is  this? 
What  do  I  hear  through  the 
telephone?  A  celebrated 
aotor  dares  to  *'  takeme  ofP ! " 
I  have  wired  for  an  apology. 
I  hear  that  the  piece  has  been 
altered.  Good— very  good! 
I  have  told  the  Engli^^h  Gen- 
eral that  if  it  occurs  again  I 
will  turn  every  ** red-coat" 
out  of  the  country.  The  barbaric  warrior  has 
laughed,  and  says  that  if  I  do  anything  non- 
sensical (nouFensical !  ha  I  ha !  but  a  time  will 
come !)  1  shall  be  taken  off  the  throne  of  mv 
ancestors !  I  am  foaming  at  the  mouth  with 
rage,  but  I  have  apologised  I 

Later  still, — I  have  sent  a  note  round  to  all 
the  Powers  complaining  of  the  treatment  to 
which  I  have  been  subjected.    The  English 


Mrs.  R.  on  Ecclesiastical  Titles.— "I 
see,"  observed  our  excellent  friend,  **  that  in 
the  Daily   Telegraph  a    correspondent  has 

been  asking  why  a  few  of  our  clergymen  call  _  .  ,  . .  Ttru  4,   ir  -j  f 

themselves  *  Fathers.'    Well,  as  most  clergy-  1  K?^  .°^L  !«**«"•  rr^^\  H    "^^  8^^«  • 

men  of  my  acquaintance  are  married  men  !  J^"  "  ^^^^^^      J^«  ^P^^  «*  *fe«  ,9®?^  " 

with  small  means  and  very  large  families,  1 1  [o  box  my  ^rs !    I  wish  he  wouldn't,  he  does 

don'tseewhytheyshouldn'tbeadledjustwhatl^^^V*'/*^-     „  .        *  n    ^    *•      1 

A  cause  celebre,  whilst  perplexed  with  doubt  i  ^^^^  ^»  ^?  *^*  i«'  *  Fathers.'    It 's  much  ,  Unf 'SUf'*'"^  J  » w% Aw  "^^V^?" 

The  Judge    said,   "*Kis^?-^ear   me  '  "^^  »«^^^®  ^*°  "^"^  cl«W  •Fathers'  |  ^  ^^^?  T      """^  ^  ^t^  &      -l 

\rh^i.^^^Jir.^f^)^^^^^^  °^^'   who  are  not  aUowed  to  mS^.Md  are  bound   P"^?^^    ^T^^^^'    my  haugMy  spirit 

to  remain  what  they  call  *  Silly-bits,'  which  I '?  °°i  ^  ^  ^^^  ^^  threats.    Have  de- 


what  is*  kissing'?' 


She  wore  a  lovely  gown  of  coloured  silk, 

A  dream  in  dresses,  and  she  smiled   so 
sweetly. 
Whilst  I  confess  that  she  knew  how  to  bilk 

My  counsel  in  her  answers  most  completely. 
Well  in  the  end  of  this  forensic  fight 

My  case  alas  I  become  a  Sun  and  Star  thing, 
The  jury  gave  me,  not  the  Widow's  Mite, 

But  you,  my  sweet,  sad  coin,  tilie  Maiden's 
Farthing. 


I  General  has  called  declaring  that  he  won't 


They  have  sent  me  to  bed  without  my  tea ! 
Most  Liberal  Terms  !— The  following  ap-   And  I  am  told  that  if  I  am  not  a  better  boy 
pearedinthe  JforfitWj7Po«<of  Feb.  16:—        'to-morrow    I  am  to  go  back  to  school  at 

ABED-BOOM  (first  floor)  for  a  Gentleman  near  |  Vienna !     Oh,  boohoo !     I  am  so  imhappy  ! 
Victoria  and  BelgraTe  Sauare ;   terms  15g8.    Oh,  boohoo !     Boohoo  I !     Boo-boohoo  ! ! ! 
weekly,  in  advance ;    gas   ana   boots   inclusive ; 
partial  board  if  required.— Write,  &c. 

How  cheap !    Only  fifteen  guineas  weekly, 
with  gas  and  boots !  I 


A  Social  PBOBLXif.— Which  is  the  more 
desirable  to  be,  a  worthless  scamp  or  a 
precious  bore  P 
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toby/m.p.,  in  the  tropics. 

Jt,Jf,S,  *' Pembroke  Castle:'  Madeira,  Thursday.-^ ery  par- 
ticular to  tell  steward  to  call  us  this  morning  at  six  o'clock.  Ship 
due  at  that  hour  at  Funchal.  At  6.30  party  arranged  to  go  ashore 
and  see  Madeira.  Ship  coaling.  Notice  given  that  all  Dassengers 
must  be  aboard  by  9.30  a.m.  Awakened  at  dead  of  night  by  uproar ; 
voices  lising  high  in  unknown  tongue ;  pitch-dark  in  cabin ;  put  on 
fyjamas  ana  grope  way  on  deck.    Madeira  lyinsr  a  biscuit-throw  off. 

(Some  snip' s  biscuits  are  hard 
and  will  carry  far.)  A  few 
lights  flash  in  white  houses 
by  edge  of  the  sea:  beyond 
what  looks  like  a  cloud  and 
might  be  a  mountain. 

Our  lower  decka  Babel  of 
sound  and  a  mass  of  wicker- 
work  tables,  chairs,  and 
baskets,  of  all  shapes  and 
sizes.  Froprietors  seated  in 
chairs,  witn  lantern  in  one 
hand  and  cigarette  in  other. 
All  round  the  ship,  boats 
with  more  baskets,  lanterns, 
cigarettes,  and  men  shout- 
ing. Does  not  seem  to  be  a 
whisper  in  the  Portuguese 
tonfliie. 

chairs  intended  for  sale  to 
passengers.     No  passengers 


yet  jibout  •  dealers  apparent- 
ly engaged  in  trying  to  sell 


Toby  just  off  the  Pint  of  Madeira. 


goods  to  each  other. 
Got  off  for  island  half  an 

hour  late ;  picked  way  through 
fleet  of  chair-laden  boats ;  one  or  two  follow.  Impossible  to  conceive 
English  passenger,  just  arrived,  not  wanting  wicker-work  chairs. 
On  the  pier  enthusiastio  reception  by  the  halt,  the  lame,  the  blind, 
and  the  interpreters.  These  natives  plainly  thought  if  we  hadn't 
oome  to  Madeira  to  buy  chairs,  must  have  come  to  see  them,  and 
give  them  shillings.  Gently  tried  to  disillusionise  them ;  no  use ; 
followed  us  in  triumphant  procession  to  hotel ;  took  kindly  interest 
in  our  ordering  breakfast :  saw  us  into  the  ox-carts  which  dragged 
us  up  the  steep,  stony  hill  to  roof  of  island.  Nothing  escaped  the 
blina  man's  eye.  A  gentleman  exceptionally  endowed  with  total 
absence  of  fingers  ana  thumbs  persistently  thrust  the  soiled  stumps 
under  our  nose,  as  if  we  had  come  to  Madeira  to  smell  them.  As  the 
~  at  the  sledges,  the  prooeaaion  tailed  off ;  the  blind  man 


whose  charitable  impulses  miffht  be  haijipfered'  by  not  hating'  Miy. 
This  was  a  deal  which,  if  effected,  would  have  made  two  profits, 
English  coppe^  is  a  drug  in  the  Madeira  market ;  shop-ketepen  wil- 
lingly give  thirteen  pence  for  a  silver  shilling.  . 

Young  Shy  lock  would  have  made  a  halfpenny,  on  exchange  in 
addition  to  the  eleemosynary  coppers  handed  to  him. 

After  breakfast  found  our  mends,  the  lame,  the  halt,  and  the 
blind,  fresher  than  ever,  awaiting  us.  Eaeorted.us  to  boat,  ana 
saw  us  embu'k,  with  kinaHest  expression  of  regret  at  <rar  too  brief 
stay  in  their  beautiful  island.  The  fingerleaa  gentleman  wanted  to 
shake  hands ;  pretended  not  to  see  the  friendly  AdYiuioe,.^ad^  nod- 
ding to  the  Dlind  man,  stepped  into  the  boat,  the  men  refosmg  to 
put  off  till  we  had  paid  our  fare. 

'^TKTING  A  MAGI5TEATE," 

[The  Board  of  Trade  have  been  for  four  months  "  eontidering  >'  the  request 
of  the  Magiitrate  at  Marylebone  Police  Court  to  bo  liihiiihad  Irith  a  pedo- 
meter (for  measuring  cab-fare  distances),  in  place  of  an  old  and  awtUai  one. 
The  following  is  a  page  from  a  Blue-book  that  nun/  be  presented  to  Parlia- 
ment-HK)me  day.  It  bears  evidence  of  betog  a  Keport'of  I'^Departmentid 
Sub-Committee.] 

Utility  of 
Pedometers : 
the  evidence 
taken. 


Unusual 

expedition 

shown. 


Attempts  to 
get  the  cost  of 


out  of  other 
Public  Bodies. 


lost  sight  of  us;  the  lame  gentleman  ceased  from  running;  the 
thumbless  citieen,  thrusting  his  stumps  into  the  sides  of  his  trousers, 
moodily  strode  off. 

The  rest  of  the  population  came  out  to  see  us  pass.  Men  and 
women  curiously  like  natives  of  the  West  of  Ireland.  Having 
lumbered  to  top  of  hill  in  the  ox-drawn  sledges,  came  down  like 
flash  of  lightning  on  other  side  of  town,  in  sort  g^  clothes-basket, 
which  glides  at  rollicking  pace  over  smooth  cobble-stones,  a  sturdy 
Galwav  peasant  guiding  and  restraining  it  by  ropes  attached  to  front 
of  basket.  Pleasant  the  air  on  these  lof^  heights.  On  journey 
down  we  flash  by  red  and  white  walls  overgrown  with  roses,  helio- 
trope, and  o^rclamen,  with  oranges  gleaming  in  the  groves,  and 
bananas  peeping  up  from  everv  gtirden. 

Half  way  down  men  suddenly  pull  up.  and  explain  that  they  are 
**  flroing  to  nave  a  drink."  A  {feasant  nalting-place,  with  the  sea 
below  and  the  soft  air  scented  with  heliotrope.  Even  under  rule  of 
Portugal  Madeira  is  free.  If  a  man  woula  drink  the  wine  of  his 
native  country  who  shall  say  him  nay?  So  we  sit  and  wait  their 
pleasure,  thankful  to  be  deUvered  fnnn  our  body-guard  down  in  the 
town. 

After  a  while  woman  oomes  out  with  tray  which  she  hands  round ; 
we  say  **  no  " ;  we  do  not  care  about  taking  wine  at  this  early  hour ; 
die  remonstetes ;  argues ;  entreats;  grows  angry ;  goes  awa;^  •  oomes 
back  with  interpreter,  fie  explains  she  wants  ze  moma^."  It 
appears  that  our  light-hearted  portei|,  having  invited  themselves 
to  take  refreshment,  we  have  to  pay  for  it. 

This  we  do,  and  dash  on  again,  pulling  up  at  door  of  hoteli  nearly 
running  over  the  lame  gentleman,  cflusing  the  blind  man  to  skip 
out  of  the  way  with  amazing  alacrity,  and  oonvulsing  our  finder- 
less  friend  with  joy  at  seeing  us  once  again.  To  them  enter  four 
more  interpreters  (who  loudly  ordered  everybody  about  in  our 
interest),  a  bov  leading  the  opposition  blind  man,  and  a  voluble  bald 
man  who  sold  canaries.  Three  shillings  each  they  were  if  taken 
singly ;  but  if  the  whole  lot  were  purchased,  he  would  sacrifice 
everything  and  let  them  ^o  for  **  ten  sohellinsr." 

Boy  who  led  the  opposition  blind  man  will  be  heard  of  later  in 
life.  Finding  no^one  would  ffiTe  him  sizpenoe  he  prodnoed  six 
jpennyworth  ol  oofi^ert  and  blandly  offeM  change  to  gentlemen 


Evidence  of  Land-Surveyors,  Instrtdnent-nwJteEi, 
Mechanical  Experts,  CycHsfe,  Umpires  at  Pedestrian 
Contests,  and  other  authorities  who  might  be  expected 
to  know  something  about  the  subiect,  was  next  taken 
as  to  the  general  construction  of  Fedometers. 

Owing  to  the  unexampled  expeditianL  wi^-  irfiich 
your  Sub-Committee  conducted  this  imjportant  branch 
of  the  inquiry,  only  one  year  and  six  months  vas 
taken  up  in  the  examination  of  witneaseSy  wboae  evi- 
dence will  be  found  in  pages  575  to  Sd6i  of  this 
Beport. 
The  efforts  of  your  Sub-Connnittee  were  natundly 
6«. ..»«  vvov  w.    directed  at  an  early  period  to  the  question  of  whether 
a  new  Machine   the  cost  of  obtaining  a  Pedometer  for  the  Marylebooe 
Police  Court  could  not  be  debited  to  any  other  Public 
Department  or  Body.    It  appeared  that  on  this  swg- 

gestion  having  been  made  to  the  learned  Magistrate, 
e  had  put  himself  in  communication,  successively. 
with  the  London  County  Council,  the  London  School 
Board,  the  City  Corporation,  some  of  the  Vestries,  the 
Charitj  Organisation  Society,  the  Bagged  School 
Committee,  the  Soup  Kitchen  Association,  and  private 
philanthropists.  The  replies  of  these  "bodies  and 
individuals  wiU  be  found  m  Appendix  B,  and  affords, 
the  Sub-Committee  believes,  some  reading  of  quite 
unique  interest. 

It  will  be  seen  that  tiie  London  Comity  Oonncil 
offered  to  purchase  a  second-hand  Pedometer  for  tlie 
Court  "on  condition  that  it  was  only  worked  for 
eight  hours  a  day,  and  that  every  person  residixig  in 
any  street  which  had  to  be  measured  should  hxwe  an 
extra  penny  put  on  to  his  rates."  The  London  6chocd 
Board  took  up  the  position  that,  though  a  Pedometer 
might  be  described  as  an  educational  instrument,  they 
would  not  be  justified  in  paying  for  one  **  unless  the 
maker  were  certified  bv  an  Archbishop  and  at  least 
three  Bishops  to  be  aole  to  repeat  the  Thirty-nine 
Articles  backwards  without  a  nustake." 


Replies  of 
the  County 
Council  and 
the  School 
Board. 


TO  A  YOUNG  LADY. 
{ff^ith  a  Box  of  SwedB.) 

SwEBTs  to  the  tweet— that  is  I  fear  an  old 
ReoMrk  to  make  to  one  so  young  as  jrou  are. 

Would  that  this  box  were  worth  its  weight  in  gold 
To  be  a  gift  worth  giving  you,  which  few  are. 

Some  marrons  alaeiM^  chestnuts,  suffared  ioe, 
In  this  small  box  are  delicately  pJaeis, 

My  jokos  are  sometimes  chestnuts— not  so  nice — 
And  yet  you  laugh  at  them,  you're  neiTer  giae^. 


Why  is  an  eminent  individual  who  has  been  honoured  by  being 
admitted  Knight  of  the  Order  of  the  Garter,  Hke  a  canary  in  a  bird- 
fancier's  shop  ? 

Simple  Aneicer.  Because  he  is  ''  K.G.'d  '*  (ca-g^. 


Tkx  ?B0?0SXD 
way  of  itardng  t 


'^r^glf> 


-  Scsoot  or  DxfiXOK.--Is  thia  ia  inaidioQa 
of  DofligiBlng  Fontlet 
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TO  A  GORILU  GIRL 

{By  a  Disciple  of  Professor 
Oamer,) 

Maid  of  Afrio,  kindly  stay, 
From  my  cap:e  I  wish  to  baj 
Words  of  thine — ^not  said  with 


Looking  like  a  cough  or  sneeze, 
Or  a  cipher  telegram, 
Hxerrg    ztti    nnnwpflh    srth 
kkqam  /• 

Goodness    knows   how  one 

should  sound 
Words  where  vowels  don't 

ahound ; 
I  should  hurt  my  throat  or 

lungs 
If  I  tried  these  monkey  tongues, 
Feeble  linguist  that  I  am  I 
Hxerrg    ztti    hnnwpflb    srth 

kkqam! 

By  that  lip,  which  thus  can 

speak 
With  a  most  appalling  shriek; 
By  that  rather  hairy  face. 
Full  of  troglodytic  grace— 
Thy  complexien  is  not  sham ; 
Hxerrg   ztti    hnnwpflb    srth 

kkqam! 

This  my  phonograph  will  say 
In  a  sentimental  way. 
Thy  pronunciation  seems 
Far  bevond  the  wildest  dreams  ! 
Of  a  MEZZOFAin'i,  ma*am ; 
Hxerrg   ztti    hnnwpflb    srth 
kkqam  ! 

•  These  words,  in  the  Gorilla 
lanrua^,  are  translated  by  some 
authorities,  **  Oh  my  eye !  Ain*t 
she  a  stunner,  and  no  mistake  P  '* 
and  by  others,  '*  Waiter,  bring  me 
aooooa-nut  and  mashed  bananas." 


AFFAIR   OF 


TASTE. 

'*!  SHOULD 


Maid  of  Afric,  when  I  'm  firone. 
Think  of  me,  sweet,  all  alone 
In  the  London  Prince's  Hall, 
With  my  talk,  a  trifle  tall. 
And  my  priceless  phonogram, 
Hxerrg    ztti    hnnwpflb    srth 
kkqam  ! 

THE  GRAND  OLD  NAME. 

[Canon  Body,  in  a  sermon  to 
men  delivered  in  a  church  in  the 
north,  addressed  his  congregation 
as  **  Gentlemen."] 

Thanks,  Canon  Body  !  In  the 
Church 
We  're  glad  of  any  **  forward 
movement," 
And    "GentlemenI"    for 
•*  Dearest  friends!" 
Is  certainly  a  vast  improve- 
ment. 

No  doubt,  however,  'twill  be 
I  best 

I     Of  moderate  change  to  be 
!  solicitous ; 

*  *  Dearly  Beloved  Gentlemen  I " 
Sounas  just  a  trifle  infelici- 
tous. 

At  weddings,  too,  'twould  be 
a  move 
With  curious  consequences 
rife 
ToasktheBridegroom— "Wilt 
thou  have 
This  Ladu  to  your  wedded 
wife?" 


LIKE    YOU  TO  8KS 


Oxbridge   Undergraduate  {from   America) » 
OUR  Town  of  Pokkrvillk,  Professor— only  Twenty  Years  in  exist- 
ence, AND  Fifty  Thousand  Inhabitants  !  '*  -n    r  "     ♦         cl.    • 

The  Professor  of  Ardueology,  "  Ah— yes— very  interesting.    I  should   some   Parliamentary    °^^^^ 

PREFER,     MYSELF,     A    ToWN    FiFTY    THOUSAND    YeARS    OLD— AND    TWENTY    °HlP^„^^.  9?    ^^'^'"S?^,  ^ 

Inhabitants,  you  know  ! "  i  "  The  Egg  of  the  Great  Talk." 


**  The  Egos  of  the  Great 
Auk."— The  meagre  result  of 
our  extra-long  ana  over-weari- 


A  SHACONIAN  FYTTE. 

AocoBDiKG  to  a  Detroit  investigator,  not  only  did  Bacon  write 
*'  Shakspeare,"  but  also  Burton's  Anatomy  of  Melancholy  va^  all 
the  other  Elizabethan  literature.  However,  the  Han  well  Protessor  of 
Acrostics  has  gone  several  better.    He  sends  the  following :~ 

Eureka  !  Bravo  !  and  ' 
Hooray !  I  've  un-  , 
ravelled 

The  secret  that  sages  for  ; 
ages  has  gravelled !      i 

Aha  and  oho !  I  've  dis-  I 
covered  the  kev, 

That  none  of  your 
sphinxes  or  l]mxes 
could  see! 

Ye?,     the     cryptogram 
mystic  /  solved  in  a 
minute ! 
Good  gracious,  Ignatius 
Donnelly  's  not  in  it ! 
And  **  Baoon  "  I  've  fotmd  for  aU  names  you  must  write. 
That  for  B-c-n  would  make  an  aorostical  **  light." 

What  need  to  explain  ?  'twere  an  act  of  presumption— 
My  facts  a  diild  may  know  (cum  grano  of  gumption ! ) 
These  authors  are  merely  (their  number's  immense) 
Ignoramuses,  famous  at  Bacon's  expense ! 

For  Bacon  wrote  Btron  and  Bufpon  and  Bunyan, 
Bjornson,  Ben  Jonson  (he  could  be  a  funny  'un !) ; 
While  Dodo  by  **  Benson  "  his  lordship  may  claim. 
And  the  Classics  of  Bohn  were  all  hohned  from  the  same ! 


And  I  've  learnt  by  a  system  of  crosses  and  noughts 
'Twas  certainly  Bacon  who  wrote  Happy  Thoughts, 

Yet  more  Verulamian  cyphers  I  '11  add  on : — 
Buchanan.   Dick  Burton,   **Miss"  Bboughton,  "Miss" 
Braddon, 

And  Cookery-books,  too,  as  "  Beeton,"  he  wrote 

Why,  these  x>seudonyms  all  simply  Bacon  denote ! 

Nay,  he  nearly  was  **  Browning,"  unless  I  'm  mistaken ; 
Besant,  Burns,  and  Blake,  too,  just  missed  being  Bacon  I 
I  '11  swear  he 's  the  author  of  Bradshaw  and  Burke, 
And,  to  end,  all  **  Anon.  "  writes  is  really  his  work ! 


NAY!  NAY! 
He  wens  !    What  is  this  we  read  in  a  sporting  paper  ? 
**  The  injury  to  Lady  Hallo's  foot  is  rapidly  mending,  and  her  trainer 
declarct  the  fifly  will  be  quite  herself  again  in  a  snort  time.'* 

How  did  this  charming  and  distinguished  lady  damage  her  foot  P 
And  why  is  it  reserved  for  a  sporting  contemporary  to  publish  the 
intelligence  ?  Is  I^y  HallI:  perchance  a  horse,  that  she  should  do 
this  thing  ?  How  irreverent  (and  inappropriate)  to  talk  of  her  as  a 
filly  I  Did  she  give  a  horse-laugh  when  she  read  about  it?  We 
pause  for  a  reply.  Was  she  playing  excerDts  from  Le  Cheral  de 
Bronze  or  from  CavaUeria  Rusticana  when  she  hurt  herself?  Please 
answer  quickly. 

The  Early  Bird  catches  the  Worm.— When  M.  Bernard, 

Commissary  of  Police,  arrived  at  24,  Rue  Ramey,  on  the  momine 

of  Feb.  19.  he  found  the  Anarchist,  SI^astien  Faure,  in  bed  and 

asleep.    The  weasel  was,  for  once,  caught  asleep.    The  desperado 

;  was  mus  easily  overpowered,  although  he  was  Faure  to  one. 


Of  names  meaning  Bacon  I  'U  give  you  a  crack  array, 
There's  Meredith,   Blaokmore,   Charles    Dickens 
Thacksrat, 


TOL.  CVL 


Painfully  Consistent.— An  Ultra-Ritualistic  High  Churchman, 
who  is  also  an  ardent  lover  of  the  chase,  refuses  to  nunt  on  Wed- 
and  i  nesdays  and  Fridays  during  Lent,  as  he  says  on  those  days  he  will 
'  have  nothing  to  do  with  any  meet.      .      .  .     (       r\r\rs  I O 
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'\t/A^. 


<^ 


^  -«^  -s  ^ .  -^^  -•  -^.^^ii  /. ' 


THERE'S   THE    DIFFICULTY. 


Brown  {who  has  given  Janes  a  mmnl,  liJcewise  a  *'  lead,"  and  has  '* popped  over  ").   "  Come  on,  Man  I    Let  her  go  I    Sbe  'll  do  it  ! " 
[ ^^^  t^  accent  on  the  ''She,"     But,  thinks  Jones  to  himself,  ** Shall  I  ?"      With  the  accent  on  the  "/." 


THE  DEVIL^S  LATEST  AYALK. 

{A  long  way  after  Coleridge  and  Southey,) 

"  For  Satan  finds  some  mischief  still 

For  idle  hands  to  do.'* — I)r.  Watts. 

Fbom  his  brimstone  bed  at  break  of  day 

A- walking  the  Devil  is  gone, 
To  stir  up  strife  in  his  favourite  way^ 

And  see  how  his  work  goes  on. 

Over  the  hill  and  over  the  dale 

He  went,  and  through  swamp  and  scrub ; 
And  backward  and  forward  he  swished  his 
long  tail 

As  a  golfer  swishes  his  club. 

And  bow  then  was  the  Devil  clad  ? 

Oh !  he  was  dressed  like  a  working  lad, 
With  fustian  jacket  and  corduroys  stout, 

And  a  hole  behind  where  the  tail  came 
out. 

He  saw  poor  Labour  angry  and  bUnd, 
And  Capital  proud  though  unstable  : 

And  the  De\dl  smiled,  for  it  put  him  in 
mind 
Of  the  strife  between  Cadi  and  Abel. 

Down  the  river  there  plied,  with  wind  and 
tide, 
A  Strike-pi^  with  great  celerity. 
And  the  Devil  looked  ^dse  as  he  saw  the 
while  j 

It  cut  its  own  throat.     *'  There."  quoth  he, ' 
with  a  smile,  | 

*  *  Goes '  England' s  commercial  prosperity  I  * "  i 

He  went  through  the  City,  he  went  through  ' 
the  slum,  I 

Spied  flocks  of  fashion  and  troops  preda- 
cious ;  I 


And  he  saw  that  the  suffering  poor  were 
dumb, 
And  their  parasites  loquacious ; 

And  he  saw  that  some  from  selfish  choice, 
And  some  from  bitter  need,  were  idle  • 

And  he  thought  "  I  '11  lift  up  a  lawless  Voice 
That  the  Law  itself  can't  bridle." 

So  he  went  down  into  Trafalgar  Square, 
And  perched  by  a  Landseer  lion  ; 

And  he  spouted  loud  to  the  gathering  crowd 
That  he  kept  a  sinister  eye  on. 

He  scanned  theb  ranks,  as  they  shambled 
near, 
With  a  cynic's  critical  scrutiny  ; 
And  he  saw  that  some  were  loungers  mere, 
That  some  looked  \icious,  and  some  looked 

drear, 
While  some  'neath  the  scourge  of  hunger  and 
fear 
Were  ripe  for  mischief  and  mutiny. 

He  saw  that  loafers  with  sodden  Hps, 

And  waifs  with  faces  pallid  ; 
Superfluous  drudges  from  shops  and  ships  ; 
Prowlers  watching  policedom*8  slips, 
Law*s  mischances  and  Order's  trips ; 
And  si^erers  true  with  starvation  at  grips, 

To  his  audience  all  were  rallied. 

And  he  raised  his  voice  and  lifted  his  hand, 

And  he  spouted— spouted— spouted ! 
Crass  declamation  that  Siiundea  grand. 
Denunciations  of  Capital's  band, 
Of  slavery  rampant  in  Libertv^s  Land, 
Sly  appeals  to  the  bomb  and  orand  ; 

And  the  poor  dupes  nothing  doubted 
This  **  gent "  so  eloquent,  flerv,  bland. 
With  such  warm  love  for  the  Horny  Hand. 


And  though  they  could  hardly  half  under- 
stand, 
They  tossed  their  caps  and  shouted. 

He  stirred  the  poor  to  vain  hope  of  good. 

And  the  bad  to  fierce  hope  of  evil. 
With  Satanic  subtletj^  there  he  stood, 
Appealing  to  every  mind  and  mood. 
And  in  half  the  hearts  in  his  neigh oourhood 
He  raised — the  very  Devil  I 

He  left  them  girding  at  Order  and  Law, 

And  what  was  yet  absurder, 
Looking  for  Justice  to  empty  Jaw, 
Happiness  in  foul  Anarchy's  maw, 
Rest  *neath  the  ravening  tiger's  paw. 

And  Brotherhood — in  Miirder  f 

•  •  •  •  • 

The  Devil  unhitched  his  tail  and  went 

And  left  his  audience  teeming 
With  simmering  hate,  blind  discontent ; 
Left  flery  hearts  in  a  tierce  ferment , 

And  fogged  brains  vaguely  dreaming. 

And  he  said  with  a  grin  on  his  sinister  face, 
**  Fools  love  the  Devil's  oration  ! 

Red  revolt  in  their  hearts  will  wake ; 

Idle  hands  will  my  death-tools  take  ; 

And  if  stolid  Order  I  can  but  shake. 

And  move  dull  Law  to  the  old  mistake, 

I  rather  fancy  the  town  will  quake 

At  streets  as  red  as  my  own  hot  lake 
And  a  general  Conflagration." 


**  Weite  me  down  an  Ass."— The  promi- 
nent representative  of  National  Liberalism  in 
the  Reichstag  is^  '*  Herr  Hasse,"  and  when- 
ever he  has  to  aflix  his  signature  to  amy  docu- 
ment he  fulfils  the  Shtksj^^«ii%4ift|i|0v  u^d 
**  writes  hJBttsdf  down  a 
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THE    IDEAL    DEMOCRACY. 

•*  I THIKK  you  left  directions  that  you  were  to  be  thawed  in  19H 
precisely?"  said  the  stranger  politely.  *' Allow  me  to  introduce 
myself— Number  Seven  Million  and  Six.  If  you  feel  equal  to 
the  effort,  and  would  care  to  see  the  vast  improvements  m  our 
social  condition  since  the  close  of  the  benighted  I^ineteenth  Century, 
I  shall  be  pleased  to  conduct  you." 

Mr,  Punch  then  be^an  to  realise  that  he  had  had  himself  frozen 
by  a  patent  process  just  a  hundred  years  ago,  and  that  he  had 
returned  to  animation  in  time  for  the  close  of  the  marvellous 
Twentieth  Century ;  so  he  prepared,  in  much  curiosity  and  excite- 
ment, to  accomimny  his  guide. 

**By  the  way,"  observed  the  latter,  **you  must  not  be  annoyed 
if  your — ^hem — ^habiliments,  which  we  are  unaccustomed  to  nowadays, 
should  attract  some  attention." 

Singularly  enough,  3fr,  Punch  had  just  begun  to  feel  a  certain 
embarrassment  at  the  prospect  of  being  seen  in  Piccadilly  or  Regent 
Street  in  the  company  of  a  person  attired  in  grey  cellular  pyjamas,  a 
drab  blanket,  and  a  glazed  pot 
hat.  However,  on  reaching  the 
street,  he  found  that  every  man 
he  met  was  similarly  clad,  while 
his  own  costume — which,  in  his 
original  century,  would  only  have 
been  remarkable  for  its  unim- 
peachable taste— was,  in  this,  the 
subject  of  universal^and.'invioious 
comment. 

**  You  '11  have  your  regulation 
pot  hat  and  pyjamas  served  out 
to  you  in  time!  "  said  Mr.  Seven 
Million  and  Six  encouragingly. 
"Then no  one  will  say  anj-thing 
to  you.  In  these  days  we  resent 
anything  that  tends  to  confer  an 
artilieial  distinction  on  any  man. 
Surnames,  for  exami^le,  which 
occasionally  suggested  superiority 
of  birth,  have  long  been  abolished, 
and  official  numbers  substituted. 
You  seem  to  be  looking  for  some- 
thing you  do  not  see  ?  "  he  added, 
noting  a  certain  blankness  ana 
disappointment  in  Mr,  Punches 
expressive  countenance. 

I  was  only  wondering  why  I 
saw  no  mpiB  of  any  new  and  mar- 
vellous inventions  at  present," 
said  Mr,  Punch,  **I  rather 
expected  to  see  the  air  full  of 
electric  trains,  manageable  bal- 
loons, or  coveys  of  citizens  dart- 
ing about  on  mechanical  pinions. 
But  I  see  none,  and  even  more 
people  go  on  foot  than  in  my  own 
time." 

**  Inventions.  I  take  it,"  was 
the  reply,  **  only  served  to  enrich 
the  Capitalist,  and  save  time  or 
labour.  Now  we  have  no  Capital- 
ists and  no  riches,  and  no  reason 
for  hurrying  anywhere,  while  it 


would  be  absurd  and  useless  to  lessen  the  amount  of  manual  labour 
when,  even  as  it  is,  there  is  scarcely  enough  to  keep  everyone  em- 
ployed for  six  hours  a  day." 

*'^  Why  are  all  the  women  I  see  dressed  exactly  alike  in  navy-blue 
woollen  frocks  and  [coal-scuttle  bonnets?"  Mr.  Punch  inquired 
presently.     **  Surely  they  can't  all  be  members  of  the  Sal " 

**  A  uniform  costume  was  decreed  by  plebiscite  some  years  ago," 
replied  his  mentor,  promptly.  **  Any  real  equality  amongst  women 
was  found  hopeless  so  long  as  some  were  able  to  render  themselves 
exceptionally  attractive  by  a  distinctive  toilette." 

**  What!"  exclaimed  Mr,  Punchy  **did  all  the  pretty  women 
consent  to  such  a  sacrifice  ?  " 

"They  were  in  a  very  decided  minority,  even  then"  said  Mr, 
Seven  Million  and  Six  ;  **  and  it  is  not  our  way  to  think  much  of 
minorities.  At  present,  owing  no  doubt  to  an  enactment  whidi 
penalised  every  pretty  woman  by  compelling  her  to  wear  blue  goggles 
and  a  respirator,  feminine  beauty  is  practically  extinct." 

Mr,  Punch  could  not  restrain  a  sigh.  They  were  now  entering  a 
somewhat  gloomy  thoroughfare,  between  massive  blocks  of  buildings, 
with  large  doors  and  innumerable  small  windows,  which  towerea 
into  the  sky  on  either  hand. 

**  I  seem  to  miss  the  shop-fronts,"  he  said  aloud,  **  with  their  plate- 
glass,  and  all  their  glitter  and  luxury.  What  his  become  of  them  all?" 


"  Such  necessaries  as  the  citizen  requires,"  said  his  companion^ 
**  are  procured  at  the  Public  Storehouses,  which  you  see  around  you, 
by  the  simple  method  of  presenting  a  ticket.  The  luxuries  you  refer 
to  were  only  procurable  by  the  rich,  and  nobody  is  rich  now.  If  you 
will  come  with  me,  I  will  take  you  over  one  of  the  State  Dwelling- 
houses,  and  show  you  one  of  the  suites  of  rooms.  Every  citizen  haa 
a  room ;  or,  if  married,  a  couple  of  rooms,  exactly  the  same  shape 
and  size  as  those  of  his  fellows.  . .  .  BeautifuUy  dean,  you  see ! "  he 
remarked,  complacently,  as  he  threw  open  one  of  the  doors.  **  Neat 
whitewashed  walls,  plain  deal  furniture,  nice  holland  blinds— what 
more  can  any  reasonable  citizen  want  in  the  way  of  comfort  ?  " 

*•  There  used  to  be  a  celebrated  poet  in  my  time  "  said  Mr,  Punchy 
with  some  hesitation,  **who  designed  and  sold  very  beautiful 
upholstery— tapestry,  wall-papers,  curtains,  and  so  on.  I  fancy  he 
held  Socialistic  views.    But  I  see  no  trace  of  his  work  here," 

**  I  think  I  know  whom  you  refer  to  "  was  the  reply.  *'  The  com- 
munity would  doubtless  have  been  glad  of  his  services  if  he  would 
only  have  contracted  to  supply  every  citizen  with  precisely  the  same 
pattern  and  quality  of  his  manufactures  at,  say,  a  pork-pie  a  yard. 

But,  for  some  reason,  he  could 
not  see  his  way  to  it.  and  the  in- 
dustry declined ;  which  is  not 
to  be  regretted,  for  it  certainly 
tended  to  foster  individualism." 

**It  is  curious,"  said  Mr. 
Punch,  when  they  were  outside 
again,  '*that;i  have  not  as  yet 
seen  a  single  policeman." 

**  Not  at  all  curious.  We  hare 
noDC.  Crime  simply  proceeded 
from  the  galling  sense  of  social 
inequality.  Consequently,  as  soon 
as  that  was  removed,  Justice, 
with  all  its  machinery,  became 
an  anachronism." 

**  I  think,"  said  Mr,  Punch, 
presently,  *'  I  should  like  to  take 
a  stroll  m  Hyde  Park." 

•*  That,"  said  his  guide.  **  has 
not  been  possible  for  at  least  fifty 
years.  All  the  parks  are  now  cat 
up  into  three-acre  allotments, 
wnere  every  able-bodied  citizen 
does  an  hour's  compulsory  spade- 
work  once  a  fortmght.  A  most 
admirable  reform,  as  you  will 
agree!" 

**  Capital!  "  gasped  Mr,  Punch, 
with  an  anticipatory  pain  in  his 
back.  *'  Then  I  am  curious  to  see 
what  strides  have  been  made  by 
your  modern  {Miinters.  Could  you 
take  me  to  a  picture-gallery  ?  " 

**  There  are  no  modem  painters. 
It  is  perhaps  a  pity— but  quite 
unavoidable.  It  was  an  obvious 
injustice  that,  when  all  citizens 
had  to  perform  their  share  of  more 
or  less  distasteful  manual  labour, 
there  should  be  any  one  class  that 
earned  a  lining  by  work  in  which 
they  took  a  positive  pleasure.  So 
that  every  artist  had  to  do  his  six 
hours*  stone-breaking  or  brick-making,  or  what  not,  as  an  ante- 
cedent condition  of  being  permitted  to  paint  at  all,  and  naturally 
the  State  declined  to  provide  him  with  paints  and  brushes  at  the 
expense  of  the  community.  A  few  artists  persisted  for  a  while, 
from  sheer  love  of  the  thing  ;  but  as  no  picture  fetched  more  than  a 
pound  of  sausages,  and  the  average  price  was  a  bowl  of  porridge, 
thev  found  it  expedient  to  turn  to  some  more  useful  occupation. 
Ana  it  is  undeniable  that  they  contribute  more  to  the  resources  of 
the  commonwealth  by  wielding  a  trowel  or  a  broom  than  by  messing 
about  with  brushes  and  paint.  As  a  concession  to  hereditaiy 
instinct,  however,  their  descendants  are  still  set  apart  as  State 
whitewash  ers." 

**  And  the  Drama  ?  "  Mr,  Punch  inauired  next,  **  How  is  thitt 
getting  on  ?  Has  the  New  Dramatist  made  his  appearance  at  last  P" 
*'  On  the  contrary,  I  am  glad  to  say  he  has  disappeared— let  us 
hope  for  ever.  For  the  essence  of  Drama,  as  I  understand,  was 
Emotion— Passion,  Jealousy,  Marital  and  Parental  relations,  and  so 
on.  Kow  that  marriages  are  the  subject  of  State  regulation,  and 
extend  only  for  a  limited  period.  Passion,  of  course,  is  obsolete : 
Jealousy,  too,  is  reconiised  as  merely  Selnshness  in  disguise^  and 
we  have  grown  too  altruistic  to  desire  the  exclusive  possession  of 
anything.  While,  as  the  offspring  of  every  union  are  removed  at 
birth  to  a  communal  creche,  and  brought  "n  jnH  nHucated  by  the 
d  by  Vn        


None  of  your  humour  here,  mind  I  *' 
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State^  there  are  no  longer  any  opportunities  for  filial  or  parental 
affection." 

**  Then  I  presume  Fiction  is  equally ?  " 

*•  Just  so.  Fiction  depended  on  Contrast.  When  everybody  ia  on 
precisely  the  same  level,  the  novelist  is,  happily,  unnecessary.  What 
are  you  looking  for  now  /  " 

"1  was  wondering  if  I  could  buy  an  evening  paper  anywhere," 
said  Mr.  Punch,  wistfully.  **But  perhaps  Journalism  is 
also ?  " 

**0f  course.  Everyone  is  so  contentedly  and  peacefully  absorbed 
in  contributing  his  share  of  work  to  the  State,  that  he  has  no  desire 
to  read  about  the  doings  of  other  persons,  even  if  there  was  any- 
thing of  interest  to  be  told,  which  there  isn't.  We  produce  just 
sufficient  for  our  own  wants,  so  there  is  no  commerce ;  we  have  no 
Army  or  Navy,  since  we  don't  desire  to  conquer,  and  are  not  worth 
conquering.  No  Politics,  because  we  govern  ourselves  by  our  own 
consent  and  co-operation ;  no  Science,  as  inventors  only  benefited 
capital  at  the  expense  of  labour ;  and,  this  bdng  so,  what  is  there 
to  put  into  a  newspaper,  if  we  had  one  Y  " 

Haven't  you  even  a— a  humorous  x)aperP"  said  Mr,  Punch. 
**  I  used  to  do  a  little  in  that  way  once." 

**  You  had  better  not  do  it  here.  Humour,  I  believe,  (^sisted  in 
representing  Humanity  under  ridiculous  aspects.  We  're  Humanity, 
and  we  don't  see  any  fun  in  being  laughed  at.  None  of  your 
humour  here,  mind !  " 

**  But  the  citizens  have  a  certain  amount  of  leisure.  I  suppose," 
said  Jfr.  Punch,  **  How  do  they  amuse  themselves?  For  I  can 
discover  no  libraries,  no  circuses,  nor  concert-rooms,  nor  anything !"  i 

**  It  was  seen  to  be  invidious  to  furnish  any  entertainment  at  the 
public  expense  which  did  not  give  equal  am'usement  to  all,  and  so 
the  idea  was  gradually  dropped*  When  our  citizens  have  finished 
their  daily  task,  they  find  their  relaxation,  in  the  intervals  of  eating 
and  sleeping,  in  the  harmless  and  soothing  practice  of  chewing  gum. 
They  can  all  do  that,  and  the  State  provides  each  with  a  weekly 
supply  for  the  purpose.  Now  tell  me— is  there  anything  more  I 
can  do  for  you  ? '' 

**  Yes,"  murmured  Mr.  Punch  ;  **  if  you  would  be  so  very  kind 
as  to  freeze  me  again  for  five  hundred  years  or  so,  I  should  be 
exceedingly  obliged.    1  don't  feel  quite  at  home  in  this  century ! " 


A  EEAL  LIVELIHOOD  FBOM  LIVIHG  PICTTTSES. 

{An  AppecU/rom  the  Bar  to  the  Publie.) 

Personal  advertisement  is  one  of  the  curses  of  the  last  decade  of 
the  nineteenth  century,  and  it  has  no  greater  opponent  than  myself. 
Consequently,  I  am  loth  to  attadi  my  signature  to  any  opinions  save 

those  forwarded  in  the  eustomary 
course  to  my  clients  the  solici- 
tors. Of  late  (during  the  last 
twenty  years  or  so)  those  profes- 
sional opinions  have  been  few  and 
far  between.  It  seems  that  the 
Public  prefer  to  be  guided  by 
their  own  untrained  will,  and 
shrink  from  asking  advice  at  the 
hands,  or  rather  the  pen,  of  an 
expert.  StiU,  when  the  Bar  of 
England  is  expected  to  speak.  I 
think  I  shall  ever  be  ready  to  be 
the  spokesman.  Fortunately^  too, 
there  is  no  difficulty  in  deciding 
the  proper  place  for  the  publica- 
tion of  the  Bar's  opinion.  For 
more  than  half  a  century  the 
pages  of  Punch  have  been  recoff- 
nised  by  the  Bench  as  the  omy 
legitimate  columns  sacred  to  the 
support  of  Justice  in  all  its 
branches.  I  consequently  think 
it  my  duty— merely  as  the  mouth- 
piece of  the  profession  to  which  I  have  the  honour  to  belong— to 
offer  my  sincere  congratulation  to  the  universe  at  large^  and  that 
particular  part  and  parcel  of  it  known  as  the  United  Ein^om  of 
Great  Britain  and  Ireland,  on  the  result  of  Hie  recent  litigation  con- 
cerning the  copyright  of  Tableaux  Vivants,  or,  to  come  to  our  dear 
old  English  vernacular.  Living  Pictures, 

During  the  argument  upon  this  knotty  point,  it  was  suggested 
that  the  Lords  Justices  in  the  Court  of  Appeal  miffht,  by  assuming 
certain  postures  already  used  by  an  artist  ot  oonsiaeraDle  eminence, 
lay  themselyes  open  to  the  charge  of  an  infringement  of  copyright. 
Had  this  point  been  conceded  it  would  have  been  almost  impossible 
to  estimate  the  damage  there  would  have  been  done  to  those  who 
practise  in  the  Divisions  appropriated  to  Nisi  Prius.  Since  the 
merging  of  Equity  with  Law  I  have  extended  my  own  practice,  and 


have  now  no  objection  to  taking  up  work  in  the  *'  Q»  B.  D.,"  the 
Cha&oery  side,  or  even  dabbling[,  so  to  speak,  in  Probate,  Divorce  and 
Admiralty.  In  the  latter  Division  I  have  long  desired  to  appear,  as  I 
have  wished  for  an  opportunity  of  suggesting  to  the  presiding  Judge 
and  the  assessor  from  the  Trinitv  House  that  I  am  all  at  sea,"  and 
consequently  well  fitted  to  deal  with  matters  connected  with  our 
marine.  In  the  courts  over  which  lir.  Justices  Chittt,  Roher  and 
North  (not  to  mention  other  ermine-wearers  of  equal  eminence) 
preside  it  is  not  necessary  to  study  posture,  to  any  g[reat  extent.  As 
a  rule,  counsel  who  appear  in  an  aoministration  suit  are  satisfied  to 
adopt  a  colloquial  tone,  and  rather  neglect  the  graceful  attitudes 
suggested  by  the  statues  of  Cordova..  It  has  not  been  my  good  for- 
tune to  appear  very  frequently  in  the  Chancery  Courte,  and  therefore 
I  have  not  adopted  many  poses  for  the  somewhat  rare  occasions  to 
which  I  have  alluded.  To  all  intents  and  purposes,  when  I  have  con- 
sented to  the  appointment  of  a  receiver,  or  asked  (in  the  absence  of 
my  leader)  that  sudi  and  such  a  case  may  be  **  mentioned"  on  such 
and  such  a  day,  I  have  found  that  a  more  or  less  faithful  reproduc- 
tion of  the  pose  of  the  Apollo  Belvidere  has  been  sufficient  to  obtain 
the  goodwill  of  the  Bench,  the  silent  respect  of  the  Bar,  and  the 
murmured  admiration  of  the  public  in  the  gallery.  The  attitude^  is 
not  a  difficult  one  to  master,  especially  if  you  strengthen  your  brief 
by  giving  greater  stability  to  the  bundle  by  the  introduction  of  a 
s&ay  copy  of  the  Athenteum, 

But  the  decision  in  the  matter  of  the  Living  Pictures  is  of  the 
greatest  importance  to  Counsel  appearing  at  the  Royal  Courts  before 
a  jury,  or  attending  the  proce^ungs  at  the  Old  Bailej.  At  the 
Central  Criminal  Court  an  attitude  is  almost  everything,  and  a 
barrister  who  thoroughly  knows  his  work  will  never  do  full  justice 
to  his  client's  interests  unless  he  can  during  the  course  of  his  address 
suggest  a  perfect  gallery  of  noble  statuary.  If  he  has  to  abuse  his 
opponent,  he  should  be  able  at  a  moment's  notice  to  rei>roduce 
Ajax  defying  the  Lightning ;  and  if  he  wishes  to  suggest  the 
complications  with  which  he  has  to  contend,  he  shoula  forcibly 
depict  (with  the  valuable  help  of  the  firm  of  solicitors  from  whom  he 
is  receiving  his  instructions)  the  well-known  ^up  of  The  Laocoon, 
Without  further  multiplying  instances,  it  will  be  seen  at  a  glance 
how  much  may  be  done  with  the  assistance  of  a  lively  recollection 
of  the  masterpieces  of  antiauity. 

But  to  move  a  step  in  advance  of  this  contention.  A  short  while 
ago  I  called  attention,  in  the  name  of  the  legal  profession,  to  a  valu- 
able suggestion  thrown  out  by  the  Editor  of  the  I^mes  newspaper, 
that  in  future  lectures  should  be  popularised.  With  the  purpose  of 
developing  this  most  admirable  proposal J[  reported  an  imaginary 
Address  that  might  be  delivered  in  the  Hall  of  Gray's  Inn.  The 
Address  to  which  I  now  refer  was,  if  my  scheme  were  accepted,  to  be 
illustrated  with  dissolving  views :  and  when  I  made  the  proposal,  of 
course  I  had  in  my  mind  the  wealth  of  material  ready  to  hand  in  our 
picture-galleries.     Deprive  the  lecturer  of  that  material,  and  his 

Jowers  of  illustration  would  be  poor  indeed.  No  doubt  portraits  of  the 
udges  rfiown  on  a  disc  would  be  received  with  respect,  but  they 
would  become  monotonous  unless  relieved  by  such  stirring  tableaux 
as  **  King  John  signing  Magna  Charta,"  or  "  The  Forcible  Suppres- 
sion of  Grand  SeiTjeanty."  I  fail  to  sc3  how  it  would  be  possible  to 
adequately  depict  the  renowned  **  rule  in  Shelley's  Case,*^  unless 
recourse  were  nad  to  the  portfolios  of  Michael  Anoelo  and  his 
predecessors  in  the  work  of  the  studio. 

Under  all  these  circumstances  I  venture  to  submit  that  the  de- 
cision in  the  matter  of  the  Living  Pictures  has  been  of  enormous 
benefit  to  the  Bench^  the  Bar,  and  the  Public.  Fond  as  I  am, 
from  a  professional  point  of  view,  of  litigation,  I  can  only  hope  that 
that  deosion  will  not  be  reversed.  True,  the  House  of  Lords  is  open 
to  those  who  are  dissatisfied  with  the  findings  of  the  inferior 
Courts ;  but  in  this  instance  I  trust  the  case  may  be  left  in  its 
existing  position.  Practically,  Mr,  Punch  is  one  of  the  best  of  our 
Judges,  and  I  earnestly  pray  that,  should  such  an  appeal  be  brought 
before  him,  that  he  will  support  the  decision  already  reached,  and 
frown  upon  any  proposition  to  disturb  it.  {Signed) 

Pump'Handle  Court,  Feb,  24, 1894.  A.  Briefless,  Jux. 


Arguxnentum  ad  Pocketum. 

The  •*  Question  of  Pockets  "  perplexes  the  Sex, 
And  she-pod(ets,  indeed,  seem  constructed  to  vex ; 
For  they  re  commonly  such — so  it  seems  to  mere  man — 
That  she  cannot  find,  and  the  pickpocket  can. 
One  lady— whose  views  unto  some  will  seem  shockers- 
Says  she  carries  hers  in  her  neat  knickerbockers ! 
Common  sense— anc?  pickpockets^will  doubtless  confess 
That  this  is  a  step  toward  *'  Rational  Dress." 


Order  op  the  Third  Cuuss  Fourth  Estate.— He  belongs  to  the 
great  army  of  journalists  serving  under  Field-Marshal  Qurix, 
General  Peit,  Captain  Steel,  and  Lieutenant  Nibbs.  He  is  not  in 
tiie  Guards,  but  in  one  of  the  (penny-a-)  line  regiments.  %(T  I  p 
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Jones  {who  *s  been  roughing  it  lately— to  Hostess), 
Hostess  {genially).  **  I  *M  so  olad  I  " 


TRUE   HOSPITALITY. 

I  ASSUKB  TOTT,   THIS  IS  THE  FIBST  DECENT  MeAL  I  'VE  HAD  FOR  SiX  WeEKS  1 ' 


SESSION  JUNCTION. 

"  Now  then,  please  /  "—They  would  sit  at 

their  ease,  [knees ; 

With  toes  on  the  foot-warmers,  rags  on  their 

For  the  train  has  been  slow  and  the  ^'oumey 

long, 
But  whangle  !  whangle  !  that  beastly  gong, 
The  railway  bell  is  ^oing  it  strong, 
Silence,  silence  that  hideous  bell !  [well ! 

**Look   sharp,    aentlemen  ! ''—Well,    well. 
If  this  is  your  Parliamentary  train 
Who  *d  wish  to  travel  by  it  again  ? 
Long,  and  slow — comfortless— cnilly  I 
We  must  tumble  up  though,  willy-nilly. 
Bother  that  Gnard^  though  I    '*  I  say  Billy, 
Isn't  this  sort  of  thing  rather  silly  ? 
How  long  here  P    Three  minutes  at  most ! 
Hang  it!    I  feel  like  a  vagrant  ghost. 
Or  Wandering  Jew,  for  some  nameless  crime 
To  travel  doomed  till  the  end  of  time.'* 

Quick,  please  gentlemen  !    Three  minutes 
here! — 
Barely  time  for  a  ^lass  o'  beer ! 
Travel  P    Nay,  it  is  torture — sheer  I 
Seem  to  have  been  at  it  more  than  a  year  I 
'*  Hillo,  Balfour  I    Mind  my  toes ! " 
**  Bight,  Sir  WnuAicI    Tnough  goodness 

knows 
You're  not  as  a  rale  so  careful  of  mine ! " 
*'  Faoffh  I     Through  trains— on  this  beastly 

Mean  Eternity !    Here  you  may  drop  ages 
Crawling     along— and    with    three-minute 
stoppages  I 

Not  to  mention  the  chance  of  collision. 

Newsboys  even  seem  shouthig  derision. 
*  Frost  in  the  Commons  I '  '  Collapse  of  the 

Lords!!' 
(Bah!  my  legs  are  as  stiff  as  boards,) 
Tumble  up  P    Force  a  frozen  smile  P 
S'pose  I  must— but  it  *s  not  worth  while!'' 


**  Now  then,  gentlemen  !    One  minute  more, 
And  on  we  go — as  we  d^d  h^ore — 
Unless — which  of  course  would  he  a  hore — 

We  chance  to  collide  with /  " 

There.  Guuxl,  don't  roar! 
After  this  long  journey's  nurry  and  hash. 
By  Jove — we  could  almost  welcome  a  smash. 

Anything  that  might  warm  our  toes, 

And  bring  this  weary  iaunt  to  a  close. 
They'd  know  what  fret  of  spirit  and  flesh 

Who'd  try  the  strain      ^  [meant. 

Of  this  long  through-train. 
With  nothing   but  three-minute   halts  for 
refreshment ! 


On  the  GREsrwicH  Explosioit.— Strange 
thing  that  an  Anarchist  who,  intent  on  some 
nefarious  design,  wishes  to  escape  obser- 
vation, should  willingly  and  knowingly  walk 
about  within  a  few  3rards  of  the  •'^Observ- 
atory " !  A  foreigner  ignorant  of  the  Lin- 
kage might  have  thought  that  a  building 
intended  as  an  '*  Observe-a-Tory  "  would  not 
change  its  character  and  become  an  *  *  Observe- 
an-Anarchist/] ^ * 

QuERT. — The  critics  generally  intimate 
that  lir.  Arthur  Law's  new  piece  for  Mr. 
Wkedon  Grossxith,  entitled  The  New  Boy, 
is  a  version  unauthorised  of  lir.  Avstet 
Guthrie's  inimitable  Vice  Versd.  What 
remedy  can  Mr.  Guthrie  have  when  lir. 
Grossicith  has  the  Law  on  his  side  ?  How- 
ever, should  this  piece  adhieve  a  real  mone- 
tary success,  the  author  may  congratulate 
himself  on  representing,  in  his  own  person. 
The  Law  and  the  Profits. 


IN  CELLAR  DEEP. 

{Latest  Slum-Landlord  Fersion,) 

ly  cellar  deep  poor  souls  I  keep, 

Cold,  damp,  dark,  dim,  depressing ; 
But  though  tney  pine,  the  £ent  is  mine. 

Earth's  sweetest,  truest  blessing. 
With  solemn  pate  let  Science  prate, 

That  won't  nurt  me,  I  'm  thinking, 
Three  bob  a  wedc  from  those  I  seek. 

Who  're  sinking,  sinking,  sinking ! 

In  landlord's  smile  (of  course)  there 's  guile. 

He 's  skilled  in  arts  deceiving ; 
No  lire  or  light  by  day  or  night. 

Or  tenants  would  be  leaving ! 
If  hence  they  die,  the  local  eye 

Is  probably  found  winking, 
Deatn  will  pursue  the  helpless  crew 

Who  're  sinking,  sinking,  wnlring ! 

For  come  what  may,  such  cellars  pay. 

We  landlords  thrive  on  sorrow. 
MyceUars  still  I'U  eailj  fill 

With  waifs,  who  'u  die  to-morrow. 
When  asked  if  joy  finds  no  alloy 

In  cruelty  unshrinking, 
I  top  mv  nose !    Rents  rise  by  those 

Who  re  sinking,  sinking,  winking ! 


The  receipt  Fall  of  thb  Statue  of 
Napolkox  Prrmtbr  at  Bouloohx.— **  Gone 
Nap." 


So  LiXE  Her! — ^Mrs.  R.  has  seen  it  an- 
nounced that  an  opera  called  /  Medici  has 
beenproduced  in  Berlin.  **  Always  ffoing  to 
the  French  for  a  subject,"  observed  Mrs.  R., 
*'  for,  of  course,  this  is  only  *  The  Medicine 
in  spite  of  itself'  set  to  muaio." 

Theatrical  Anticifatort  Note.  —  The 
new  melodrama  to  be  produced  at  the  Adelphi 
is  to  be  entitled  The  Scales  of  Justice,  We 
hope  there  will  be  no  neat  *'  waits"  between 
the  acts.    Rather  a  fishy  title,  by  the  way. 
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FOGGY  WEATHER. 


"Has  Uk.  Smith  bixn  here!"        "Yes  ;  he  was  herb  abost  an  Houi^  ago.' 

"  Was  I  WITH  HIM  t " 


THE  TRUE  (AND  ARISTOCRATIC)  BLUE& 

[''  Depression  markB  the  fashionable  woman— it 
is  interesting  to  be  seriously  sad." — Hearth  and 
Home,'] 

Co  UK,  Phyllis,  let  us  bravely  try 

To  seem  supremely  sad  hereafter. 
The  mournful  voice,  the  thoughtful  sigh 

Are  more  attractive  now  than  laughter ; 
Come,  banish  that  plebeian  smile, 

That  happy  look  is  simply  folly, 
You  miM^  assume  the  latest  style 

Of  fashionable  melancholy. 

AU  cheerfulness  is  surelv  bad, 
Away  with  every  kina  of  jesting, 

It  is  the  **  obviously  sad '' 
Who  are,  they  tell  us,  "  interesting  " ; 


No  matter  though  you  feel  at  heart 
Bright,  gay,  contented  with  the  present. 

If  nature  tails,  achieve  by  art 
A  look  consistently  unpleasant. 

So  laugh  no  more,  0  Piitllis  mine, 

But  seem  dejected,  apprehensive, 
As  though  some  destiny  malign 

Had  made  those  lovely  features  pensive ; 
And  you  will  weep,  and  I  will  sigh. 

And  Maud  will  speak  in  accents  tearful ; 
So  that  existence  by-and-by 

Will  really  be  extremely  cheerful  I 


OUR  BOOKING-OFFICE. 

Any  new  work  by  the  author  of  Timothy'* 
Quest  is  assured  of  a  circle  of  charmed 
readers  on  both  sides  of  the  Atlantic.  Polly 
OUrer's  Problem,  Mrs.  Wiggings  last  book 
(Oat  and  Bird),  is  marked  by  that  whole- 
some breeziness  of  tone,  quiet  humour  and 
dainty  style  which  have  sent  her  earlier  work 
into  a  fifth  edition. 

In  the  publication  of  Thders^b  History  of 
the  Consulate  and  the  Empire  of  France, 
Messrs.  Chatto  aih)  Wikdus  have  embarked 
upon  one  of  the  most  attractive  and  impor- 
tant literary  undertakings  of  the  year.  My 
Baronet  has  a  cherished  recollection  of  boy- 
hood, when  the  work,  then  fresh  from  tne 
hand  of  the  author,  reposed  on  a  certain  library 
shelf,  in  twenty  sohd  volumes,  a  romance 
enchanting  beyond  all  contemporary  fiction. 
The  new  edition,  admirably  translated  by 
Mr.  Forbes  Campbell  and  Mr.  John  Steb- 
BiKO,  will  be  completed  in  twelve  volumes. 
The  first,  portable  and  well  printed,  brings 
the  moving  story  from  the  date  of  tne  18th 
Brumaire  (Nov.  9, 1799)  to  the  month  of  Oer- 
minal,  year  YIII.  of  what  was  still  nomin- 
ally the  French  Republic.  Within  the  space 
of  eighteen  months  we  see  Napol^dn  at  his 
marvellous  best,  still  young  and  slim,  victor 
at  Marengo,  mastei*  of  Italy,  dictator  on  the 
Continent,  baulked  only  by  England,  with 
whom,  as  the  volume  closes,  he,  under  cover 
of  a  transitory  peace,  is  preparing  for  a  deadly 
struggle. 

My  Child  and  /,  by  Flobence  Wardew, 
Is  a  story  that  you  may  take  up  in  a  hurry, 
but  which  you  will  not  be  able  to  put  down 
as  auickly  as  you  took  it  up.  Look  at  the 
I  clock !  "I '11  just  resA  one  more  chapter  " 
you'U  say,  **  to  see  what  happens  to  so-ana- 
''o  " — the  Baron  will  not  disclose  the  secrets 
of  the  three  volumes  by  breathing  one  single 
,  name — and  then,  having  finished  the  chapter 
in  less  time  than  you  had  expected,  you  will 
I  i^ive  yourself  **  iust  five  minutes  "  to  dip  into 
another.  Tou  'll  dip,  and  dip,  and  dip,  until, 
perhaps,  tmless  your  study  be  gas-lit  or 
electnc-lit,  you  will  have  expendea  the  mid- 
night oil  and  wax,  and  be  reduced  to  **  a 
dip,"  if  such  a  thing  can  be  found  in  the 
house.  An  imperious  voice  will  be  saying  to 
vou,  "You  don't  leave  the  room  till  you 
have  finished  f  Aa^"  and  even  an  imaginary 
finger  will  point  to  the  third  volume.  An 
occasional  hoping  of  spiced  brawn  refreshes 
the  literary  palate,  and  is  good  for  the  lite- 
rary digestion;  and  Florence  Warden's 
My  Child  and  I  will  both  tickle  the  taste, 
and  satisfy  the  appetite.  For  ladies  I  should, 
says  the  Baron,  recommend  it,  if  you  've  been 
out  for  a  good  walk  after  lunch,  with  five 
o'clock  tea,  as  it  will  occupy  you  till  dinner- 
time ;  but  for  the  men,  the  Baron  would  say, 
await  the  retiring  hour  after  dinner,  Vheure 
de  whisky  et  du  tahac^  and  then  teike  My 
Child  and  Me  (to  be  grammatical)  on  your 
knee,  and  enjoy  it  till  your  eyes  dose,  and 
the  demand  for  "  the  downy"  is  imperative. 
That  this  is  the  way  to  enjoy  a  novel  is  the 
boldly  expressed  opinion  of  the  unselfish 
Baron  de  Book- Worms. 


PARADOX. 

A    PARTICULAR   brand  of   bread  is   com- 
mended because  it  is  '*  not  kneaded." 


Neighbours  and  Nuisances. 
(A  Query  by  a  {would  he)  Quiet  Man,) 

**LovE  your  neighbour  as  yourself  as  you 

travel  the  wide  world  through." 
Yes,  that's  all  very  well  as  a  general  rule, 

but  what 's  a  poor  fellow  to  do 
When  that   neighbour,    with   whom   upon 

neighbourly  terms   he   would  only  be 

happy  to  jog^ 
Keeps  a  strumming  piano,  a  crowing  oock, 

and  noctumally  howling  dog  ?  ^Q^  L^ 
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THE  STAGE  MARITIME 
MUEDEE. 

Oh,  loud  roars  the  metal  thunder  I 
Oh,   tierce    blows   the    beastly 
draught, 
Careering  around  and  under 

The  waves  and  the  rocking  raft ! 
But    now,    though,    the    waters 
simmer, 
And  now,  though,   they  light 
the  moon. 
Which    says   with   its    greenish 
glimmer 
That  murder  wiU  happen  soon ! 
And  then,  there  *s  the  tremb- 
ling tune, 
The  tune  that  gets  dimmer  and 
dimmer  and  dimmer 
Till  it  sinks  right  away  in  a 

swoon! 
Yes,    I   know   that  theatrical 

tune, 
And  I  know  that  theatrical  moon, 
Which  invariably  cometh  too 
soon. 
Ere  the  gasman  can  trim  her ! 

The  raft  is  a  creaking  lumber 

Of  curious  logs  of  wood ; 
The  persons  upon  it  number 

Just  two,  as  they  always  should 
When  tunes  are  affettuoso. 
And  murder  is  in  the  air  I 
When  fiddles  begin  to  go  so, 
A  corpse  is  as  good  as  there ! 
The  men  make  a  grisly  pair, 
Their  cheeks  being  smudged  with 
the  paint  oi  starvation, 
And  their  eyes  being  fixed  in  a 

stare. 
In  a  rather  remarkable  glare, 
WMch  you  never  see  anyone 
wear 
Save  in  this  situation. 

Oh,  why  are  the  fiddles  fainter  ? 

Oh,  why  is  the  drumming  o'er  ? 
Oh,    why    are    the    moonbeams 
quainter 
Than  ever  they  were  before  ? 
Oh,  why — but  I  see  the  notion : 

The  reason  for  all  is  plain ; 
The  murder  is  now  in  motion — 
The  victim  is  in  the  main  I 
Is  strujrgling  with  might  and 
mam ! — 
Is  kicking  and  making  a  fearful 
commotion 
In  the  dusty  and  faint-smeUing 

main  I 
But  he  struggles  and  struggles 
in  vain, 


FANCY   PORTRAIT. 


And  he  does  it  all  over  again— 
Till  at  la.st,  to  a  sorrowful  strain 
(Wliich     I  *ve     heard     many 

times  at  the  I^ne), 
A  *'  trap"  puts  an  end  to  his 

pain, 
And  he    sinks   through  the 

ocean  I 


The  MacgregoT, 
Roy  1 " 


^ROB  EOT  MACGREGOR  OH!" 
'  Ha  I  HA  !     Yk  have  not  ykt 


SUBDUED    Rob 
{Exit. 


[The  Scotch  Sea  Fiaheriea  Bill  being  not  only  *'  scotched,"  but  practically 
"  kilt,**  by  the  Houee  of  Lords,  the  Govemiuent  has  abandoned  it.  Dr. 
Macoreoor,  therefore,  arose  in  his  wrath,  and  asked,  rs  Mr.  Wilson- 
Barrett  used  to  do  in  a  celebrated  melodrama,  *' '  How  long  !  How  long ! ' 
How  long  the  Government  intended  to  tolerate " 

The  Speaker,  "Order!  order  I  " 

WTierfupon  The  Mac^regor  .  ,  .  .  but  for  what  he  did,  see  the  above 
picture  by  our  enthusiastic  Hieland  Laddie.] 


SHABBY  IN  OUR  LABBY. 

{By  Nimrod,  of  Matabdeland  and 
Wargra  ve-on-  Thames. ) 

Aeb— **  Sally  in  our  Alley ^ 
Of  all  the  cynics  smart  and  tart. 

There's  none  like  dour  Labbt  ; 
He  makes  of  snarling  a  tine  art, 

And  chaffs  like  any  Cabby. 
There 's  not  a  Rad  in  all  the  land 

Is  half  so  shrewd  as  Labbt  ; 
But  when  *  gainst  England  he  lifts 
hand 

It  seems  a  little  shabby. 

Of  all  the  tasks  a  man  may  love 

There's    one   would    give    me 
gruel. 
And  that  is  the  attempt  to  prove 

My  countrymen  all  cruel. 
But  Labby's  jest  is  at  its  best, 

His  pen  most  glib  and  gabby. 
When  showing  Bull  a  tyrant- 
fool; 

How  very  odd  of  Labbt  ! 

The  quidnuncs  and  the  gossips  all 

Relish  the  pars  of  Labbt  ; 
On  British  trtxms  he  voids  his  gall, 

And  paints  Lo  Ben  a  babby. 
But  Nimrod  *8  no  mere  chopping^- 
block. 

He  *ll  have  a  shot  at  Labbt, 
And  teach  him  not  at  pluck   to 
mock 

In  fashion  sour  and  shabby. 

"  Mean  Densitt  of  a  Bodt." 
— We  are  asked  for  a  detinition. 
Here  it  is.  A  miserly  chap  who, 
on  being  aaked  for  a  ttitling  loan, 
pretends  to  be  uncommonly  hard 
of  hearing.  [N.B.  This  is  a  deaf- 
inition.] 

Suggestion  by  **  Oxjn  XJLXitA 
Rad.'*— He  calls  the  House  of 
Lords  **a  set  of  old  washer- 
women, who,  as  they  play  havoc 
with  any  Bills  sent  up  to  them, 
ought  to  advertise  over  their  door 
at  Westminster,  ^  Mangling  done 


RE  CASTE  AT  THE  GARRICK. 

I THUTK  it  is  Ecclen  who  says,  **  Let  the  young  *uns  have  a  chance," 
and  on  this  principle  Messrs.  Habs  and  Bancroft  have  re-cast 
CaHe^  with  Gilbekt  Hare  as  8am  Qerridge,  Now  the  worst,  or  the 
best  (as  you  will)  of  this  re-arrangement  is  that  the  Leveret  is  so 
uncommonly  like  the  old  Hare,  that  Hare  ptre^  as  to  allow  small 
chance  to  those  who  have  seen  Caste  with  the  original  cast  of  for(j:et- 
ting  the  old  Jeremiah  as  they  see  before  them  the  young  Jeremiah, 
ana  consequently  uttering  a  jeremiad.  On  the  other  hand,  those  who 
see  this  Caste  for  the  first  time  are  immensely  pleased  with  Hare 
minor ;  but  even  these^  being  acquainted  with  other  performances  of 
Hare  major,  and  having  been  told  that  this  is  Hare  major's  part, 
cannot  be  quite  uni)rejudicedj  much  as  they  may  enjojr  the  per- 
formance of  Hare  minor.  This  may  be  mere  Hare- splitting,  but,  if 
it  is  so,  who  began  it  ?  Why,  the  Management, — whatever  that  term 
may  mean^at  the  Garrick. 

Forbes  Robertson  is  excellent ;  he  is  a  thoroughly  manly  Georae 
d^Alroy,  But  poor  Mr,  Abingdon  cannot  keep  Bancroft  out  of  tne 
part,  very  much  as  the  well-intentioned  Mr.  l)ick  could  not,  for  the 
life  of  him,  exclude  King  Chabxes's  Head  from  his  Memorial.  And 
if  Abingdon  cannot  forget  Bancroft,  how  much  less  can  it  be 


expected  of  an  audience  who  know  the  idios^-ncracies  of  that  actor  by 
heart  ?  Miss  Kate  Rorke  is  most  interesting  as  Esther  ;  but  Mi^ 
Mat  Harvet  is  inclined  to  over-act  Polltf  Eccles  ;  she  is,  however, 
very  good^  and  at  her  very  best  in  the  last  Act,  which  would  cover 
a  multitude  of  faults,  even  if  there  were  a  multitude  to  cover. 

There  cannot  be,  and  could  never  have  been,  a  better  Marquise  than 
Miss  Rose  Leclercq,  who  is  La  Marquise  att  btnd  des  ongles,  a  t\-pi- 
cal  foolish  feminine  aristocrat.  The  piece  is  all  very  charming  and 
very  pretty,  but  it  has  become  old-fashioned,  yet  not  so  sutficiently 
old-iashioned  as  to  make  it  a  study  of  a  period.       A  Junior  OP 


The  Missing  Hacknet  Clergtman,"-"  Odd  !  "  remarked  Mra. 
R„  on  reading  the  above  headline  in  the  P.  3/.  G.,  -  I  hare  heard 
of  a  Hackney  coachman,*  but  never  of  a  *  Hackney  clergymian  » 
And  yet."  she  added  reflective  y,  "I  have  heard  of^a  clergymak 
whose  sermon  was  rather  hackney'd,^  So,  I  suppose  therl  is  a 
regular  set  of  them  about,"  ^      i-ucic   *»   u 

Oh,  what  a  Sir-Prize  !— A  Knightliood. 

The  Anarchist's  Motto.—**  Youbeblowed^MUfT^ 

d  by  VjTKagiS. 


DiyiLized  I 
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'PASSENGERS 

CROSS 


TOBY,    M.P.,    IN   THE  TROPICS. 

H.M.S.  ''Pembroke  Casiie.'*  Saturday.— Under  the  Southern 
Cross.  The  sun  is  shining  out  of  a  blue  sky.  A  warm  west  wind 
is  blowing ;  half  a  mile  to  leeward  a  school  of  whales  pulling  and 
blowing,  as  if  the  water  were  insupportably  hot.  Since  we  left 
Madeira  we  have  been  sailing  on  a  summer  sea.  lightly  rippled  by  a 
breeze  that  one  night,  blowing  off  Cape  ae  Verde,  Drought  a 
strong  smell  of  seaweed,  though  no  land  was  visible. 

Conversation  quite  easy  now ;  but  no  such  desire  to  indulge  in 
it  as  was  displayed  when  the  rollers  of  the  Bav  of  Biscay  made  it 
impossible.  Quite  enough  to  sit  about  the  deck,  read  and  smoke. 
We  have  come  unto  a  land  where  it  is  always  afternoon.  Realise 
the  languor  of  the  lotus-eater.  Our  world  is  bounded  by  a 
horizon  five  miles  distant,  whichever  way  we  look»  For  us  the 
while  this  is  all  the  world,  and  we  have  it  to  ourselves— we  and 
the  whales.  For  more  than  a  day  after  we  left  Madeira  a  flock  of 
sea-gulls  followed  us,  swooping  restless  and  tireless  in  our  wake. 
They  have  deserted  us,  gone  back  to  Madeira,  or,  peradventure, 
called  in  to  moult  a  friendly  feather  on  acquaintances  at  Cape  de 
Verde.  Twice  a  ship,  homeward  bound,  has  passed  us  by  on  the 
other  side,  apparently  fearful  of  breaking  in  upon  our  solitude. 

The  scene,  fair  all  dav,  is  fairest  at 
night,  when  the  wina  falls,  and  a 
sultry  yet  fresh  air,  bom  in  Africa, 
whose  continent  we    skirt,  floats , 
over  the  ship. 

Last  night  as  darkness  fell  our 
pathway  was  lighted  on  the  one 
side  bv  the  setting  sun,  on  the 
other  by  the  rising  moon.  Lat« 
the  Btm  came  out.  their  sheen 
reflected  like  diamond  points  upon 
the  glassy  sea.  Night  follows 
night,  each  resembling  the  other 
in  quietness  and  beauty.  After 
dinner  this  evening  we  had  a  con- 
cert in  the  saloon,  at  wMoh  pas- 
sengers from  other  parts  of  the 
ship  looked  in.  Afterwards  on 
deck,  listening  to  the  bells  sound- 
ing the  swiftly  passing  hours,  with 
the  answering  ^*  All  *s  well "  sung 
by  the  man  on  watoh  in  the  distant 
bows. 
^  .     -  ,,    _ .  TAwrfi/ay.— Astride  the   Equa- 

Toby  Cro«ung  the  Lme.  tor.    Crossed  the  line  at  ten  oQock 

this  morning.  Would  not  have  known  it  if  Captain  hadn't  men- 
tioned circumstance.  Anyone  could  have  done  it,  as  dear  old  Jowksy 
Tools  used  to  say.  When  its  over  think  no  more  of  it  than  when 
you  Ve  crossed  Piccadilly.  Not  nearly  so  dangerous.  Sabk  says  he 
telt  slight  shock  as  if  we  touched  it.  That  is  nis  imagination,  which 
is  always  active. 

Thermometer  on  deck  marks  84*.  Spend  day  in  truly  British 
fashion.  After  luncheon  played  cricket.  After  oinner  had  a  ball  on 
lower  deck.  Ball-room  covered  in  by  awning  open  at  sides  to  wind 
blowing  in  from  Atlantic.    Still  a  tnfle  hot  for  the  exerdse. 

Getting  a  little  anxious  about  Father  Mullikoar.  Evil  commu- 
nications are  having  proverbial  effect.  He  is,  so  to  speak,  growing 
a  little  tropical.  First  noticed  him  coming  down  Channel  from 
Southampton.  His  presence  seemed  to  cast  a  peaceful  balm  over  the 
ship,  its  busy  crew  and  its  multitudinous  passengers  setting  forth 
on  a  long  voyage.  Sabk  looking  upon  him  began  softly  to  whistle 
**  For  those  in  peril  on  the  Sea,  Like  another  great  man.  Father 
MuLLiKOAR  is  ''  little  but  'e's  wise.''  Benignantly  wise  he  seemed 
as  he  stood  with  folded  hands  surveying  through  gold-rimmed 
spectacles  the  bustling  scene  on  deck.  The  sombreness  of  his  cleric- 
ally cut  black  suit  was  solely  lightened  by  a  deep  band  of  linen  tied 
across  his  throat,  serving  the  part  of  an  ordinary  collar.  On  his 
head  was  a  black  silk  cap  with  here  and  there  a  tint  of  purple, 
presaging  the  cardinalate  to  which  faithful  service  would  even- 
tually bring  him.  It  was  said  that  he  had  served  man  and  the 
Church  in  all  the  wilds  of  the  earth.  Had  been  nartly  burned  by  the 
Sioux  in  the  backwoods  of  Canada ;  had  dined  (m  sperm  oil  with  the 
Esquimaux;  had  been  buried  up  to  his  neck  by  unbelievers  in 
Central  Africa ;  and  had  for  an  hour  and  twenty  minutes  been  used 
as  a  target  by  a  Zulu  horde. 

These  things  may  be  true.  I  oanpersonally  vooch  for  fact  that  on 
morning  after  we  \m  Madeira  I  saw  Father  Mulldto  ah  standing  at  the 
bar  drinking  a  cock-tail  before  breakfast.  He  explained  thatne  had 
never  tasted  one  before,  which  may  account  for  the  unusual  hour. 
Next  morning  passing  smoke-room  where  Tenktsok  used  to  read 
Maud  to  Mr.  0.  received  another  shock.  Caught  a  glimpse  behind 
a  hand  of  cards  of  pair  of  eyes  twinkling  through  gold  spectacles. 
It  was  Father  Mulukoas  joining  a  hand  at  whist.    He  played  it 


badly  too. 


BRAVO  CAMBRIDGE ! 


[Cambridge  beat  Oxford  at  Aiaociation  Football,  February  21.  J 

Brave  boys,  you  beat  the  odds  and  Oxford  too ; 

A  feather  this  in  football-caps  for  you. 

Cambridge  may  fail,  and  things  go  hugger-mugger. 

When  meeting  Oxford  at  the  game  called  '*  Rugger.'' 

Yet  who  henceforth  shall  rashly  dare  to  mock  her 

When  with  great  Oxford  shins  are  crossed  at  "Soccer" P 

From  eulogistic  and  exhaustless  flrldns 

Shall  streams  of  Cambridge  butter  flow  for  Perkutb, 

Who  boldly  faced  the  doud-compellinff  Frt, 

And,  shooting  well  and  wisely,  wiped  nis  eye. 

Tell  me  who  better  challenges  comparison 

With  classic  heroes  than  the  dauntless  HARRisoy,  ^ 

Who,  when  the  ball  came  near  him,  never  missed  it. 

Withstanding  Oxford  charges  while  he  "  fisted." 

0  keen  to  charge  and  skilful  to  defend. 

Accept,  ye  brave,  three  cheers  from  Punchy  your  friend. 


**  Liability  op  Partwehs."— **  Look  here,  Billis,  dear,"  said 
Nklue  to  her  cousin  at  a  dance ;  **I  will  put  your  name  down  on  my 
card  for  all  the  dances  that  are  not  fillea  up,  and  then  I  can  say  *  I 
am  engaged.'"  **Yes,"  returned  Billie;  **  but  where  do  I  come 
in  P  "  **  Oh,"  returned  Nellie,  quickly ;  **  you  '11  come  in  for  any 
row  from  Mamma." 

Theatrical  On  lit. — Signora  Duse  is  coming  to  revisit  ua.  At 
least  they  </u  «ay  say  so.  r^  ^  + lu    (      OOCjIf^ 


**Ah,"  said  he  apologetically ;  **you  should  see  me  play  euchre. 
That 's  my  game." 

This  afternoon  he  appeared  on  the  cricket  field  got  up  in  pair  of 
ducks,  with  white  flannel  shirt  tied  round  the  waist  by  bandana 
neatly  coloured  in  violet  and  vermiUion.  In  place  of  his  clerical 
white  collar  shone  a  red  and  yellow  kerchief  of  the  kind  dear  to  the 
heart  of  the  costermonger  out  for  a  Sunday  afternoon.  On  his  feet 
were  a  pair  of  pumps  with  neat  bow  of  ribbon  tied  over  instep.  The 
^ood  Father  pointedly  (»lled  attention  to  these  by  a  habit,  contracted 
in  some  foreign  parts,  of  lifting  up  a  foot  when  the  ball  was 
delivered  and  standing  on  one  leg  to  bat.  This,  he  says,  diminishes 
the  risk  from  a  ball  a  little  off  the  wicket  delivered  with  undue 
swiftness.  Still  like  Bobe  of  Rudtard  Kipli^o's  fancy,  **  e  's  a  terror 
for  'is  size,"  is  Father  Mullivgar.  He  *s  bound  on  mission  service 
for  New  Zealand,  and  being  in  (rood  hands  on  board  this  ship,  he'll 
be  able  to  teach  the  natives  a  thing  or  two  when  he  arrives. 

Saturday.— OS  St.  Helena;^  but  cannot  see  it,  because,  like  the 
Spanish  fleet,  it  is  not  yet  in  sieht.     Hear  a  pretty  story  about 
the  famous  picnic  trip.     After  luncheon  at  Copenhagen,  it  was 
suggested  that  Texntsoic  should  follow  his  custom  of  an  after- 
noon, and  read   aloud  from  his  poems.     Poet  Laureate  usually 
had  seated  next  to  him  the  young  lady  of  the  party,  and  had 
formed  pleasing  habit  of  holding  her  hand  with  fatherly  affection 
whilst  he  declaimed  favourite  passages  from  his  works.    In  the 
arrangement  of   guests  and  visitors  in   smokinff-room  after  the 
Copenhagen  lunch,  the  Princess  of  Wales  chanced  to  sit  on  Teitvt- 
90N*8  left,  in  place  usually  occupied  bv  the  other  young  lady.  | 
TENifTsoy  read  Maud.    As  he  proceeded,  losing  himself,  as  usual,  . 
in  the  intensity  of  the  poem,  the  other  guests  were  horrified  to  ' 
observe  his  left  hand  fall  into  its  accustomed  position,  and  seize 
that  of  his  companion  on  his  left.    H.R.H.  smiled,  and  left  her  hand  | 
passive  in  the  poet's  vigorous  ^rasp,  where  it  was  held  till  the 
reading  was  finished.    [N.B.  This  (by  exception)  is  a  true  story.] 

Capetown^  Monday,— Yon  remember  Horace's  Iter  ad  Brun^ 
dieium^  an  account  of  his  travels  through  Greece,  on  his  way  to  visit 
the  famous  Brundi§ium  P  He  gives  much  detail  of  the  journey ; 
tells  how  bad  was  the  water  he  had  to  drink,  and  how  he  used  to 
anoint  his  weak  eves.  A  single  line  of  the  narrative,  and  that  the 
last,  is  given  to  Brundisium.  '*  Here,"  he  writes  (I  quote  from 
memory.  No  Horace  in  ship's  library),  **  ends  my  journey  and  my 
stock  of  writing  materials." 

Shall  follow  in  my  Iter  ad  Capuum  an  illustrious  example,  by 
writing  nothing  about  Capetown.  This  for  divers  reasons.  First,  I 
shall  be  back  almost  as  soon  as  this  reaches  you,  and  will  tell  you  all 
about  it  Next,  I  am  straightwav  going  up  oountry  to  meet  Lo 
Bbnoula.  I  have  a  message  and  a  jNurcel  for  him.  When  Sage 
OF  Queen  Akne's  Gate  heard  I  was  going  to  South  Africa,  he  came 
bearing  a  blanket  and  a  parcel  of  tracts,  which  he  begged  me  to 
bestow  on  Lo  Ben ,  should  I  come  upon  him  by  the  wayside,  evicted 
without  compensation. 

**I  would,"  said  the  good  man,  brushing  away  a  tear,  "have 
added  a  rifle  and  a  bottle  of  rum.  But  I  do  not  hke  ostentatiously 
to  place  myself  in  competition  with  agencies  of  older  standing  for 
the  spread  of  civilisation." 


Digiti/Pii  by 
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SHE-HOTES. 

Bv  Borgia  Smtdoiton. 
JFUh  Japanese  Faji  de  SUde  Illustrations  hy  Mortarthurio  Whiskersly, 

**MT8oo2ie!    MyTooziel    MySoozie!" 

It  is  the  Yoioe  of  a  man,  and  lie  sings.    He  has  grey  eyes,  and 

wears  a  grey  Norfolk-broad.     They  acoentnate  one  another;  the 

pine-trees  also  acoentnate  his  fishing-rod.    His  hum  blends  with 

the  bleating  of  the  Bufo  rulgarts  and  the  cooing  of  Coleoptera. 

Beside  a  fallen  pine  lies  a  woman  {genus,  in  fact,  muliebre). 

Where  the  tree  fell 
there  she  lies.  Her 
fresh  animal  in- 
stinct sniffs  the 
music-hall  refrain ; 
the  footlights  of  the 
Pavilion  Kouge  mix 
rather  weirdly  with 
a  vision,  just  rude- 
ly interrupted,  of 
terra-cottas  from 
Tanagra.  Not  every 
woman  thinks  of 
these  things  in  a 
wood. 

Themale  is  a  stu- 
dent of  the  Eternal 
Femininity.  Al- 
ready, while  still 
out  01  gunshot,  he 
has  noticed  her 
wedding:-ring  and 
thediamondkeepor. 
"Talking  of  keep- 
ers "  he  be(?ius, 
with  the  affected 
drawl  now  sulfi- 
ciently  familiar  to 
the  reader,  "are we 
trespassing  here  ? '' 
She  replies  in  her 
frank  unembar- 
rassed way.  *  ^Better 
ask  a  pUeeoeman,'* 
she  says.  (A  lady, 
obviously !  Worth 
cultivating?  Bet 
your  braces !) 
**Aft«r  trout,  you 

know.  Any  local  tips  in  flies?  "  A  rare  smile  comes  with  her  ready 
answer.  *  *  *  Pick-me-ups '  after  a  heavy  night ;  *  Henry  Clays  *  after 
lunch ;  *  spotted  cocktails '  for  the  evemng.  Like  a  'coachman'  my- 
self ;  sometimes  find  them  quite  killing ! "  '*  Happy  coachman ! '' 
A  chill  comes  over  the  sylvan  scene  with  these  reckless  words 
She  has  gathered  her  cream-coloured  mittens  about  her  wrists ;  tiie 
contrast  at  once  strikes  him :  in  the  subdued  evening  li^ht  he  can 
see  that  her  hands  are  unwashed.  She  bows  coolly,  and  is  off  across 
the  stream  like  a  water-snake. 

•  ••••• 

She  is  lounging  nervously  on  the  edge  of  the  parlour-grate.  There 
are  two  (an  acute  observer  would  say  three)  furrows  on  her  forehead. 
**  Off  your  pipe,  old  chappie  ?  Feel  a  bit  cheap  ?"  (It  is  her  husband 
who  speaks  In  this  way.)  **Yes,  beastly,  thanks,  old  man!" 
**Try  a  nip  o'  whiskey.  No  soda;  soda  lor  boys.  There,  that's 
right!  Buck  up!  What's  your  book?"  *'0h!  one  of  Wilde's 
little  things,  i  like  Wilde  ;  he  shocks  the  middle  classes.  Only 
the  middle  classes  are  so  easily  shocked ! "  He  smiles  a  gentle,  duD 
smile.  There  is  a  long  pause ;  he  cannot  follow  her  swift  eternally 
feminine  fancy.  **  What's  it  now,  old  buffer?  A  brass  for  your 
thoughts!  "  *^I  was  thinking,  little  woman,  of  a  filly  foal  I  once 
had.  She  grew  up  to  be  a  mare.  I  never  would  have  let  anyone  on 
God's  beautiful  earth  ride  her."  **  I  'd  have  ridden  her ! "  **  No, 
you  wouldn't!"  **Yes,  I  would!"  (passionately  and  concen- 
tratedly).  "  Well,  I  sold  her  anyway.  Lucky  the  beast  isn't  here 
now  to  spoil  our  conjugal  unity ! "  The  crisis  had  past.  Anotiier 
moment  and  she  might  have  left  him  for  ever  londy  and  forlorn ! 
But  in  a  twinkling  her  wild,  free  instinct  doubles  at  a  tangent. 
With  a  supple  bound  she  is  on  his  shoulders  curling  her  lithe  fish- 
ing boots  into  one  of  his  waistcoat  pockets.  Surely  gipsy  blood  runs 
in  ner  veins ! 

**  Oh  !  I  wish  1  were  a  devil"  (it  is  the  lady  epeaking) ;  *'  yes,  a 
d-e-v-i-1 ! "  "  But  you  are,  old  woman,  you  are  !  and  such  a  dear 
little  devU ! "  **  Say  it  agun,  old  man ! "  (kissing  him  fiercely  in 
the  left  eye  and  worrying  his  ear  like  a  ferret),  "  I  love  to  hear  you 


call  me  that.    We  women  yearn  for  praise!"    "You're  a  rare 
brick,  old  dear ;  and  you  're  never  jealous.    Look  at  that  photo  of  the 
other  girl  I    Some  women  would  hive  cut  up  rough  about  it.    But  j 
you — why,  you  sent  her  a  quid  when  she  was  peckish,  and  she  ' 
chewed  it  for  a  week !    Was  there  ever  such  a  little  diip  ?  " 


{To  be  eontinued.) 


THE  SHOPLIFTEE. 

A  SoNO  OF  Swell  **  Kleptomania." 
AiE— '*  The  Woodpecker:* 

I  knew  by  her  hair  which  so  cunningly  curled 
About  her  keen  face,  the  Shoplifter  was  near ; 

And  I  said,  **  If  there 's  innocence  found  in  this  world 
A  shopkeeper  simple  might  look  for  it  here." 

It  was  noon,  and  on  seats  that  were  scattered  around 
Gaily  chatting  reposed  each  fair  shopping  swell  she  ; 

Her  face  seemed  at  rest,  and  she  made  not  a  sound, 
This  Shoplifter  **  nicking  "  when  no  eye  could  see. 

And  **  Here  in  this  sumptuous  store,"  I  exclaimed, 
**  Sits  this  maid  who  is  lovely,  at  least  to  the  eye ; 

She  would  storm  if  I  charged  her,  and  blush  if  I  blamed, 
And  swear  that  before  being  searched  she  would  die." 

Yet  within  her  back  pocket  her  hand  as  it  dips 
Deposits  the  **  swag,"  this  she-SiKES  fair  and  fine ; 

And  I  know,  when  arrested,  those  innocent  lips 
Will  swear  that  those  trinkets  are  hers,  which  are  mine. 

Chorus  : — 
Yet  she  smiles  there,  at  rest,  and  she  makes  not  a  sound. 
This  Shoplifter  **  nicking ''  when  no  eye  may  see. 


OUfi  BOOKING-OFFICE. 


The  Baron  has  been  much  in- 
terested in  Mr.  Noeman  Loceyeh's 
Daum  of  Astronomy^  published 
by  Cassell.  The  gods,  whether 
star-gods,  or  sun-gods,  or  any 
other  goasj  seem  to  have  been 
invented  pictorially  by  the  same 
kind  of  inspired  talent  that  painted 
**  The  Faithful  Servant''  on  the 
wall  of  a  Cloister  in  Winchester 
College.  There  is  no  doubt  what- 
ever that  the  Egyptian  Sun-day 
was  observed  as  strictly  or  even 
more  so  than  our  Sunday  is  now- 
a-days ;  but  whether  all  the  shops 
were  shut,  and  the  taverns  open 
only  at  certain  hours,  as  in  Eng- 
land, or  whether  the  Egyptian 
Sun-day  was  kept  (or  not  kept,  in 
a  Sabbatarian  sense)  as  it  is  pretty 
generally  abroad,  the  observant 
astronomer  Lockyer  is  unable  to 
inform  us.  The  chapter  about 
Isis  and  Horns  is  most  interesting, 
and  specially  at  this  time,  when  a 
symbolically-inclined  Oxonian  ar- 
tist mi^ht  represent  Isis  as  nursing 
the  Eighty — symbolised  by  a  figure 
of  Oarus  instead  of  Horus, — pre- 
paratory to  the  aquatic  contest 
between  the  two  Universities. 
Delightful  work  is  Mr.  Lockteb's, 
and  the  illustrations  excellent. 


lab  nursing  Oarus. 
Ancient  Egyptian  Statue,  appropriate 
to  the  Modem  University  Boat-race. 

The  Babon  de  Book-Wobics. 


The  Grandmotherly  Legislation  Element  in  the  County  Counoil, 
as  represented  by  the  *Rev.  Flemjitq  Williams,  wishes  that  lic«iSBs 
should  be  granted  only  to  such  Music  Halls  as  wiU  undertakie  to 
serve  no  liquors,  except  such  as  are  of  an  unintoxicating  character, 
**in  the  body  of  the  Hall."  Poor  body!  I  Why.  if  this  were  to 
become  the  rule,  the  Music  Halls  would  very  soon  have  **no  body" 
to  serve.  

Mb8.  R.  said  that  when  a  great  friend  of  hers  died,  *'  he  had  a 
magnificent  funeral  corsage  !  " 
—^— ——•'—— Digitized 
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PREHISTORIC   PEEPS. 

*COACHINO"  FBOM  THE  BAKK  WAS  NO  SiKECURS  EVEN  IN  THOSE  DATS.       (ThE   "EiOHT"  ALL  SiXES  AND  SEVENS— AND  ONLY  A 

FEW  Days  to  the  Race  1) 


AMALGAMATION. 

[<•  The  County  Council  obflerres  that  there  are  two  wa3rs  of  amalgamating 
the  City  and  the  County  of  London— by  extending  the  boundaries  of  the  City 
until  it  becomes  co-extensive  with  the  County,  and  reforming  the  constitu- 
tion while  preserving  the  identity  of  the  Corporation,  and  by  creating  a  new 
Corporation  for  the  whole  County,  into  which  the  existing  Corporation  and 
County  Council  shall  be  absorbed.  Not  unnaturally,  the  second  way  is  the 
one  chosen  by  the  County  Council,  though  some  will  find  it  difficult  to  recog- 
nise the  new  Corporation  as  anything  but  the  old  County  Council  swollen  by 
the  deglutition  of  the  City."— TA*  "  Timet'*  on  the  draft  propotaU  of  the 
London  County  Council  /or  the  amalgamatum  of  the  City  and  County  of 
London,] 

Civtc  Turtle  loquitur  .~ 

Gr-b-r-r!    Amalgamation  is  itP    Well  I  know  them  monstrous 

jaws 
Want  to  swaller  me,  as  Langton  Bennett  and  poor  Rufue  Dawes 
(So  the  brave  Bon  Gavltier  tells  as)  once  were  swallered  by  that 

pest, 
The  Cawana,  slain  by  SUnqehy  in  the  regions  of  the  West.* 
Would  /  were  a  Snapping  Turtle,  wot  could  bolt  a  alligator ; 
As  a  glass  of  good  oM  Port  is  swallered  by  a  City  waiter! 
I  would  give  uiis  Boa  Constrictor  beans  I    But  1  'm  a  poor  old  chap ; 
The  Cawana  of  the  City  long  has  lost  its  power  of  snap. 
Hoi   Amalgamation  ?  Quite  so  I  They  would  have  hus  ^^unified^^^ 
Like  the  Ti^  and  the  Ladv— when  tne  Lady  was  inside  I 
Then  a  smile  would  wreame  them  features,  them  perdigious  jaws 

would  grin  I 
As  the  Timee  says,  "  Deglutition's  "  wot  they  mean — and  it 's  a  sin ! 
Ain't  it  Img^  and  ain*t  it  whu'ly  P    Ain't  it  got  enough  to  do  P 
Ain't  its  tail  sufficient  curly  P    Gr-r-rl    It  makes  me  shudder 

through! 
Yillainous,  voracious  Ogre,  'orrid  mixture  of  the  Gktunpus, 
The  omnivorous  Cassowary,  and  the  gluttonous  Catawampus ! 
Two  ways  of  Amalgamation P    That^s  its  narsty  wicket  wit! 
Knows  pertickler  well,  it  do,  the  brute,  that  /  can't  swaller  it ! 
Gorge  quite  rises  at  the  notion  I    Sooner  swig  South  Afric  Sherry. 
Therefore  in  them  *'  Draft  Proposals"  at  my  case  it 's  makingmerry. 

•  See  "  The  Fight  with  the  Snapping  Turtle  *'  in  the  Box  Gaultisb 
Ballads. 


Br-r-r!    Them  orful  gaping  jaws!    Ouf-f-f  I  that  ojus  pisonous 

breath  I 
In  its  orful  coils  'twould  scrunch  me,  simply  "  cuddle  "  me  to  death. 
Oh,  the  dear  old  days  departed  I    Ritchie  wos  a  dreadful  goose 
This  confounded  County  Council  Boa  Constrictor  to  let  loose. 
Might  ha'  known  jest  wot  would  happen.    Times  suggests  as  I  '11  be 

beaten,  .      ^      [^ten! 

Jest  because  I  wouldn't  name  the  sauce  with  which  I  would  be 
Don't  want  to  be  gulped  at  all ;  prefer  my  present  proud  position 
To  that  same  AmSgamation,  wi<3i  is  simply,  **  deglutition  ' : 
Oh !  for  a  St  George,  a  civic  one,  to  slay  this  hungry  Dragon  I 
Wouldn't  I  jest  drmk  his  health  in  prime  Madeiry,  afullflagonr 
Howsomever,  if  the  Boa  is  to  be  the  final  victor, 
If  my  doom  is  to  be  swallered  by  this  terrible  Constrictor. 
IwilldoasPA»itt»^/tn^«5ydid;  I 'U  struggle,  sUb  and  kick. 
And  if  I  can't  kill  the  oittur,  I  will  make  it  very  sick! 

The  Vert  Latest  Theory  about  Shaespeare.— Mr.  Lecet, 
speaking  at  the  recent  banquet  in  honour  of  Baron  vak  Gk)LT8TEiK, 
suggested  that  Shaespeare  might  have  been  inspired  by  Cats.  We 
thul  that  the  Daily  Telegraph,  in  putting  it  "  cats."  has  stumbled 
upon  the  truth.  Ot  course,  Shaespeare's  having  derived  inspira- 
tion from  cats  accounts  perf ectiy  for  the  fact  that  throughout  his 
works  he  has  not  a  single  good  word  for  dogs.  We  require  a  litUe 
more  time  to  tldnk  over  the  connection  between  oats'  nine  lives  and 
Shaespeare's  immortality. 

Bntre  Buz. 
JEUe.  "Doneyet?"    I 've only iust begun.  , 

Lui,  Great  Scott  I  then  when  will  you  vet  through  it  P 
EUe,  *'  A  woman's  work  is  never  done." 
Lui.  But  who  the  dickens  couldn't  do  it  P 


Vert  Appropriate.— Says  'Arrt, 
medicid  man  to  live  in  is  'HI  Street 
don*t  he  cure  it  and  make  it  Quite  We 


,„_  plaoe  for  a 
quare.    But  why 


A  Slow  OF  Reviviko  Trade.— Great  activity  lately  observed 
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IN   CONSTANTINOPLE. 

(As  OBSERVKD  AT  OlYMPIA.) 

In  the  Rue  du  SiJLTAir.    Time— about  7.45  p.m. 


{to  a  personally-conducted  party  of  three  Mild 
0,  no ;  7  *11  tell  you  when  it  *s  time  to  go  to  our  seats 
t  to  me — I  've  oeen  here  before.    I  Ve  got  your 


A  Bom  Leader 
Maiden  Ladies),  No, 

— ^vou  leave  all  that -       . 

tidcets ;  and  all  you  Ve  got  to  do  is  to  follow  me. 
City  and  see  the  Carpet  Factory  >frf/ of  all. 

First  Mild  Maiden  Lady  (as  they  scuttle  along  in  his  wake).  Such 
a  comfort  having  dear  Edward  with  us!  Now  we  *re  certain  not  to 
miss  anything.  .  . .    Oh,  do  look  at  that  embroidery— such 


got  your 
We  '11  go  into  the 


[Theu  look  indignantly  round  for  the  Practical  Humourist,  trAo, 
however^  has  disappeared. 

The  Pr,  Hum,  (seeing  a  prospect  of  pulling  a  PoUeeman's  leg).  Oh, 
Constable,  when  are  the  jfmng  women  inside  that  cage  fed  ? 

The  Constable  (austerely).  You  won't  see  no  feeding-time  Vrf, 
Sir,  if  you  want  t^lin'  I 

The  Pr,  Hum,  (encouraged  by  the  smiles  of  the  bystanders).  Poor 
things  I  And  thev  seem  so  tame,  too.  Can  you  tell  me.  Policeman, 
is  there  any  place  nere  where  I  could  get  a  bag  of  nuts  for  them  ? 

The  Const,  You  ask  at  the  Ref  mhment  Bar  and  I  daresay  you  can 
git  a  baff :  and  you  can  put  your  oim  nut  in  it,  then  they  won't  'ave 
the  trouDle  o' cnddn' '       -        • 


it.    Pars  along,  please ! 

The  Pr,  Hum,  (to  himse{f  as  he  passes  along,  sUghily  out  of 

countenance).    That 's  the  worst  of  Poticemen ;  the  moment  yon  try 


_  a  sureet 

patteml    I  really  mnstjust 
Dear  Edward  (authoritatively).  Now  look  here,  Selina,  you  can't '  rotting  them,  they  get  rude  I 

stop  for  that  nonsense  now.    If  we're  going  to  see  that  Carpet  •     „  .. 

Factory  we  must  keep  together,  and  look  alive.  |  Ih  the  Rue  de  Validb. 

[They  keep  together,  and  look  as  alive  as  they  can,^      Chorus  of  Cigarette-sellers,  Verri  nahoe  seegahrettes.  verri  pretti 
Second  M,  M,  L,  lout  of  breath).  One  moment,  dear  Edward ;  do   seegahrettes,    verri   speshal   seegahrettes  I    .Hare,    vill    you   try  ? 


let's  see  what  all  those 'people  are 
looking  at  in  the  glass  case  there ! 

Dear  Edward,  You'll  have  time 
to  see  that  after  we've  done  the 
carpets,  Jemima.  It's  only  the 
Moorish  Harem;  nothing  in  your 
line,  you  know. 

Jemima  (to  herself,  disappointed), 
I  should  like  to  know  what  a  Harem 
is  like :  but  I  suppose  dear  Edward 
knows  best.  Perhaps  carpet-making 
is  more  instructive. 

[They  enter  the  City, 
In  Front  of  the  Royal  Moorish 

Harem. 
Several  young  ladies,  of  considera- 
ble personal  attractions,  are  in- 
dolently    reclining    on    divans, 
behind  a  large  sheet  of  plate 
glass  ;  some  unnaturally  uncon- 
scious, others  calmlu  disdainful, 
of  the  spectators  who  pass  open- 
mouthed  between  the  barriers, 
Mr,  Meekin  (to  his  wife).  It  looks 
very  luxurious,  doesn't  it,  my  dear  ? 
Do  you  know.  I  think  that  sort  of 
thing  would  be  rather  nice  in  our 
back  drawinff-room  I 

Mrs,  Meekin,  James,  if  you  have 
brought    me    here    only   to    insult 

me 1 

[James   realises — too  late— that  his 

remark    is   painfully    open    to 

misinterpretation , 

A  Scandalised  Matron  (most  un» 

justly^  so  far  as   a  male  eye  can 

detect).  The  paint  that  thick  on  their 

faces,  you  could  take  a  knife  and 

scrape  it  off  I    Ah,  and  I  'd  like  to 

fib  it  too  I 

Her  Companion  (with  equal  acerb- 
itiA,  And  no  such  particular  beauties 
either,  that  /can  see  I 
The   Secere  Matron,    Downright 


*  The  moment  you  try  rotting  them,  they  get  rude ! 


seekspenoe  le  box 

An  Elderly  Oriental  (at  an  em- 
broidery stau),  'Ere,  Meeais,  come 
'ere !  I  show  you.  Nossing  to  paj ! 
You  look  'ere.  Sirty  sheeUmg !  Ver 
lucky  ting  in  de  'ouse^  ver  lucky! 
You  Duy  somsing,  Meeais !  MeesteiT 
pay! 

[Which  ^* Meesterr,**  on  recover- 
ing from  Am  amusement  at  the 
mere  suggestion,  generally  finds 
he  has  to  do, 

A  Grim  Old  Lady,  1  want  a 
Turk's  'Ed. 

The  Elderly  Oriental  (Hartled), 
Bismillahl  Meesis,  you  demand  a 
Turk's 'Ed  P 

The  O,  O,  L,  I  thought  I  oould  get 
one  better  'ere,  p'raps— a  Turk's  'Ed 
— don't  you  understand  P — ^haven't 
you  got  one  P 

The  Eld.  Or,  (to  himself).  Mash- 
allah!  Does  she  think  to  beguile 
meP  Truly  the  manners  of  these 
Prankish  females  are  bold !  {Aloud, 
discreetly,)  I  unnerstand  nossing  at 
alL 

The  O,  O,  L,  (with  dietinctneu), 
I  want  a  Turk's  'Ed,  on  a  long  pole. 

The  Eld,  Or,  (mystified),  1  see. 
You  have  enemy  viz  a  Turk.  You 
seek  revenge— yeeP  (To  himself,) 
Terrible  these  elderly  nnbeUevers  I 

The  O,  O,  L,  RevengeP  Rubbish! 
You  know  what  I  mean— a  thixig  you 
dust  a  oeilink  with— all  feathers. 

The  Eld,  Or,  Oh,  Meeais,  my  poor 
old  hade  is  no  more  all  f  ezzers,  and  I 
do  not  employ  him  to  dost.  I  show 
you  pair  of  sleeparee— vare  aheap. 
Ijookl 

The  O,  O,  L,  BIgm  ihe  maul  If 
I  wanted  slippera,  I've  a  tongue 
in  my  head,  T  suppose.  But  it  is 
ridic'Ious  to  come  to  a  place  like 


these  candid  comments,  preserve  their  composure, 

A  Practical  Humourist  (who  never  neglects  an  opening).  Pardon 
me.  Ma'am,  but  surely  you  're  aware  they  're  only  waxwork  P 

First  Matron,  Law!  you  don't  mean  it  P  WsLx.workBl  (Relenting,) 
Well,  that 's  some  excuse,  certinly ! 

Her  Comp,  But  there's  one  o'  them  just  clapped  her  hands! 
Perhaps  you  '11  tell  me  she 's  waxwork  P 

The  Pr,  Hum,  It 's  wonderfully  ingenious,  I  know ;  you  're  not 
the  first,  I  assure  you,  to  be  deceived  by  it.  Still,  if  you  listen  a 
moment,  you  can  hear  the  machinery  click. 

First  M,  Why,  so  you  can  I  Well,  the  moment  I  set  eyes  on 
them,  I  noticed  there  was  somethink ;  they  were  a  deal  too  nioe- 
lookin'  to  be  natural ! 

Her  Comp,  Yes,  you  wouldn't  get  such  lovely  complexions  except 
in  wax.    Bless  me,  Martha,  if  there  isn't  that  one  over  there  got  a 

Eipe  and  blowing  bubbles— real  ones!    And  IooIe,  there's  anothw 
lughin'.   They  're  nothing  but  live  women  after  all,  the  same  as  our- 
selves—the forward  'ussies ! 


In  the  Arabian  Nights  Museum. 
Jemima   { plaintively),    Edwaed,  do   stop  one  minute ;  thert  's 
Fatima  at  Bluebeards  cupboard ;  the  door 's  just  opening  I 

—         DigitizeGUby. 


plain  /  call  them.    And  not  one  o'  the  lot  with  a  bit  o'  useful  work  Constantinople,  and  find  they '  vo  never  'card  of  a  Turk's  'Ed  there  I 
in  her  hands— if  it  was  only  knitting.    Laying  there  like  that,  doin' '  [She  moves  on. 

nothing  but  stare  people  out  o'  countenance  !  I      The  Eld,  Or,  (looking  after  her  in  amazement).  What  is  she  seek- 

[She  flares  at  the  Lights  of  the  Harem,  who,  not  having  heard  |  ing  P    But  why  do  I  trouble  myself  P    Allah  has  afflicted  her,  and  she 

'  speaks  words  without  meaning.    Yes,  it  is  that,  without  doubt 

Dear  Edward  (at  the  head  of  his  Flyina  Column),  No ;  the 
carnets  don't  seem  to  be  down  here  either.  We  must  go  across  the 
bridge,  and  try  the  other  side.     Come  on ! 

Cecilia  (to  Selina).  I  do  wish  Edwaed  would  ask  one  of  the 
attendants— wouldn't  we  get  him  to  P 

Selina,  I  don't  quite  think  he  would  like  it,  dear ;  he 's  been  here 
before,  you  know ! 

In  the  Galata  Towee. 
Dear  Edward  ( in  front,  as  usual),  Oetting  to  it  now.  The  board 
said  **This  way  to  the  Carpet  Factory,"  didn't  itP  .  .  .  Hullo, 
we  're  wrong  again  !  This  is  a  panorama.  Very  pretty,  I  daresay, 
but  we  've  no  time  to  waste  over  it.  We  must  find  these  carpets. 
I  remember  now ;  they  're  on  the  upper  floor,  ci  course ! 
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Edward,  Can*t  stop  for  those  old  fairy  tales  now ;  we  're  close  to 
the  carpets.    Hurry  up !  [They  hurry  up, 

Ik  the  Place  Stamboul. 

Dear  Edward,  Well,  it's  very  funny  I  can't  find  that  Carpet 
Factory  when  I  know  exactlj  where  it  is.  And  the  Show^s  begun 
lonf  ago.  We'll  just  try  in  here.  . . .  No.  that's  the  Mosque— 
nothing  to  see  there.  We  'd  better  go  and  take  our  seats.  I  suppose. 
(They  return  to  the  Rue  du  Sultan).    Now— yoM  've  got  the  tickets. 

Jemima^  Selina  and  Cecilia,  No,  dear  Edward,  don*t  you 
remember  you  said  you  would  keep  them ! 

Edward,  I  ?  nonsense  I  {Searching,)  They  're  not  in  any  of  my 
pockets,  so  you  must  haye  lost  them  between  you.    Still,  if  you 


remember  the  block  and  the  munhen—ithey  shake  their  heade).  Ah, 
that 's  the  worst  of  taking  you  anyi^ere  I  Well,  it 's  absurd  to  pay 
twice  oyer ;  we  must  make  the  best  of  it,  that's  all.  It  don't  matter 
to  me,  because  I  've  seen  the  Show.  We'll  go  bad^  to  the  City  and 
haye  another  hunt  for  those  carpets.  [  Thiey  do, 

I  Neab  the  Exit:  about  10.30  p.m. 

Cecilia  {to  her  etster),  Jemima,  what  do  you  think  P    Edward  had 
I  the  tickets  after  all :  he 's  just  pulled  them  out  with  his  watch ! 

Jemima,  Has  he  ?    I  'm  so  gtod.    I  was  sure  he  was  worrying  all 
,  the  erening  thinking  we  'd  lost  them.    And  after  alL  we  did  find  the 
Carpet  Factory  at  last :  though  it  was  a  pity  they  'd  stopped  work- 
ing, because  it  was  su(^  a  disappointment  for  dear  Edward  ! 


THE  QUITE  "NEW  AND  ORIGINAL"  BOY  AT  TERRrS. 

That,  in  his  chiei  h aiuic:^,  J'/'tr  Xetc Boy  bears  a  striking  resem- 
blance to  Vire  Versa  is  a  fact  that  seems  to  be  generally  admitted. 
Mr.  Law  in  his  farce  has  dispensed  with  the  magical  macninery  used 
by  Mr.  GrrimiE  in  his  inimitably  humorous  romance  of  world- 
wide fame.  The  hero  of  this  farce  is  transformed  into  the  boy,  and 
has  to  bear  all  the  ills  that  school-boy 
flesh  is  heir  to ;  which  is  iust  exactly 
the  main  idea  of  the  plot  of  Vice 
Versd,  Evident,  therefore,  as  it  may 
be,  that  Law  went  to  Guthrie,  it  is 
by  no  means  clear  that  any  good 
erounds  exist  for  Guthrie  going  to 

The  best  written  scenes  of  Mr. 
Law's  **  New  and  oriffinal  farcical 
comedy  "  which  justify  him  in  apply- 
in»  the  term  **  comedv  "  to  his  farci- 
cal work  (that  is  neither  "  new"  nor 
** original"  if  founded  on  the  story 
of  Vice  Versd)  is  lust  that  por- 
tion of  it  with  which  the  essential 
portion  of  the  Vice  Versd  story  has 
necessarily  nothing  whateyer  to  do, 
I  mean  the  scenes  oetween  the  Iri^ 
adyenturer,  Mrs,  Rennick  and  Dr, 
Candy ;  those  between  ThSodore  de 
Brizac  and  Nancy  Roach  :  and  those 
also  between  the  latter  and  her 
father. 

The  two  characters  that  stand  out 
in  this  j;neoe  are  Felix  Roach,  which 
is  admirably  played  by  Mr.  J.  D. 
Beteridob,  and  the  French  Udier, 
perfectly  impersonated  br  Mr. 
Syditet  Warden,  the  best  French- 
man on  the  stage  since  the  days  of 
Monsieur  Marius  at  the  Strand.  Mr. 
Bkauchamf's  Dr,   Candy  is   very 

Palmer,  as  the 

first-rate  bit  of 

bit   too    highly 

least   overdone; 


^ood,  and  Mr.  T. 

irate  Farmer,  is  a 

character,    not    a 

coloured,  not   the 

and  this  may  be  truthfully  said  in 

praise  of   every  one  all  round   in 

about  as  complete  a  cast  as  has  been 

seen  on  the  boards  of  any  theatre  for 

a  considerable  time. 

Miss  May  Palfrey  is  quite  the 
school-girlish  flirt,  and  Mr.  Kenneth 
Douglas  as  Bullock  Major  (a  name 
borrowed,   if  I   mistake  not,  from 


'  this  ptiece,  qud  piece,  (**  cast"  included,  of  course)  has  the  advantage 
I  over  its  near  relative,  Charley's  Aunt,  which,  when  Mr.  Penley 
I  is  on  the  stage,  ^oes  with  a  continuous  roar,  but  when  he  is  off 
tends  to  be  wearisome.  Comparisons  are  to  be  avoided,  as  a  rule, 
but  in  this  instance  they  are  most  decidedly  invited.  Charleys 
Aunt  is  emphatically  a  one-jMirt  piece,  but  this  is  not  the  case  with 
The  New  !Boy ;  and  it  never  could  nave  jumped  so  suddenly  into 

public  favour,  usA  it  not  been  tor  its 
good  comedy  scenes,  carried  on  by  an 
excellent  dramatis  persona, 

Mr.  Weedon  Grossxith  does  not 
look  quite  youug  enough  to  deceive 
the  schoolmaster,  the  usher,  the 
schoolgirl,  and  the  knowing  Irish 
cousin.  He  could  improve  his 
•'  make-up "  by  friving  nimself  a 
fresher  and  healthier  colour,  and  in- 
stead of  wearing  a  costume  such  as  is 
displayed  in  a  boy's  tailor's  shop 
window,  he  should  be  dressed  in 
**  Etons "  as  is  the  Thackerayan 
Bullock  Mqfor,  Mr.  Weedon's  dov 
belongs  to  a  Sunday  School  lot,  and 
not  to  the  establishment  of  Dr, 
Candy,  LL,D,^  who  presumably 
prepares  his  pupils  for  Eton,  Harrow 
and  Winchester,  and  who  are  not  so 
**  grown  up  "  as  to  have  dropped  all 
acquaintance  with  the  cane.  Any- 
how, this  is  the  **  dressing  "  I  would 
suggest  for  The  New  Boy,  who  will 
have  outgrown  everything  except  his 
popular!^  by  the  time  he  nas  become 
•*  an  old  boy."        B.  in  ihe  Box. 


''Compulsory  Purchase  op  Land 
in  Ireland." — *'  Now,"  said  Mrs.  R., 
*'I  do  not  understand  this.  Are  we 
all  to  be  compelled  to  buy  land  in 
Ireland?  I  can't  do  it.  I  haven't 
the  money.  And,  even  if  I  could,  I 
don't  want  to  live  there  as  a  land- 
lady, and  perhaps  be  shot  at  and  not 
missed!" 


Obvious.— It  was  ntU  the  Board 

^— of  Trade  that  cruelly  refused  the 

Pedometer  to  the  Marylebone  Police 
Court,  as   inadvertently  stated  by 

Mr,  AnMtey  Guthrie  {to  Hew  Boy).  "  I  mt,  Freddy,  turely  I  Ve  seen  '^^L.^;i»^y:,,.Ktl^^^ 
vou  before !    Erer  read  Vice  VerJf "        *  ^  o"ier  day,  but  the  Board  of  Works, 

'  The  yew  Boy.  "  Oh,  Law ! "  Apologies,  tiierefore,  to  Mr.  MuN- 

uuiruwcu,   **   *   uxLova^^  iavi/.  xiuux  DELLA  aud  his  mcrT?  mcu.    The  sup 

Thackeray)  is  the  big  bully  b<^  to  the  very  life,  loud  voiced,  over-  was,  of  course,  due  to  the  frost.  "Measure  space  r"  says  the  Boai^ 
grown,  uncouth.  The  small  part  of  the  maid  at  the  school  isiof  Works  to  the  Police  Court;  ** you'd  much  better  markttmer' 
neither  overdone  nor  underdone,  but  just  done  enough  by  Miss  EsMt  And  so  it  i>  doing,  in  the  matter  of  cab-fare  disputes.  The  best 
Beringer.  I  advice  to  cab-patrons  who  have  been  charged  for  four  miles  after 

The  disadvantage  to  the  story  in  the  lack  of  that  supernatural .  they  have  only  oeen  driven  three,  and  who  are  thinking  of  vim  ting 
modus    operandi  which  sustained    Vice    Versd  is  nownere  more  the  Court,  is — '*  keep  your  distance  I" 

apparent  in  this  facical  comedy  than  in  the  part  of  the  mother,  |  

played  by  Miss  Gladys  Homfrey.    The  Autnor  may  thank  thisi     _        _.  _  w„««^*,     ti.^  a^»,k;-»,«« 

clever  actress  for  a  good  deal,  but  the  piece  could  not  have  been      Delightful  News  for  SANDFOiU)^VDMMTON.~The^^ 
saved  by  her,  had  not  the  cast  been  so  judiciously  selected  as  it  has  of  Canterbury  has  recently  appomted     The  Rev.  Mr.  Barlow    to 
been  presumably  by  the  new  theatrical  lessee,  Mr.  Weedon  Gros-  !  ^     o»£,of  the  Assistant  Bish^  m  Japan    I    WiU  he  take  out 
SMITH,  who  at  Terry's  is  in  more  senses  than  one.  The  New  Boy.       8.  and  M.  with  him  as  two  chorister  boys  ? 

Irresistibly  droll  and  occasionally  irritatingly  pathetic  as  is  Mr. 


Weedon  Grossmith  in  this  part  of  the  husband,  Archibald 
Rennick,  who  masquerades  as  Freddy,  his  own  wife's  son,  yet  it 
would  be  very  easy  for  the  Author  to  nave  given  us  too  much  of  this 
good  thing ;  and  genuinely  absurd  as  are  the  scenes  in  which  the 
nnfortunate  Archie  appears,  yet  the  action,  when  he  is  not  on  the 
stage,  is  never  for  one  moment  dull,  and  it  is  just  in  this  retpeot  that 


The  New  Corporation  of  the  Citt,  or  County  CouxaL  writ 
LARGER  THAN  EVER.— The  LoRD  Mayor  is  to  be  merely  ornamental, 
not  useful,  and  he  may  have  a  Show  ...  if  he  likes  to  pay  for  it ! ! 
0  Ichabod !  Ichabod !  How  is  this^agidai^  ^Corporation  to  be  Icha- 
bodied  II  ^  y 
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THE    NEW   HUMOUR. 


'  And  I  HEAR  TOUR  DEAR  LITTLE  BOY  18  SO  AMTISING  !  " 

"Well— YES,  considering  be  's  only  Four  I  Did  I  tell  you  his  Joke  with  the  old  Admiral  the  other  day?  He  handed 


HIM  the  Salt  instead  of  the  Sugar  ;  and  the  Admiral  (who  's  blind,  you  know)  actually  put  it  into  his  Tea  1 ' 
**0h,  that  's  roo  droll!    You  must  send  that  to  Punch!*' 


[Does  to. 


UNARMING. 

**  Un ami— the  long  day's  task  \^  done." 

Antoinj  and  VUopatra,  Act  IV.,  Scene  12. 

At  last !— Chill  phrase  by  loyal  love  abhorred ! 

There  lives  a  lingering  sadness  in  each  word ! — 

At  last  the  unvanquished  knight  suspends  his  sword. 

The  Lancelot  of  our  lists  for  so  long  years, 
Victor  so  oft  amidst  loud  storm  of  cheers  ; 
Shall  not  such  passing  touch  the  source  of  tears  ? 

Not  AHhufs  passing,  out  from  living  sight, 
But  the  withdra-wal  of  the  war-worn  knight 
From  the  glad  fray  and  the  tierce  joy  of  tight. 

War-worn  but  yet  unbroken,  straight  and  strong, 
We  hoped  he  yet  should  head  the  charge  for  long, 
The  star  of  battle  and  the  theme  of  song. 

It  scarcely  seemed  old  Time  himself  had  force 
This  many-IaureUed  champion  to  unhorse, 
Shiver  his  lance,  or  stay  his  conquering  course. 

From  clustering  jet  to  scattered  silver  went 
The  hero's  locks,  yet  left  his  frame  unbent. 
His  courage  unimpaired,  his  strength  unspent. 

He  seemed  of  Age,  as  of  all  lesser  foes, 
The  easy  master  in  the  ceaseless  close. 
Renewed  in  strength  from  every  bout  he  rose* 

**  He 's  down — at  last  I "  foes  cried  full  many  s  time ; 
**  His  strength  is  sapped,  shorn  is  his  crest  sublime." 
He  rose,  and  smote,  and  won  as  in  full  prime.) 

E*en  now  his  four- score  years  bow  not  his  crest. 
With  sword  unscabbarded  or  lance  in  rest, 
He  looks  the  ready  chief  disdaining  rest, 

\et  he  hangsup  that  sword,  that  lance  lays  by, 
Conscious,  though  loud  applauding  cohorts  cry. 
Of  fulling  vigour  and  of  aimming  eye. 


**  The  seven-fold  shield  of  Ajax  cannot  keep  " 
Time's  battery  from  the  heart.    The  cruel  creep 
Of  the  slow  years  bears  all  to  the  great  deep. 

Bears  champion  with  coward,  knight  with  clown. 

The  hero  of  a  hundred  fights  steps  down, 

Hangs  up  the  sheathed  sword,  and  takes  the  crown. 

•*  No  more  a  soldier :— Bruised  pieces,  go ; 

You  have  been  nobly  borne."    do.  in  proud  woe. 

Cried  Roman  Antony y  by  love  laid  low. 

**  Unarm,  Eros ;  the  long  day's  task  is  done," 
This  is  no  Antony ;  here  s  a  nobler  one ; 
Tet  like  the  Roman  his  great  coarse  is  run. 

From  source  to  sea  a  fair  f ull-fiooded  flow 

Of  stainless  waters,  swelling  as  they  go. 

Now  widening  broad  in  the  sun's  westering  glow. 

Broad  widening  to  the  ocean,  whither  all 
The  round  world's  fertilising  floods  must  falL 
The  sweeping  river  wi&  the  streamlet  small. 

Hang  np  the  sword !    It  struck  its  latest  stroke, 
A  swashing  one,  there  where  the  closed  ranks  broke 
Into  wild  cheers  that  all  the  echoes  woke. 

That  stroke,  the  last,  was  swift,  and  strong,  and  keen* 
Now  hang  thou  there,  thoueh  sheathed,  vet  silver-olean. 
For  never  felon  stroke  has  aimmed  thy  aneen  I 

For  thee,  goodiknight  and  grey,  whose  gleaming  crest 
I^icads  us  no  longer,  every  generous  breast 
Breathes  benediction  on  thy  well-won  rest. 

The  field  looks  bare  without  thee,  and  o'ercast 
With  dark  and  ominous  shadows,  and  thy  last 
ReveiUe  was  a  rousing  battle-blast  I 

But  though  with  us  the  strife  may  hardly  cease, 
We  wish  thee  in  well-earned  late-coming  ease, 
Long  happy  years  of  honourable  peace !  ^Q^  l^ 
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"UKARMI-THE  LOXG  DAY'S  TASK  IS  DONE!" 

Antony  and  deopaira,  Act  I  v.,  Scene  12. 
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ESSENCE    OF    PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED   FROM   THE  DIARV  OF  TOBV,   il.P. 

House  of  Commons^  Thursday y  March  1. — Mr,  G,^  Downing 
Street,  S.H\,  to  Toby,  M.P.,  Tropics,  B.C.  Come  back  at 
once,  Sotne people  say  I'* m  going  to  resign.  Others  say  I^m  not. 
Come  along,  ana  tell  me  how  it  is. 

In  obedience  to  this  summons,  left  South  Africa  with  its  glorious 
sunlight,  its  blue  mountains,  its  soft  South  Atlantic  sea,  its  peach 
gardens,  and  its  vineyards;  hastened  home  to  Westminster.  Was 
what  people  here  fatuously  call  a  fine  day  when  we  arrived ;  at  least, 
not  raining ;  something  glimmering  in  sky  that  looked  like  the  sun 
after  severe  attack  of  influenza. 

*'  Sunlight  and  water,  /  call  it,''  said  Sabk,  gloomily  looking  at 
the  best  that  can  be  done  in  London  in  March. 

Qot  down  to  House  just  in  time  to  see  Mr.  G.  enter.  On  the  whole, 
since  he  leaves  the  point  to  me,  I  should  say,  on  question  submitted 
in  his  telegram,  *^The  Noes  have  it."  There  is  no  resignation  in 
that  eye  with  which  he  surveys  the  House, 
crowded  in  every  part.  More  than  two  months 
sincel  was  here ;  seems  as  if  nothing  had  passed; 
certainlv  the  Parish  Councils  Bill  hasn't.  House 
engaged,  on  its  consideration  when,  before  Christ- 
mas, Sabk  and  1  paired  and  went  off.  On  it 
stUl ;  Mr.  O.'s  speech  makes  clear  that  the  end 
has  come  at  last.  The  Lords  have  proved  con- 
tumelious to  the  end. 

*'  Very  well,"  says  Mr.  G.,  taking  that  august 
assembly  by  the  ear  (so  to  speak),  and  vigorously 
ahaking  it ;  **  you  shall  have  your  own  way,  you 
bad.  unmtef  ul  boy.  But  it  will  be  onlv  for  a 
while.  If  we  thwart  you  now  you  *11  only  kick 
and  scream  and  tear  the  Bill  to  ribbons,  at  a 
time  when  we  have  no  alternative  but  to  cast 
the  fragments  away.  So  we  '11  take  it  as  you 
have  Idrt  it,  and  put  it  on  the  shelf.  By-and- 
by,  at  a  more  convenient  season,  we  '11  have  it 
out  with  you.  There's  a  long  score  to  settle; 
we  '11  choose  our  time  for  taking  the  work  in 
hsnd,  and  we'll  do  it  thoroughly,  settling  it 
once  for  all." 

Radicals  screamed  with  delight  at  proenect 
thus  opened  up.  Haughtv  aristocrats  like 
£lu8  Ashhead-Bartlett  (Knight)  curled  the 
Hp,  and  scornfully  laughed,  *'  Ha,  ha ! "  Sags 
OP  Queen  Akne^s  Gate,  encouraged  by  this  _  . 

incitement   to  anarchy,  crossed   the  floor  and 
made  an  attempt,  ineffective  at  first  onslaught,    Toby  and  the  "  Dook 


to  eject  ATTORyET-GENEAAL,  who,  finding  no  place  on  crowded 
Treasury  Bench,  had  appropriated  Sacje's  seat  below  Gangway.  Two 
dozen  Peers  cowered  in  the  Gallery  over  the  clock.  Mr.  Akch  rose 
to  his  feet  and  waved  his  hat ;  Peincb  Arthub,  stepping  into  arena, 
picked  up  the  glove  thrown  down  b^  Mr.  G.,  and  flun^  it  back. 

Listening  to  nis  brave  words,  gazing  upon  his  fearless  port.  Peers 
in  the  Gallery  plucked  up  courage.  When,  fixing  a  glittering  eye 
on  Mr.  G.,  who  having  delivered  his  challenge  had  relapsed  into 
attitude  almost  of  humility.  Prince  Arthcjr  said,  **  Let  me  tell  the 
right  hon.  gentleman  we  look  forward  without  dismay  to  the  fiffht," 
AsHBOURiTB  in  Peers  Gallery  half  rose  to  his  feet  and  made  as 
though  he,  too,  would  wave  his  hat.  **  Nay,"  said  Lord  Morris  in 
his  crrave,  solemn  tones.  **  Nay,  my  brother,  let  us  leave  these  ill- 
considerea  ebullitions  to  the  newer  nobility ; "  and  his  dreamy  eye 
rested  for  a  moment  on  Lord  Rowton,  who  made  no  sign. 

A  historic  scene;  a  fine  audience;  two  speeches  worthv  of  the 
occasion  \  and  so  home  to  prepare  for  the  new  Session.  Do  you 
really  think  he 's  going  to  resign  ?  "  I  asked  the  old  friend  whom  it 's 
so  hard  to  call  anything  but  Hartdtotov. 

*'  Well,  Toby,'^wi^  the  Duke,  **you  ou^ht  to 
know  better  than  I.  since  I  'm  no  longer  in  his 
confidence.  But  it 's  hard  to  see  how  a  man  can 
make  a  speech  like  that,  opening  up  a  new  and 
desperate  campaign,  on  the  eve  of  the  day  when 
he  himself  lays  down  his  arms.  It's  too  remi- 
niscent of  another  great  soldier. 

Who  fled  full  soon  on  the  first  of  June, 
And  bade  the  rest  keep  fighting." 
Business  done,— The  Session's.  Henry  Fowler 
goes  home,  carrying  in  his  bosom  the  one  ewe  lamb 
that  has  survived  the  blizzard,  a  survival  largely 
due  to  his  solicitude  and  Parliamentary  skill. 

Monday, — After  all  Mr.  G.  is  goinff,  not  to  say 
gone.  Secret  well  kept  to  the  end.  House  knows 
now  that  the  speech  it  listened  to  on  Thursday 
was  the  last  he  will  ever  deliver  as  Minister  of 
the  Crown ;  possibly  the  very  last  of  the  incom- 

Sirable  coruscation  that  has  flashed  across  the 
ouse  of  Commons  through  these  more  than 
sixty  years.  The  few  Members  present  to-day 
to  witness  barren  ceremony  of  Prorogation  tread 
softly,  as  if  in  presence  of  a  great  bereave- 
ment. Tories,  Radicals,  liberals.  Conservatives, 
Unionists,  Pamellites,  Nationalists,  whatever 
we  be,  we  are  each  all  one  in  our  homage  to  the 
greatest  Parliament  man  known  since  Parlia- 
ment began. 
*'  cross  Palace  Yard.        Bfisiness  done, — Prorogation. 
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TAKING  THINGS   TOO   MUCH   FOR   GRANTED! 

^h»     "Yk«I|    AWn  n/P^f  YOUNQ    CoNTBRS   look    8PLKKDII)   AM    MePHIS' 

hti'tntin*!    Am.  in  Kki>  -kvkrt  inch  a  Prikcb!" 

ih    ''Mv   MfVM,  MapiitaroPHELMa  in  Red  is  a  mistake.    Remember 

¥tmi   H¥.   I«  4Nfl  WHAT  tIR   RRrRESENTH.     ThE  VfLlMCE  OT  DARKNtaa !     He 's 
4<  v^4)^«   MI'I'N    l*AIMtKI>  HlACK    'AVD  BlACK  HE  18,  AND  BlACK  HE  ALWAYS 

f^m.  list"  ^A*.  ''Am,  y<»u 'll  find  you're  wrong!" 


nnoed  afplauu.)  He  had  .^i 
to  consider  the  unoreaie  of  tax 
ation  neoessarj  to  *»«<"^'^ 
this  state  of  effidenor.  It 
would  be  diffionlt  to  add  to  the 
existingortrot  duties  on  bread, 
now  at  fiye  Ure  the  loaf ;  or  on 
water,  at  two  Itre  the  pint 
(Here  <me  of  the  de]mtie$ 
fainted  from  exhaustion,  mnd 
wot  carried  out.  It  was  eiated 
that  he  had  had  no  food  for 
three  day$.)  It  was  also  un- 
fortunately impossible  to  in- 
crease the  income-tax,  now  at 
99  eenteeimi  in  the  lira^  exdu- 
siye  of  other  duties,  sinoe  no 
one  had  any  income  to  tax. 
{Here  the  other  dejndy  took 
three  lO^centeeimi  ptecee  from 
his  pocket,  and  gated  maum» 
fuUuat  them.)  It  had  tha«- 
f  ore  Deen  resolved  to  pUce  a  tax 
on  air.  and  a  Royal  Decree  had 
just  been  pubHihed  forbid- 
ding any  person  to  breathe 
exoept  on  payment  of  15  cen- 
teeimi  for  each  inflation  of  the 
lungs.  [Here  the  Deputy  left 
the  chamber  haetUy,  %n  eearch 
of  the  Tax  CoUeetor  for  the 
district.)  *'  Gentlemen  of  the 
Ooyemment.''  concluded  Sig- 
ner Graspi,  ^'  rince  there  is  no 
one  else  here,  it  is  evident  tlmt 
these  measures  will  be  passed, 
so  that  our  conntrjr,  still  main- 
taining her  gUffious  Army, 
more  numerous  by  five  persona 
than  that  of  Russia,  and  her 
magnificent  Nayy.  mcrepower- 
ful  by  one  torpedo-boat  than 
that  of  France,  can  hold  her 
rightful  place  amongst  the 
Great  Powers,  and  hand  down 
toDosterity  a  record  of  untar- 
nished glory." 


\ 
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Hf/lax  the  larder  entered,  seized  the  meat, 

And  scamnered  with  it  far  adown  the  street ! 
Strenhon.  Is  that  the  worst  ?    Then,  Phyllis,  dry  your  eyes. 

Nor  maids  nor  milkmen  can  be  always  wise. 

While  Ht/lax  tskes  the  mouton  for  a  tour, 

Revenotts  a  nos  premiers  amours. 
Amanda.  Now  your  Amanda  you  *ye  again  embraced, 

Hylax  shall  have  a  collar  richly  chased. 

Sharp  was  the  pain,  the  bliss  is  trebly  sweet 
Strephon.  This  day  shall  aye  be  sacred  to  a  treat 

Dinner  at  Bonvxyant's,  and  then  the  play, 

And  we  *11  pretend  'tis  still  our  wedding-day 

QUITE    POSITIVISTI 

(ji  Controversy  d  la  Mode.) 

StB,— I  canH  stand  seeing  J-Hir  B-Birs  abused  by  a  Republican 
Boatswain  like  ''Mad  Fr-d."  Ah  I  How  different  from  the  old 
D-LKB  days !  Yours,  Fb-d-b-c  H-bb-s-k. 

P.S.— Kindly  see  that  you'omit  the  "  k." 

Sir,— I'm  not  going  to  be  called  a  Republican  Boatswain  by  '*  Sad 
Fr-d-b-ck."  Yours,  Fb-d  iJt-xsE. 

P.8.— Kindly  print  the  "  k." 

Sir,— Mr.  H-bb-son's  statements  are  incorrect  I  never  did  nor 
said  what  he  suggests.  Yours,        C^-bl-s  W.  D-lki. 

Sir,— Don't  belieye  any  of  them.  I  remember  all  the  events 
|M>rffN)tly.  Yours,  J,  M-bb-s-k  D-v-ne-w. 

HiR.— I  stick  to  what  I  said.  It  still  makes  me  ill  to  think  of 
J«liN  B-BNS  being  railed  at  by  a  turncoat  Lieutenant 

Yours,  F.  H. 

(jiiR,— Hurrah  I    Promoted  from  Boatswain  to  Lieutenant 

Yours,             F.  M. 
[This  correspondence,  for  once  in  a  way  not  a  put  up  thing,  moat 
now  cease^ Digitized  by  ^OQQIC 
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trying:! 


( y^ry  young  Married  JFoman,  dreadfully  nervous,  preMing  at  her  oum  "Five  o* Clock,**) 

First  Lady,  "No  Sugar  in  Mr  Tea,  please  !"  Second  Lady,  **0h,  please,  only  a  very7little  Milk  in  my  Tea! 

Third  Lady,  "  Oh,  pardon  !  no  Milk  at  all  in  mt  Tea  ! "  Fourth  Lady,  "  No  Cream,' please,  in  my  Tea  I " 

Caniankeroue  Old  Oentleman.  "  Um  1    No  Water  in  my  Tea,  please  1" 


LAYS  FROM  THE  LINKS. 

I.— ^Thb  History  of  a  Match. 

Let  a  be  the  Links  where  I  went  down  to 

stay, 
And  B  be  the  man  whom  I  challenged  to 

play:— 

•  •  •  •  • 

C  was  the  Caddie  no  golfer*  s  without, 

D  was  the  Driyer  I  nsed  going  **  out " : 

£  was  the  Extra  loud    '^Fore!"    we   both 

holloa-ed, 
F  was  the  Foozle  which  commonly  followed : 
O  was  the  Oreen  which  I  longed  to  approach, 
H  was  the  Hazard  which  upset  the  coach : 
I  was  B's  Iron-shot  (he's  good  for  a  younker), 
J  was  his  Joy  when  I  pitched  in  the  bunker. 
£  was  the  Kodak,  that  mischief -contriver, 
L  was  B*s  Likeness — on  smashing  his  driyer : 
M  was   the  Moment  he  found  out  'twas 

taken. 
N  was  his  Niblick  around  my  head  shaken : 
0  was  the  Oil  poured  on  waters  so  stormy, 
P  was  the  PuU  which,  next  hole,  made  me 

donny. 
Q  was  the  Quality— crowds  came  to  look  on, 
H  the  Result  they  were  making  their  book  on : 
8  was  the  Stymie  I  managed  to  lay. 
T  was  Two  more,  which  it  forced  him  to 

play; 
U  was  the  Usual  bad  word  he  let  fly, 
y  was  the  Vengeance  he  took  in  the  bye. 

•  •  •  •  • 

W  the  Whisky  that  night :  I  must  own 
X  was  its  quantity— wholly  unknown ; 
T  were  the  Yams  which  hot  whisky  combine 

with, 
Z  was  the  Zest  which  we  sang  "  Auld  Lang 

5yfi«"  with. 


A  VADE  MECUM  FOR  THE  HOUSE  OF  PEERS. 

(Compiled  by  a  Lord  Literally  in  Waiting,) 

Qtieetion,  What  are  the  benefits  of  haviog  a 
seat  in  the  House  of  Peers  ? 

Anetcer,  To  receive  a  large  number  of  Blue 
Books,  to  be  called  upon  to  dwell  for  so  many 
hours  every  year  in  a  particularly  draughty 
Chamber,  and  to  have  tne  daily  advantage  of 
seeing  oneself  abused  in  a  fair  proportion  of 
the  Press. 

Q,  Are  there  any  other  privileges  P 

^ .  To  be  asked  to  attend  at  charity  dinners 
b^  professional  philanthropists  and  to  feed 
with  snobs. 

Q.  Can  you  not  remember  a  few  more  P 

^.  To  lie  called  by  tradesmen,  self-made 
millionaires  and  flunkeys,  '*my  lord,"  and  to 
be  charged  double  everjrwhere  for  everjrthing 
in  recognition  of  one's  title. 

Q.  Are  there  no  duties  attached  to  the 
position  ? 

A,  Certainly.  A  Peer  is  supposed  to  act 
on  behalf  of  his  neighbours,  whether  they  be 
rich  or  whether  they  be  poor. 

Q,  Has  he  any  particular  training  for  this 
employment  ? 

A,  Ninety-nine  times  out  of  every  hundred 
he  has  been  educated  at  a  public  school,  and 
an  university,  and  five  tunes  out  of  every 
half  dozen  his  ancestors  for  a  generation  or 
two  have  been  gentlemen. 

Q,  Surely  this  should  give  some  guarantee 
that  a  Peer  will  understand  the  meaning  of 
nohlesee  oblige  f 

^.  So  it  would  seem  to  every  one  save  the 
Editor  of  a  radical  and  levelling  newspaper. 

Q.  Are  there  not  Second  Chambers  in  every 
country  under  the  sun  P 


A,  I  think  so,  but  geography  was  not  my 
strongest  point  when  I  was  at  Eton. 

Q.  A  na  as  a  whole  the  debates  and  divisions 
of  the  Upper  House  have  been  beneficial  to  the 
British  Empire? 

^.  So  I  oelieve,  although  I  must  confess 
that  I  did  not  pay  much  attention  to  Consti- 
tutional History  when  I  took  my  Double  First 
from  Christ  Church. 

Q.  Then  do  you  think  you  should  consent  to 
the  abolition  of  the  institution  of  which  you 
form  a  part  P 

^.  No ;  because  I  should  be  the  means  of 
breaking  up  the  British  Constitution. 

Q.  Can  you  imagine  any  advantage  that 
could  be  derived  by  this  English  application 
of  the  Japanese  *'  Happy  Dispatch '' r 

A.  Only  the  questionable  merit  of  pleasing 
Mr.  Henry  Labouchere. 

Q,  And  would  this  merit  compensate  for 
the  demerits  of  the  scheme  ? 

A,  I  venture  to  think  not^  although,  of 
course,  every  one  would  be  dehghted  to  oblige 
the  senior  Member  for  Northampton  for  tne 
sake  of  his  uncle,  the  kte  Lord  Taunton. 

Q.  Then  what  course  do  you  propose  to 
pursue  P 

A.  To  let  well  alone,  although  Truth  may 
be  at  the  bottom  of  it. 


"  n  Faut  SouflBrir." 

^'iLfaut  eouffrir  pour  etre  belle,^* 
So  ladies  say,  and  mean  as  well ; 
For.  truly,  they  will  lace  and  pinch. 
Ana  die  before  they  yield  an  inch. 
But  what  of  those  who  have  to  pay 
For  corsets,  boots,  etceteray  Y 
Do  husbands  never  sigh.  '^11  faut 
Sfmfrirjxmr  avoir  Hi  beau  "  f 
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A  BALLAD  OF  BABBLE. 

**My  only  books  icere  women* 8— lips,** 

['*  Lip-reading  is  understood  to  be  the  latest  craze 
which  will  occupy  the  spare  time  of  Society  in 
place  of  banjo  -  playing  and  skirt  -  dancing." — 
Graphic^  February  24.] 

The  banjo  'a  laid  by  in  Belfrravia, 
And  lithe  Listtt  Ltsd  *b  in  eclipse : 


We  mast  now  learn  to  spell  from  each  blue- 
blooded  belle. 
f  What  is  speeohleasly  lisped  by  her  lips, 
Her  laconic,  if  beautiful,  lips. 

Xo  longer  will  babble  of  Babel 

The  listener  baffle  and  beat ! 
Blest   silence   will  lap  in  the  bliss  of  La 
Trappe 

The  boudoirs  of  London's  flite. 

Where  abide  the  loquacious  ^lite. 


Oh,  bonny  's  the  lay  of  the  bulbol. 
And  lilt  of  the  lark  up  above ;  [kissed 

But  'tis  better  to  list  to  the  dumb  langusge, 
I     From  the  lips  of  the  lass  tbat  you  lore, 
'     The  blithe  little  lass  tbat  you  love ! 

Then  let  us  all  boldly  take  lessons ; 
:     To  make  a  beginning  we  bum  I     [Lilts- 
'  We  '11  write  no  more  biilets  to  Bellis  or 
The  art  of  lip-reading  we  *11  learn, 
Yes,  labial  laUation  we  '11  learn ! 


THE    OLD   HALL. 

{A  Story  of  Delusive  AtpinUions,) 


1.  Jones  was  a  tuft-hunter.  One 'day,  in  a  train,  be  encountered  an 
elderly  gentleman  who  aroused  great  interest  in  his  bosom.  '*  Porter,** 
•aid  that  elderly  gentleman,  '*  'are  you  seen  my  old  hall  P  *'  "  Got  an  old 
hall !  "  murmured  Jones  to  himself.  **  Rich  man — probably  duke !  Should 
like  to  cultivate  him  I " 


2.  The  Stranger  was  affable.  "  Did  you  ever  *aTe  an  old  hall  ?  *'  he  said. 
**  Why — er— n-no,"  said  Jones.  **  Vei^'  convenient  thing  to  'ave,"  said  the 
Stranger.  "  I  *ve  got  all  manner  o*  things  in  my  old  hall.**  '*  Ah— armour, 
and  ancestors,  and  tapestry,  and  secret  doors,  no  doubt,*'  thought  Jones  to 
himself. 


3.  "  You  must  see  my  old  hall,**  said  the  Stranger.     "  I  *11  show  you  all  i     4.  They  alighted  at  the  terminus.     **  There— there  *s  my  old  hall !   Hain't 

the  ins  and  outs  of  it.    I  can  put  you  up **    *'  Really  very  good  of  you  I  **    it  a  beauty  ?  "  said  the  Stranger.    Jones  sank  slowly  to  the  earth,  with- 

exclaimed  Jones.     *'  Shall  be  delighted  to  accept **    *'  Put  you  up  to  no   out  a  groan.    That  ungrammatical  Stranger's  vaunted  possession  was  s 

hend  of  wrinkles  about  old  halls,**  continued  the  Stranger.  i  bold-all ! 


OUT  OF  DATE.  ; 

^cvxz—Olade  in  the  Paradise  of  Fiction,  Oroup  of  Modem  I 
fferoinee,  from  Ibsen,  Tolstoi,  Johw  Oliver  Hobbes,  and\ 
others,  reposing  under  the  trees  in  artistic  attitudes, 

Enter  Rosalind  on  the  left,  gazing  round  in  search  of  someone. 
The  eyes  of  all  the  Modern  Heroines  are  immediately  fastened 
on  her,  i 

First  Modern  Heroine,  That 's  Shakspeake  !  I 

SicondM.H,  As  You  Like  It.     ,.  ,  .    ! 

Third  M.  H,  With  disdain 

He  must  have  pictured  her ! 

Fourth  M,  H,  He  wrote  for  gain  ; 

Third  M,  H,  She  looks  so  cheerful !  , 

Fourth  M.  H,  And  so  very  sane 

Third  M,  H,  (sardonically).  She 's  pretty  ' 

First  M,  H,  (sharply),  W(    . 

Fourth  M,  H,  She  didn't  put  a  bullet  through  her  brain 


Fifth  M,  H,  Nor  fling  herself  into  the  restless  main  I 
Sixth  M,  H,  Nor  underneath  the  nearest  railway  train. 
SereHth  M.  H,  She  didn't  find  that  life  was  wholly  vain 

And  loathsome,  nor  strive  wildly  to  attain 

Through  gulfs  of  unimaginable  pain ! 
Fnter  Obulvdo   on  right,    Rosalind,  tcith   evident  satpfaction, 

hastens  to  meet  htm.    Exeunt  Rosalind  and  Orlando. 
Fourth  M.  H,  (sternly).  It  is  with  deep  regret  we  ascertain 

She  loves  the  man  she  married! 
First  M.  H.  Too  inane ! 

Chorus  o/M.  H.'s  (icith  a  heavy  sigh). 

It  somehow  seems— so~utterly~profane ! 

*'  A  Navy  Estimate."— Says  Mr.  G..  "  Haven't  we  a  magnificent 
ell,  we  cannot  all  be  plain ! ,  list  of  the  ships  ..  .  in  Homer  ?  What  we  can  want  more  &an  that 
—"'-*•  !.«•  !*»«;« »  '  is  Greek  tome ; 
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"THE  NAU  OF  A  THOUSAND 
COLUMNS" 

AT  CONSTANTINOPLE. 

We  went,  afloat  in  that  strange 

boat, 

Fair  maiden,  and  you  studied 

Those  tunnels'  striking  beauty, 

like 

The  Underground  if  flooded. 

The  light  grew  pale,  as  in  some  tale 
Of  mystery  bv  Haooabd. 

At  rest  I  sat,  relieved  of  that 
Huge  box  with  which  I  'd  stag- 
gered. 

I  staggered  so  all  round  the  show 
With  that  delightful  packet, 

Full  of  **  Delight  "-so  vast,  1 
might 
With  wicked  words  attack  it. 

The  tunnels  i)ast,  we  came  at  la&t 
To  light,  from  darkness  solemn— 

The  Hall  where  stand,  on  either 
hand, 
A  thousand  sorts  of  column. 

8o  it  is  said,  but  then  one's  head. 
Reflected  as  one  passes,     [rows 

Too  plainlv  shows  the  endless 
Are  simply  looking-glasses. 

A  harmless  sham,  of  which  I  am 
Now  saying  nothing  spiteful — 

Your  face  is  fair,  so  is  your  hair. 
Your  smile  is  quite  delightful. 

Could  we  have   stayed  all  day, 
sweet  maid, 
I  should  not  have  objected ; 
Your  pretty  face  all  round  the 
place 
Was  endlessly  reflected. 


Mbs.  R.  is  very  fond  of  flowers, 
bat  she  says  she  would  not  stay  in 
the  Conservatory  on  the  top  of 
Ben  Nevis  all  through  the  winter 
for  anything. 


TRUE    LOYALTY. 


Popular  Colonel  {to  Sergeant,  up  for  annual  Sergeants*  Dinner), 
"  Ullo,  Thompson  I  So  glad  to  see  tou  I  You  'vb  had  to  oome 
A  Long  Distance,  I  feae!" 

Sergeant,  ** Thank  you,  Colonel  I  I'd  comb  any  Distance  to 
SEE  YOU  I    And  ab  for  your  Funeral,  Sir— why,  I  *d  comb  to  it 

FROM  THE  OTHER  EnD  OF  THE  WORLD  !  " 


MRS.  R.'8  REMINISCENCES. 

Mrs.  R.'8  memory  fails  Jier  a 
bit  now  and  then,  especially  in  old 
and  familiar  quotations.  *N Ah," 
she  said,  speaking  of  her  nephews 
and  nieces  at  school ;  ^'  how  lucky 
they  are!  Such  nice  books  to 
reaa !  Why,  when  1  was  young, 
we  had  only  a  few  we  used  to  read 
over  and  over  again;  and  I  re- 
member  a  poem — let  me  see, 

'The  Battle   of '  I  forget 

exactly,  but  I  know  it  was  sup- 
posed to  be  somebody  of  the  name 
of  Old  Gasper— so  called,  I  dare 
say,  from  his  shortness  of  breath 
that 's  by  what  they  term  'poeticaj 
licenses' — and  it  ran  like  this : — 

It  was  a  summer's  afternoon, 
Old  Gasper's  work  was  done, 

I  don't  know  what  work  it  was, 
and  I  don't  think  it  was  men- 
tioned in  the  poem— but  that  is 
neither  here  nor  there — 

Old  Gasper's  work  was  done, 
And  he  behind  the  kitchen  door 
Was  sweating  in  the  sun. 

I  don't  quite  see  how  the  sun  got 
behind  the  kitchen  door,  but  that 
depends  on  the  way  you  're  stand- 
ing. I  think  the  expression  in  the 
last  line  vulgar,  decidedly,  but  it 
didn't  strike  us  so  when  we  were 
mere  children.  And  then  I  re- 
member his  grandson,  *  Little 
PippiKiv,'  asks  him  a  lot  of  ques- 
tions: and  Old  Gasper's  answer 
was  always  the  same, — 

*  Why  that  I  cannot  tell,'  says  he, 
*  But  'twas  a  famous  victor}-.* 

And  he  went  on  repeating  the 
same  tMng  at  the  end  of  every 
verse,  in  the  most  irritating  man- 
ner. But,  as  children,  we  were 
fond  of  Old  Gaspek  and  Pippdok. 
I  've  never  seen  them  since." 


SOME  VIEWS  ON  THE  MONEY  MARKET. 

Dear  Mr.  Pukch, 
I  have  been  forced  to  study  the  Money  Market.  This  was  how 
it  happened.  Having  injured  my  riffht  hand,  which  I  now  carry  in  a 
sling,  I  am  under  considerable  disaovantages  in  reading  my  morning 
paper  in  a  crowded  railway  carriage.  Those  who  have  ever  tried  to 
unfold,  re-fold,  and  double  back  an  elusive  broadsheet  with  the  left 
band  alone,  will  appreciate  my  difficulties.  Thtt«  is  nothing  more 
perverse  or  malignant  in  existence  tban  a  newspaper  for  which  a 
man  can  only  use  his  left  hand.  One  comer  of  it  is  sure  to  ins^ 
itself  into  your  neighbour's  eye,  while  another  comer  is  engaged  in 
ruffling  the  opposite  man's  top  hat,  and  when  you  have  more  or 
lesscompleteci  the  process,  you  will  find  probably  that  you  hold  in 
your  hand  an  irr^ularly  formed  ball,  which  has  no  resemblance 
whatever  to  a  newspaper. 

Well,  the  other  morning  I  bought  my  newspaper^  and  took  the 
only  vacant  seat  in  a  smoking-carriage  on  the  District  Railway.  I 
sat  still  for  some  time,  and  then  began  to  shake  out  the  paper. 
A  very  polite  ([cntleman  opposite  (I  do  not  know  his  name,  but  I 
hereby  thank  him  for  his  kindly  sympathy)  perceived  my  difficulty, 
and  offered  to  help  me.  He  took  the  paper  from  my  willing 
hund,  and  folded  it  so  that  1  could  read  the  leading  arades  and 
the  foreign  intelligence.  These  took  me  comfortably  through  three 
stations,  out  as  there  were  five  s^l  left,  and  as  I  was  anxious  to  read 
some  political  speeches  and  the  law  intelligence,  I  was  not  satisfied. 
However,  I  couldn't  begin  the  sttugffle  afresh,  so  with  a  sigh  I  laid 
the  paper  down.  My  sympathetic  niend  observed  my  predicament, 
and  once  again  offered  to  help  me.  With  deft  hands  he  rearranged 
the  paper  and  handed  it  back  to  me  saying,  in  a  tone  of  smiling  in- 
terrogation, *' Money  Market,  I  suppose?"  Now,  if  there  is  one 
thing  I  never  read  in  the  daily  paper,  it  is  the  Money  Market.  I 
have  never  understood  it,  and  never  shall,  but  what  was  I  to  do  P 
There  was  the  paper,  neatlj  folded,  with  nothing  but  **  Money 
Market "  and  *'  Mines  "  showing.    I  could  not  presume  again  on  my 


friend's  kindness.  How  was  I  to  explain  to  him  that  I  didn't  want 
to  read  tbe  Money  Market  ?  He  would  probably  have  thought  me  a 
maniac  and  treated  me  accordingly.  I  therefore  resigned  myself  to 
reading  what  was  before  me  with  as  good  a  grace  as  I  could  muster, 
and  for  the  benefit  of  my  fellow-men  I  here  oeg  to  offer  the  result  of 
my  investigations. 

I  have  no  doubt  the  article  I  read  was  a  nice  article,  written  with  a 
due  regain  to  accuracy  and  with  a  literary  style  appropriate  to  the 
subject  treated  of.  The  first  statement,  however,  fairly  took  my 
breath  away.    The  writer  said : 

"  Short  money  was  distinctly  scarce  to-day,  which  was  not  surprising." 

I  beg  to  assure  him  that  he  is  entirelv  mistaken.  It  was  surprising, 
for  it  certainly  startled  me  to  learn  tnat  money  possessed  degrees  ot 
height.  I  know  what  it  is  to  be  short  of  money,  but  I  don't  suppose 
that  condition  is  particularly  scarce.  But  it  nad  never  struck  me 
that  money,  as  money,  could  be  tall  or  short,  or  could,  in  fact,  have 
any  other  size  tiian  that  ordained  by  the  authorities  of  the  Mint. 
Finally,  I  came  to  the  conclusion  that  short  money  must  mean  three- 
penny pieces,  though  I  am  still  without  an  idea  as  to  why  three- 
penny pieces  should  have  been  scarce  last  Wednesday.  But  I  had 
not  done  with  short  money,  for  I  leamt  immediately  afterwards  that 

**  The  temporary  tifrhtness  of  short  money  kept  discount  rates  fairly  steady, 
and  fine  three  months'  bills  were  quoted  at  1^  per  cent." 

I  began  to  see  light.  If  short  money  eets  temporarily  tight,  it  is 
X>erhaps  natural  that  it  should  make  itself  scarce.  But  then  I  was 
thrown  back  again.  That  in  this  inebriated  condition,  short  money 
should  have  b^^n  able  to  keep  anything  else  fairly  steady  was  more 
than  I  could  believe.  I  can  only  regret  that  fine  three  months'  bills 
should  have  allowed  themselves  to  be  seen  in  such  disreputable  com- 
pany. Aiter  this  I  was  not  surprised  to  learn  that  **  African  Cy, 
Perps,  had  fallen"  consequent,  no  doubt,  on  a  collision  with  short 
money  in  a  state  ot  temporary  tightness. 

Yours  pecuniarily,    _         A  Vagbaut. 


VOL.  cvi. 


v 


Digitized  by  LjQOglC 


122 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI, 


[\Iarch  17,  1894. 


Digitized  by 


^oogle 


Majrcb  17,  1894. 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI. 


123 


^  lW^i!^|\ 


JBtUler.  "Mrs. 


Cohen  ! " 
Mrs,  Brown, 


AGGRAVATING    FLIPPANCY. 

Mr.  Jones.  "  Whicb  Mrs.  Cohen  is  that  t    Kot  Mbs.  Cohkn  sis  IsAAcaoN  I ' 

'  EVIDBNTLT  KOT.     Mb8.   CoHEK  XEZ  RSTBOVSSi,   I  SHOULD  THINK  !  " 


A  SOFT  ANSWER. 


["  Lord  Dufferin's  speech  in  Paris,  containing  such  laudatory  opinions 
of  Bussia  that  it  is  already  called  the  'Russophile  oration*  of  a  British 
Ambassador,  has  fairly  taken  the  Russians  by  surprise."— Jimw,  March  9.] 

Scene— ^  Banqueting  Hall  in  Lovely  Lutetia,  the  City  of  Light, 


blessed  anspioeB  alone,  iiidee<C  is  human  happiness  attainable.    [Glows 

Beauty  {blandly).  Ah,  del,  how  true !  iBeams, 

^rutn  (aside).  Humph!  Those  two  seem  on  excellent  tennsi 
Wonder  what  tWre  talking  about.  [Broods, 

ConciUator,  War  hasn't  a  friend  left  in  the  wide  world.  Wealth, 
Civilisation,  Science,  Literature,  Art,  Commerce  (especially  Com- 
merce—ask that  dear  good  Blount),  Morality,  Manners,  and  the 
Map  of  Europe— all,  allagainst  it ! 

Beauty  (compassionately).  Poor  War!  "Remote,  unfriended, 
solitary,  slow  "  (as  your  so  charming  poet  puts  it) ;  one  almost  pities 
its  sombre  isoktion. 

Cofteiliator  (merrily).  Oh.  well.  War  is  a  most  unmitigated  bad 
lot,  you  know— an  incorrigible  mattvais  svjet,  and  your  pretty  com- 
pasnon  is  wasted  on  it.  You  might  as  well  weep  over  the  spifflication 
of  the  Jabberwook ! 

Beauty  (pensively).  Yes— I  suppose  so-and  yet-te  Gloire-mes 
braves  wWato-a-h-h-h !    [Hums  *'AhI  que  faime  les  Militaires!'' 

Conciliator  (sympathetically).  Fear  not,  Madame,  for  the  objects, 
toe  very  natural  and  proper  objects,  of  your  flattering  preference. 
Ine  more  Peace  we  have,  the  more  soldiers  we  require— to  keep  it. 

Beauty  (ajaparently  much  relieved).  Ah,  quite  so!  Of  course! 
How  comforting  you  are,  and  how  vary  devare ! !  I 

Bruin  (aside).  She  fawns  on  him !    I  must  look  into  this. 

Conciliator  (observing  him).  But  who,  after  all,  is  the  first  and 
best,  most  potent,  and  devoted  friend  of  Peace  P 

Beauty  (shrugging  her  shoulders).  Que  sais-fe,  moif  Cestune 
entgme^  n'est  ce  pas  f— what  you  call  a  rid-del  f 

Conciliator  (deprecatingly).  Is  thy  servant  a  Sphinx  that  he 
should  ask  this  tmng  P 

Beai4y(smilina).  Well,  truly,  the  Sphinx  must  have  been— what 
youcall^'abore.'''    She  was  Egyptian,  A«»  f 


Conciliator  (quickly).  Ah,  now  you  would  make  me  play  CEdipus ! 
Which  is  not  my  metier^  I  assure  you.  any  more  than  the  role  of 
Sphinx.  Next  to  the  pest  who  goes  about  asking  burning  ques- 
tions, is  the  pragmati(»l  prig  who  goes  about  giving  answers  to 
them. 

Beauty  (suggestively).  Unless  they  are  soft  answers  P 

ConciUator.  'Tis  not  always  so  easy  to  find  soft  answers  to 
hard  questions.  But  as  I  was  about  to  say,  the  Best  Friend  of 
Peace  is,  without  question,  your  devoted— and  watchful— partner, 
Bruin. 

Beauty.  You  say  that  f 

Conciliator  (with  emphasis).  And  mean  it,  Madame ! 

Beauty.  How  nice  of  you!  And  how  pleased  he  will  be  to 
hear  it ! 

Conciliator.  Oh,  he  knows  it  is  my  opinion,  which  indeed  I  have 
often  expressed  b^ore.  I  am  one  of  his  warmest  admirers— a  true 
Russophile.  Althing  more  handsome  than  his  conduct  in  the 
matter  of  Ishak  Khan,  and  frontier  questions  s^enerally,  I  cannot  con- 
ceive. Ah,  he 's  a  dear,  faithful  fellow.  And  as  Friend  of  Peace  !— 
well,  like  Otus  and  Ephialtes,  in  the  Iliad,  he  and— another,  hold 
Mars  chained  between  them : 

*'  The  mighty  Mars,  in  mortal  fetters  bound, 
And  lodged  in  brazen  dungeons  underground, 
These  many  years  imprisoned  roars  in  vain, 
Otus  and  Ephialtes  hold  the  chain." 

Unfortunately  the  chain— whose  links  are  of  gold,  and  need  continual 
strengthenin^is  a  little  expensive. 

Beauty  (sighing).  Yes,  indeed!  However,  I  trust  "the  great 
stream  of  tendency"  you  speak  of  will  draw  us  three  yet  closer 
together.  [They  separate,  saluting  cordially. 

Bruin  (approaching  Be.vutt,  doubtfully).  What  has  that  fellow 
been  saying  to  you  P 

Beauty  [with  effusion).  Oh,  the  nicest  things— about  you  !  !  I 

Bruin  (soHenea),  You  don't  sayso  P 

Beauty,  But  I  do,  mon  ami!  Had  it  been  a  lady  who  said  them  I 
Bhould  have  been  jealous.  All  ardent  admiration— for  you  as  the 
Friend  of  Peace  and  best  of  good  fellows !  All  courtesy,  goodwill, 
and  conciliatory  spirit !    And— listen !  [l^^'hispers  in  his  ear. 

Bruin  (scratching  it  with  half  pleased  perplexity).  Well— well- 
well  !    I^dno  idea  he  was  so  fond  of  m£  cc.  cJker  Dufterin  ! 

Beauty.  Boats  on  you,  my  dear!     ^'^'^^"  "V      [Left  tcondering. 
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SENTIMENT. 


AiiistU'-mindrd  Vonth  {iii  m'ulyi  ofafieirr  hnrmupui from  his  FiUhri\  \rho  U  ifr&trinff  httUt'  myl  r^hht-). 

Bit  ok  Coix^ru,  \v  Yor  i.ikk  !" 


'  By  Joyr,  that  's  a  fisf 


A  NICE  POIKT. 

•*  The  Nice  Cabdriyers."  Under  this 
very  attractiYe  headiDg*.  whioh  announced  an 
6sceptional  set  of  cabdriTers  so  contrary  to 
the  experience  of  all  Londoners,  many  ladies 
were  disappointed  at  finding  that  the  para- 
^ph  in  Question,  which  appeared  in  the 
Morning  Post,  referred  to  tne  cabdrivers  or 
voituners  of  Nice,  which  is  quite  another 
iffair.  These  cabbies  had  been  in  a  bod^  to 
the  Mayor  to  protest  against  the  excursions 
in  and  about  Nice  got  up  b^  a  celebrated 
Enelish  Tourist  Agency,  which  excursions 
made  considerable  incursions  into  the  gains 
formerly  made  by  these  native  cabmen.  Such 
i  way  of  depriving  them  of  their  fares  wasn't 
a  fair  way  of  doing  business.  The  magistrate 
agreed,  fi  *  *  the  well-known  Tourist  Agency  " 
alluded  to  in  the  I^ost  was  **  Cook's,"  then 
the  magistrate  may  be  credited  wiUi  having 
judicially  decided  that  too  many  Cook's  ex- 
cursions were  calculated  to  spoil  the  cabmen's 
broth.  It  is  true  his  Worship  might  have 
added  that  one  Tourist  Company  only  assisted 
another  Tourist  Company,  as  in  taking  out 
his  parties  to  view  the  environs,  **Cook" 
only  took  them  to  **Gaze."  However,  the 
magistrate  showed  his  sympathy  with  the 
feeBngs  of  the  Nice  cabmen  who  had  turned 
nasty  by  fininf^  the  representative  of  the 
celebrated  Tourist  Agency,  and  bidding  him 
not  to  repeat  the  offence.  The  paragraph  above 
alluded  to  should  have  had  the  Shakspearian 
heading,  **  Excursions  and  Alarms  !  " 


HER  TOOTHACHE.  | 

0  FAIR  one  what  has  dimmed  your  smile, 
Which  makes  the  hearts  of  age  and  youth 
ache?  ' 

Why  are  you  sad ;  why  look  so  bad  ?  i 

You  have— you  don't  say  so— the  toothache? 

1 1  thought  that  when  we  met  to-day  ' 

I     We  Khould  forget  each  rude,  uncouth  ache. 
In  perfect  bliss,  and  now  you  've  this — 
I  'd  like  to  swear— this  oeastly  toothache  I 

i  Those  soft,  fair  cheeks,  that  rosy  mouth— 
I     Oh,  dash  it  all !— must  now,  forsooth,  ache. 
'  You  ought  to  see  the  dentist,  he 
I     Can  cure  undoubtedly  the  toothache. 


He  'd  stop  the  horrid  pain  which  makes 
My  heart,  like  your  poor  face  in  truth, 
ache. 

**  He 's  stopped,"  you  say,  "my  tooth  to-day." 
Hang  him !    He 's  given  you  the  toothacne. 


THE  BOAT-RACE. 
Ir  is  very  difficult  to  say  which  crew  wiU 
win  the  Boat-race.  The  Oxford  men  are 
bound  up  with  Cotton  ;  the  Cambridge  men 
are  rowing  und-r  a  Fooo.  If,  however, 
Oxford  require  a  Crum  of  comfort  they  can 
reflect  that,  though  the  Cambridge  No.  6  Hiay 
be  Bland,  their  own  is  certain  to  row  hard 
for  a  Stretch,  while  their  stroke,  being  a 
PiTMAK.  may  be  trusted  to  dig  them  in.  If 
Cambridge  want  to  win  they  will  have  to  B  W 
their  haraest.  Prussic  acid,  please.  No  cards. 


Mr9.  R.  hopes  all  the  basilisks  are  gone, 
and  that  there  will  be  no  more  influenza. 


Looking  down  in  the  mouth. 


The  Dalt  News.— There  was  very  little 
room  for  improvement  where  all  was  so  gwd. 
But  a  second  visit  to  Dalv's  sets  us  a  thiiuc- 
ing  that  it  would  be  difficult  just  now  for 
any  manager  to  produce  Tirelflh  Nighty  and 
**go  one  Detter.^'  Miss  Ada  Rehan  must 
reckon  this  as  perhaps  her  best  impersona- 
tion, bar  one,  given  in  liondon.  Mr.  Gbobok 
Clarke,  as  Malvolio,  is  capital,  and  M^ 
Lewis,  Miss  Catherihe  Lewis,  and  the  reit 
of  the  merry  roistering  party,  are  hwd  to 
beat.  The  solo  and  part-singing  and  the 
music  throughout  is  charming.  Those  amonf 
us  who  fear  Deing  bored  by  a  classic  should 
just  step  into  Daly's  and  learn  how  the  Bard 
was  not  for  an  age  or  for  any  particuli^ 
country,  but  for  all  time  and  for  all  sorts  and 
conditions  of  men  and  women,  and  how  tbe 
humour  and  the  fun  is  as  fresh  as  ever  it  was 
three  centuries  ago.  We  have  to  thank  o\a 
American  Cousins  forthis  Ttcelfth  Night  treat 


Truly  they  ** take  the  (Turelfth  Nigh 
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ENTERING  THE  LISTS. 

" like  that  A&thvb  who.  with  lance  in  rest, 

From  spur  to  plume  a  star  of  tournament^ 
Shot  through  the  lists  at  Camelot,  and  charged 
Before  the  eves  of  ladies  and  of  kings/' 

"  The  Pasting  of  Arthur ^ 

Lasiss  and  kings !    And  all  unite 
Loud  cheers  to  uft.  pink  palms  to  smite 
In  praise  of  him,  tne  gay  young  knight, 

So  smooth,  and  strong,  and  stately, 
**  From  spur  to  plume  "  the  lists'  new  star. 
As  bright  in  peace,  as  brave  in  war ; 
Or  if  some  scattered  grumblings  jar, 
They  jar  not  greatly. 

A  wondrous  concord  of  acclaim 

To  greet  so  young  a  champion's  name  I 

But  he  no  stranger  is  to  fame, 

To  the  touffh  fray  no  stranger. 
A  good  sword,  he,  and  sturdy  spear. 
Those  quiet  lips  and  glances  clear. 
Thougn  smiling,  are  not  wont  to  tear 
The  face  of  danger. 


**  An  old  knight's  head  on  shoulders  young ! 
A  level  head,  a  winning  tongue, 
Courage  as  cautious  as  high-strung. 

And  pulses  firm  and  steistdy ! 
A  Lancelot* 8  fire,  yet  humorous-oool, 
Toung  chief  of  tne  Ulysses  school. 
Whom  wit  forbids  to  play  the  fool 

Headlong  and  heady !  " 
So  veteran  voices  round  the  ring 
Proclaim.    Minstrels,  no  doubt,  will  sing 
His  feats  anon :  to-daj  the  thing 

Is  for  amused  sagacity 
To  smile,  and  nod.  and  wag  wise  head 
At  rival  parties  all  full-fed 
I  With  hope  from  shrewdness,  tact  high-bred, 
I  And  calm  tenacity. 

Extremes  do  meet — in  praise  of  him, 
Toung  knight,  of  no  Titanic  limb. 
But  cool  bright  glance  that  nought  can  dim. 

And  easy  seat  in  saddle. 
True  *'  star  of  tournament "  he  seems. 
Yet  sense  in  those  calm  optics  gleams. 
He 's  slave  to  no  knijght-errant  dreams, 
No  Qutxote  twaddle ! 


Ton  stand  the  shields  his  lance  must  touch 
In  challenge  I    Do  they  hope  too  much 
Who  deem  fierce  charge  and  iron  clutch, 

To  smite,  and  thrust,  and  batter. 
Are  his,  as  well  as  tourney-skill  ? 
i  Will  deeds  heroic  pulses  tnrill 
'  As  in  the  days  of  flrand  Old  Will  ? 
I  Time  test  that  matter ! 

How  deems  **  the  bold  Sir  Bedicere** 
Who  bears  the  champion's  untried  spear, 
And  who  awhile  was  held  so  near 
The  championshiD's  succession  ? 
No  matter  that ! — The  trumpets  bray, 
I  The  lists  are  loud  in  plaudits  gay. 
I  He  of  all  hearts  and  ups  to-day 

Holds  proud  possession. 
Punchy  who   has  praised  him,   squire  and 
In  many  a  councQ,  many  a  fight,       [knight, 
Rejoices  at  the  radiant  sight 

And  general  gratulation. 
Toung  Kmght !    Ton  will  go  fast  and  far. 
Whether  in  **  gentle  loust  *'  or  war ! 
To-day  at  least  there's  nought  to  jar 
On  exultation. 


a  climax  the  minutest  detail  should  not  escane  her.    Am  I  right  in 
thinking  tliat  no  novelist  has  as  yet  detected  this  remarkable  phe- 
nomenon?   He  comes  nearer  (I  mean  the  grey  man).    His  skin 
beneath  his  collar  blushes  a  rich  cobalt.       Is  my  little  moment 
up?"  he  gasps.      (His  stop-watch  is   in   his   trembling   hand.) 
'*LoTdl  what  a  cheek  you  have ! "    "  Don't,  oh^  don't  say  that !  " 
,  *  *  Very  well,  I  withdraw  it."    *  *  But  listen ! "  (she  is  dropping  asleep) ; 
ying  on  her  back  in  a  bog-stream.     Strangely  enough  |  **  listen,  I  say  I "  (she  will  be  snoring  directly) ;  "if  my  moment  is 
mite  clouds  waltzing  along  the  sky.    To  her  fancy,  which  i  really  ended— and  my  stop-watch  pomts  to  the  fact— and  if  you  mean 


SHE-HOTES. 

By  Boboia  Smudoitok. 

Jf'^Uh  Japanrse  Fan  d€  Siic/e  Illuslrations  by  Moriarthurio  Uliutkcrsly, 

PART  11. 

She  is  I 
there  are  w1 


is  nothing  if  not  picturesque,  they  are  a  troop  of  fairy  geese  on  their  to  send  me  away,  hang  something  white  on  the  gooseherry-oush  (our 
way  to  Michaelmas.    No  Y  well  tnen,  plainly  they  are  Antowy  and  t  gooaeherru-hmh)  to-morrow  about  the  ninth  hour  !  "    She  rises  and 
Cleopatra.    And  oh !  the  dalliance,  the  wild  free  life  of  Egypt ! '  is  gone  like  a  water-snake. 
No  dinners  to  order ;  very  little  washing  on  Mondays.  I  •••••• 

Presto !    In  imagination  she  is  on  a  stage.    Sne  is  a   TabUau       It  is  to-morrow  about  the  eighth  hour.    She  is  still  in  bed.    There 
Vttant!    All  the  fauteuils  have  their  glasses  up.    She  has  pink ,  is  a  Qod  at  the  window.    It  is  all  rilfbt ;  only  a  blushing  sweet- 


overalls,  with  a  cestus  round  her 
neck.  Her  lissom  limbs  sointiilate; 
she  dances  slightly.  KiLAmrisays 
she  must  try  and  keep  still.  A 
moment  more  and  there  is  a  lovely 
cat-call  from  the  gallery ;  she  can 
still  hear  it  above  the  orchestra,  as 
the  next  tableau  is  being  wheeled 
on.    It  wa9  a  supreme  keynote ! 

And  the  other  women  ?  Crushed, 
joyless,  machines  —  misunder- 
stood !  How  can  the  dense  brute 
maleread  the  enigma  of  tiie  Female 
Idea  ?  They  tMnk  us  innocent ! 
not  we!  but  we  all  keep  up  the 
deception  and  lie  oourageoudiy. 
They  will  never  know  that  we  are 
really  primitive,  untamable,  in- 
eradicable animalculae. 

"(Jot  the  blue  devils,  little 
witch?"  (It  is  the  grey  man.  He 
has  dropped  his  drawl  and  his  fly- 
book.  They  have  been  getting  on 
nicely,  thank  you,  since  we  saw 
them  last) 

**  Tea,  we  are  all  witches,  we 
women.    We  can  read  men  but 

they  can't  read  us."  "Can't /read  you?"  "  Jtfi?,  the  real  ineffable 
me  f  Tes,  perhaps  just  a  little.  Tou  have  a  dash  of  the  Everlast- 
ing Female  in  you."  As  she  speaks  she  roUs  up  her  shawl  into  an 
innoitesimal  pellet. 

"Well  look  here  "(desperately).    "  What  do  you  sav  to  a  trip  in  my 
yacht  ?  ^  Southern  seas !  Venice !  Constantinople  I  Olympia  T    And  | 


willlam.  On  the  mantel-piece  is 
a  daguerreotype  of  her  late  aunt, 
in  a  velvet  bodice  and  other  thinjgs. 
But  it  is  not  that  which  drives  her 
crazy.  It  is  her  husband's  cheery 
pick-axe  in  the  garden.  Is  he 
really  digging  her  grave  ?  Why, 
surely,  no ;  he  is  simply  arranging 
the  onion-bed.  Tet  what  an  in- 
teresting corpse  she  would  make ! 
The  pity  is  that  one  can  never  see 
one's  own  corpse  in  the  glass. 
Stay,  is  that  Betsy?  ''^Oh ! 
Betsy"  (the  young  cook  enters 
demtirely  for  orders).  "I  wonder 
had  you  ever  a  lover  r  "  "  Well. 
Ma'm,  what  do  you  think  ? '' 
"Say,  what  happened  him,  any- 
way?" "Why,  he  left  me, 
Ma'm,  left  me  for  Another ; 
and"  (regretfully)  "we  might 
have  married,  and  had  such 
heavenly  twins ;  and,  oh !  he  had 
such  a  beautiful  crest  on  his 
writing-paper  I " 

A  moment's  tension  follows ;  the 

next  sees  the  lady  feeling  for  a 

She  spins  it  deftly.    "Heads,  he  stays; 


coin  in  her  dres€hpocketc    _^ ^. 

tails,  he  goes !    Tails !  by  all  that  is  virtuous." 

"  Betsy  ! "    (Her  voice  is  firm,  like  a  quickset  hedge.)    "  Betsy  ! 

I  cannot  spare  my  *  nighty '  just  now,  but  your  white  a^on  will  do 

as  well.  You  (fo  love  me.  don't  you  ?  "  (Kisses  her.)  "Then  for  my 

I  sake  go  and  hang  yourself  for  a  little  while  on  the  gooseberry-bush, 


nehe 


then,  when  the  winds  are  hushed  and  the  steam  is  shut  off  for  the  .  Mind !  the  ^ooi^^rry-bush ! "    "  Tes,  Ma'm." 

mght,  we  would  fly  with  no  visible  means  of  locomotion  over  the  |     A  rare  fidelity !    And  ao  few  men  could  have  understood  or  even 

silvery  de«p!    Tou  smile  ?    Where  is  the  pwn  ?"    "Oh !  if  I  could   spelt  the  why  in  Betsy  ! 

only  have  the  yacht  without  yon  in  it  I"    ftfe  winces.)   "Tes,  I  say,  -----« 


give  us  women  freedom  and  we  would  all  go  one  better  than 
NAP0LS0I7.  Nelsox  kucw  nothing  of  the  eternal  I !  Bah !  and  he  was 
blind  in  the  other."  "  Tou  strange  creature ! "  "  No,  not  stnmge ; 
only  true.    Were  I  more  elusive  I  mifht  be  more  fascinating." 

A  long  silence  broken  onlv  by  theooirp  c^  a  grasshopper.  The  air 
is  charged  like  a  battery.  It  seems  that  a  submarine  cable  connects 
thesd  two  souls.  Neverthdess,  fthe  distinctiy  observes  tiiat  the 
grasshopper  has  strained  his  AduUes-teiulon.    Curious  that  at  such 


Two  hours  later  she  wakes  up.  and  remembers  the  faithful  girl ! 
Perhaps  it  is  even  now  too  late !  She  hurries  through  her  toilet. 
The  daguerreotype  shows  no  sigrn.  Threads  of  bogwool  float  per- 
sistently in  the  summer  air.  She  is  by  the  gooseberry-bush  with  a 
stout  pair  of  scissors.  Too  late !  The  girl  is  gone !  Another  hand, 
a  hand  that  held  a  stop-watch,  has  cut  her  down,  and  Betsy  is  by 
this  time  a  free  and  unfettered  woman,  on  her  way  to  a  vacht. 

The  grey  man,  after  all,  had  his  consolation. v^  O  O  5 1^ 
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ALL   HER   PLAY. 

Cauniry  Oentieman  {io  rurvaus  man,  whom  he  has  mourUed),  **By  Jove,  Old  Chap,  never  saw  the  Mare  so  fresh  !    Take  care 
YOU  ain't  off  I  *'  Nervous  Man  (heartily),  **  W— w— wish  to  goodness  I  were  ! " 


LAYS  FROM  THE  LINKS. 

n.— A  TOAST 

Fill  up  your  glasses !    Bumpers  round 

Of  Sootland's  mountain  dew  I 
With  triple  clink  my  toast  you  '11  drink, 

The  Links  I  pledge  with  you : 
The  Links  that  bind  a  million  hearts, 

There 's  magic  in  their  name, 
The  Links  that  lie  'neath  every  sky. 

And  the  Royal  and  Ancient  Game ! 

A  health  to  all  who  **  miss  the  globe,'' 

The  special  **  stars  "  who  don^t ; 
May  thousands  thrive  to  tee  and  drive 

As  Jehu's  self  was  wont! 
No  tee  without  a  caddie— then 

The  caddies  with  acclaim  I 
A  health,  I  say,  to  all  who  play 

The  Royal  and  Ancient  Grame ! 

Long  life  to  all  who  face  the  foe, 

And  on  the  green  **  lie  dead  " ! — 
An  envied  lot,  as  all  men  wot, 

For  gallant  "  lads  in  red  " : 
Where  balls  fly  fast  and  iron-shots  plough 

Win  medals,  trophies,  f  ame : 
Your  watchword  "  Fore  I "    One  cheer— two 
more — 

For  the  Royal  and  Ancient  Game !  . 

Then  '*  toe  and  heel  it "  on  the  green 

(You  '11  make  your  partner  swear), 
But  J  '11  be  bound  your  dance,  a  round, 

With  luck  will  end  fdl  square ! 
Win,  lose,  or  halve  the  match— what  odds  ?— 

We  love  our  round  the  same : 
Though  luck  take  wing,  **tne  play's  the 
thing," 

The  Royal  and  Ancient  Game ! 


Then^  Royal  and  Ancient  Game,  accept 
This  tribute  lay  from  me ; 

From  me  then  take,  for  old  sake's  sake, 
Hiis  toast— Long  life  to  thee! 

A  long,  long  life  to  thee,  old  friend- 
None  worthier  the  name — 

With  three  times  three,  long  life  to  the? 
0  Royal  and  Ancient  Game ! 


THE  NEW  BROOM  AND  THE  NEW  WHIP. 

Mr.  Thomas  Ellis  is  to  be  the  New  Govern- 
ment  Whip.    Humph  I    Prominent   Welsh 
member— very  advanced  Radical — ^new  man 
—totally  disconnected  with  old  **  Patronage 
Secretary*'  traditions  of  wealth  and  family  in- 
fluence !  £LLis*8first  state  will  hardly  be  EUis- 
ian  one  fears.    But  Punch  wishes  him  success. 
One  fancies  one  can  hear  the  new  Pbbmier 
piping— after  *'  The  AdmiraPs  Broom  "  ; 
"  A  new  Whip  at  the  fore !  "  said  he, 
*  A  Welsh  Whip  is  tho  sign  for  me, 
That  the  world  may  know 
Fresh  nous  and  go 
Rule  the  Lib-e-ral  Par-tee ! " 


A  Bad  Second  to  Sir  Bdwin. 

**  Lo !  as  the  wind  is,  so  is  mortal  life. 
A  moan,  a  sigh,  a  sob,  a  storm,  a  strife ; " 
Or  naught  is  solid  in  this  tearful  vale. 
And  everything  is  **  very  like  a  %Dail!  " 

Before  the  Boat-racb.— -A  young  lady  of 
sporting  proclivities  told  Mrs.  R.  that  **  she 
went  to  see  the  crews  practising,  and 
*  spotted'  her  favourite  blue."  **  How  un- 
fortunate !  *'  exclaimed  Mrs.  R.,  ssrmpathetic- 
all^r;  **but  I  think  I  know  a  receipt  for 
twng  out  the  spots." 


"H0NI80ITQUIMALYPENSL" 

['*  Anyone  who  not  only  drinks  alcoholic  liquor 
out  of  a  shoe,  but  permits  others  to  do  so,  is  unfit 
for  Human  Society.  * 

Mr,  Harri9,  in  a  recent  iuit,"] 

Why,  Mr.  Harkis,  why  this  harsh  decree  ? 
Since  Royal  Edward  honoured  Beauty's  knee 
The  Socialist,  more  social,  ecUte  que  coute^ 
Gbing  one  better,  honours  Beauty's  foot. 
And,  lest  the  Democratic  mug  looks  glum, 
Quaifs  from  Northampton's  Cypripedium. 
Why.  if  we  do  not  dnnk  to  inebriety, 
Should  such  a  cup  unfit  us  for  Society  ? 
Are  shoes  inhuman,  or  is  drinking  bestial  ? 
To  true  men  '*  Wein  und  Wei"  are  both 

celestial. 
The  gallant  Sellikger,  if  tales  be  true. 
Toasted  the  fair  one  from  her  daintv  shoe, 
And  Social  Democrats  have  this  of  numan. 
That  they  can  play  the  fool  about  a  woman. 
But,  Mr.  Harris.  Mr.  Harris,  you 
Deserve  no  love,  lor  slighting  Beauty's  shoe. 
You  should  be  handed  o'er  to  Mrs,  Grundy, 
With  cameo  brooch,  long  chain,  and  silks  o' 

Sunday, 
Who'd  brand  the  Graces  as  three  foreign 

shockers, 
And  cram  poor  Cupid  into  knickerbookers. 
Yes,  where  brave  days  of  powder  and  of 

patch 
Such  brief  abandonment  of  joy  would  snatch, 
And  modem  Democrats  the  same  would  win. 
Proving  that  woman  makes  the  whole  world 

kin. 
We  want  no  legal  phantom  of  prropriety 
To  flx  his  Human  canons  of  Society. 
But  soft.    No  comment  on  a  law  report  I 
**  Honour  the  King !  "—here 's  no  oonf 

«'^C'>^niniti7.dhv 


a  law  report  i 
ire's  no  contempt 

Uoog  fel 
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OUR  BOOKINC-OFHCL 

**RECO]naarp  me  a  good 
novel,"  write  his  many  friends 
to  the  Baron,  to  whom  present- 
Ivhedoth  renly,unhesitatingly: 
*' Ask  for  Mook9  of  Steel,  and 
seethatyouget it.''  'Tiswrit by 
one  Helen  Pbothebo  Lewis, 
and  published  by  Messrs. 
Hutchinson  &  Co.  ,  so  now  you 
know  as  much  as  the  best-in- 
formed advertisement  oan  tell 
you.  'lis  a  queer  title,  nay.  a 
bad  title.  "  a  title,"  quoth  tiie 
Baron,  *  that  set  me  a^r&instit 
for  some  time."  There  it  lay  on 
his  table  neglected,  when  one 
afternoon,  having  unexpected- 
ly finished  his  tale  of  work,  it 
occurred  to  the  mighty  mind 
of  the  Baron,  or  the  Baronial 
mind,  that  there  might  possi- 
bly be  something  sharp  in 
Hooks  of  Steel.  * '  Ladies  and 
gentlemen,  mj  readers  all,  'tis 
a  very  powerful  novel,  a  well- 
imagined,  well-developed  plot, 
worked  out  bv  means  tho- 
roughly original,  and  by  simply 
natural  characters."  To  what 
is  somewhat  conventionally 
melodramatic  in  it,  the  abor- 
tiveabduction,  to  wit,the  Baron 
has  some  objection ;  not  on  the  { 
score  of  its  improbability, — for 
who  can  say  with  certain  given 
characters  what  may  or  may 
not  be  probable  as  long  as  the 
personages  of  the  drama  are 
represented  as  acting  oonsiBt- 
ently  with  the  characters  as- 
signed to  them  by  their  author  ? 

Critically  speakiug  as  to  the 
heroine,  the  making  ner  such  a 
student  of  Shaespkaee  that 
she  apj)lie8  quotations  to  every 
situation  in  which  she  finds 
herself,  is  rather  a  nuisance  to 
the  reader,  and  must  have  been 
somewhat  hampering  to  the 
authoress.  There  are  old  farces 
and  antiquated  novels  in  which 


''LABBT/'  0£  THE  PABLIAMENTABT  'PETER  BELL.*' 


'  A  Pbimrose  bt  a  BIVEB*8  bbim, 

A  YELLOW   PbIMBOSE  WAS  TO  HIM, 

AXD  IT  WAS  NOTHING   KOBE." — fForcUu'Orih, 


the  same  idea,  always  more  or 
less  wearisome.has  been  worked 
to  death,  and  long  ago  played 
out.  Here  it  is  quite  unneces- 
sary, and  adds  nothing  to  the 
humorous  portions  of  the  story, 
which  are  good  enough  in 
themselves  a^  without  this. 
Had  the  authoress,  giving  her 
heroine's  childish  reminis- 
cences of  home,  written  nothing 
else  but  the  following  bria 
summary  of  her  early  family 
history,  it  would  have  atoned 
for  some  dreary  chapters,  did 
any  such  exist.  The  Baron 
begs  to  quote  this  passage : — 
"Of  my  father,  I,  though  for 
different  reasons,  find  it  difficult 
to  write.  He  left  when  I  was  rery 
youn^.  He  took  the  goyemeas 
with  him.    I  was  glad  of  that." 

Isn't  it  perfect?  What  a 
summary.  The  child  was  six 
or  seven  at  the  time,  and  just 
remembers  her  delight  at  the 
removal  of  the  gpvemess.  A 
domestic  drama  in  four  lines : 
the  quintessence  of  pathos  and 
humour  combined,  at  least,  so 
thinks  the  Baron,  nor  can  he 
recall  at  this  moment  any  pas- 
sage equally  brief  in  Stebnb 
or  Thacxerat  that  tells  a 
whole  drama  of  events  and 
emotions  in  so  few  words. 
Read  it.  my  friends,  ye  who 
ask  me  for  a  book,  says 

The  Bahon  dx  B,-W, 


Deuohted  to  Heab  IT.— 
The  eminent  physician,  Sir 
WiLLiAX  Broadbent,  Bart., 
is  restored  to  health.  This 
is  excellent  news,  and  could 
hardly  have  been  expected, 
seeinfr  that  the  doctor  who 
was  first  called  in  to  attend 
his  brother  medico  was  awed! 
But  Sir  William  soon  begran 
to  rally  when  complying  with 
his  adviser's  Oref-inances. 


^^THE  NURSEEY  OF  THE  STAGE.^^ 

How  marvellous  is  Mr.  ARTHrs  Robebts  in  I>on  Juan  at  the 
Gaiety.  Whether  he  be  a  gentleman  bathing,  or  a  cockney  sports- 
man out  fishing  or  shooting,  or  a  music- 
hall  masher,  or  an  ancient  Greek  philo- 
sopher, or  an  auctioneer,  or  twenty  other 
characters  in  the  same  piece,  for  he  is 
everything  in  turn  and  nothiue  long, 
he  is  the  cause  of  continual  ana  spas- 
modic merriment.  I  am  informed  that 
there  is  scarcely  a  performance  of  his 
without  a  surprise  for  the  audience, 
and  equally  so  lor  those  ^ho  are  on  the 
scene  with  him. 
Miss  C188IE  LoFirs 
is  capital  with  her 
imitations  of  pop- 
ular vocalists,  and 
Mr.  Edmund  Payne 
^  _  as     something     or 

l^"^^  ^^^i^^^Sk^  other  —  it    doesn't 

^^*'"»^*^^^^**  matter  a  bit  whtt, 

as  he  has  nearly  as  manj  changes  of  costume  as 
Mr.  Abthctb  Robebts— is  very  droll.  The  dan- 
cing, of  course,  is  good,  and  Miss  Louise  Mon- 
tague ouffht  to  be  able  to  do  a  great  deal  more 
than  she  does,  if  she  ever  gets  a  chance  in  either 
Comic  Opera  or  Opera  Boime.  It  is  a  pity  that 
Miss  Millie  Htlton  should  in  one  of  her  songs 
suggest  an  inevitable  comparison  between  her 
ana  Nellie  Fabren  in  the  latter*s  inimitable 


Street  Arab,  written  by  the  late  Robebt  Reeck,  and  marvellously 
sung  and  acted  bv  Miss  Nellie  as  Aladdin,  Miss  Htlton  might  be 
very  well  satisfied  with  the  success  of  her  **  Linger  Longer  1a>o  /  '* 
which  is  still  in  the  full  swing  of  its  popularity. 

*'  I  hear,"  said  one  Royal  Academi- 
cian to  another  R.A.,  but  which  Royal 
A.  it  was,  and  who  was  the  other  R.  A., 
I  have  quite  forgotten,  '*  I  hear  that 
you  like  my  pictures,  but  vou  describe 
my  skies  as  *  putty.*  "  Well,  my 
dear  fellow."  returned  Tother  R.A.,  ^_^ 
pleasantly,     I  own  I  did.    But—I^m  J^^^ 


rery  fond  of  putty, ^^    So  of  the  Gaiety 

piece  and  players  with  Abthub  Robebts 
at  their  head ;  it  is 
mere  child's  play; 
it  is  like  children  in 
the  nursery  dress- 
ing up,  saying. 
**Xow  1*11  pretend 
to  be  so-and-so,** 
or  acting  eccentric 
scenes   with    their  ' 

toy  theatre  and  shoving  on  any  characters  in  any 
costume,  letting  them  do  anything  without 
rhynie  or  reason,  but  always  funnily,  absurdly 
funnily,  and  all  done  in  the  best  of  all  possible 
spirits.  I  am  very  fond  of  such  nursery  enter- 
tainments :  and  the  Gaiety  Theatre  might  well  be 
styled  '*  The  Nursery  of  the  Staare,**  with  Abthue 
Robebts  as  the  big  baby,  the  aosurdest,  whimsi- 
calest,  oomicalist,  laughabl§8t  baby  of  thegi  all. 
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ESSENCE   OF   PARLIAMENT. 

EXTKACTED  FROM  THE  DIARY  OF  TOBY,  M.P. 

House  of  Commons^  Monday,  March  12.— UnuBual  bustle  in  both 
Hoases  to-daf.  Remember  in  days  ^one  by  how  Joseph  Oillib,  in 
course  of  all-ni^ht  sittinj^,  repaired  to  Library,  stretched  himself  on 
two  chairs,  slept  the  sleep  of  the  just,  turned  up  afrain  in  House  at 
six  o'clock  in  the  morning,  '*  feeling,"  as  he  said,  **like  a  Riant 
refreshed.''  Longrest  Session  on  record  having  been  balanced  (on 
CsASLES  Lamb's  principle  of  attendance  at  office)  by  shortest  recess 
ever  known,  Members  come  back  to-day  so  many  giants  refreidied. 
Sat  through  226  days  and  nights  in  Session  that  closed  last  Monday ; 
beirinning  afresh  this  Monday  ready  to  sit  on  till  Christmas  Eve. 

One  place  vacant— at  least,  tilled  by  another.  Mr.  G.  will  no  more 
be  seen  on  Treasury  Bench.  In  his  seat  towers  the  colossal  figure  of 
the  Squibe  oe  Malwood. 

**  Yes,"  said  the  Squire,  as  we  shook  hands  with  all  the  warmth 
engendered  by  prolonged  absence  of  six  davs,  *'  both  Houses  under 
entirely  new  management.  Hope  we  shall  ao  well :  certainly  failure 
will  not  result  from  lack  of  effort.  Don't  know  which  has  the  harder 
task,  RosxBERT.  with  a  majority  of  six  to  one  against  him ;  or  me, 
with  a  nominal  minority  of  36  behind  me.  Have  offered  Sage 
OF  (iuEEN  Anke's  Gate  to  RosEBEKT.  Might  Create  him  Baron 
Twickenham  of  Pope's  Villa.  Rosebeby  says  better  leave  things 
as  they  are.  Dangeous  experiment  to  make  a  Radical  a  Peer. 
Within  twelve  months  the  Sage  would  drift  towards  the  Dukes, 
and  Twickenham  would  be  counted  among  the  Dissentient 
Liberals." 

"  Well,"  I  said,  **  your  majority  at  least  is  all  right.    If  it  pulled 

through  fruch  a  Session  as  the  fast  it  will  do  anything.    Certainly 

^^.  _  you've  lost  Mabjoribankh, 

'''~~   '     '■  "'  a  Heaven-bom  whip.    But 

Ellis  is  a  capital  fellow, 
and,  moreover,  *  Bobbt  ' 
sticks  to  the  old  ship.  With 
Youth  at  the  prow  and  Ellis 
at  the  helm,  she'll  travel 
far" 

**Ah!"  said  the  Squire, 
stroking  his  chin,  a  troubled 
look  crossing  his  ingenuous 
countenance,  **  but  the  worst 
of  our  majority  is  that  it 's 
always  threatening  to  split 
up.  Our  little  household  is 
in  a  chronic  state  of  giving 
a  month's  notice.  There  *s  the  Irish  Cook,  represented  by  John 
Redmond  and  the  rest  of  the  Muses,  gives  notice  that  unless  we  do 
something  impossible  he  'II  leave.  Then  the  Welsh  housemaid  writes 
to  say  if  she  ^s  obliged  to  go  to  church  on  Sundays  she  won't  stay  in 
the  place.  Even  the  Scotch  Butler  threatens  to  go  unless  we,  inUr 
alia,  veto  the  opportunities  of  other  people  to  set  whuskey  when 
they  want  it.  Vve  often  thought,  dear  Toby,  tnat  if  I  started  in 
business  again  with  any  prospect  of  reaching  the  position  of  Leader, 
I  should  come  out  as  a  Tory.  Ijook  at  Prince  Arthur's  happy 
lot.  It's  rare,  indeed,  that  anyone  on  his  side  kicks  over 
traces.  If  they  do,  the  Prince  has  only  to  hint  that  if  this  sort  of 
thing  goes  on  he  'II  go  off.  Thereupon,  stamping  and  rearing  cease ; 
the  truculent  *  Neigh,  Neigh!'  becomes  the  disciplinea  *Yea, 
Yeai '  At  best  of  times  it's  no  easy  thing  to  drive  the  Liberal 
coach.  Just  now,  with  the  road  up  in  many  places,  and  the  team 
restive,  it 's  peculiarly  hard  for  a  new  coachman." 
Bwnness  aone, — Opening  of  New  Session. 


^3^-= 


Mrs.  Ghnindy's  View  of  It. 

Oh.  fudge,  Mrs.  Crack anthorpe  I    Fie,  fie,  Miss  Cuffe  ! 

Girls  over  the  pales  of  Propriety  bolting  P 
Kick  over  my  chaperon  traces  ?    Oh,  stuff ! 

This  **  Revolt  oi  the  Daughters"  is  simply— revolting  I 


Arctic  Polo.— Mr.  Jackson  will  take  on  his  Arctic  £xi)edition 
some  horses  of  the  Russian  Tundra  Country.  The  Tifnes  speaks  of 
them  as  **wiry  little  animals,"  and  adds  that  **if  they  cannot  be 
used  for  draught  purposes,  they  ¥rill  be  readily  convertible  into  food," 
Rare  beasts  I  Good  for  work  when  alive,  and,  when  killed,  equally 
available  for  food  or  for  drink,  I'.e.  **  draught  purposes." 


From  Our  Owx  General  Exam.  Paper  (tciih  Answer  hy  Our 
First' Class  Stoopid).—Q,  Give  the  occupation  and  business  of  a 
Stevedore.  Ans,  He  is  a  great  personage  in  a  Spanish  Bull-fight, 
and  comes  in  before  the  Matadore.  If  the  Stevedore  doesn't  kill  the 
bull,  the  Matadore  does,  if  he  can. 


MONSIEUR  RIP  AT  ASNifiRES. 

(A  Legend  of  the  Boat-race,) 

Monsieur  Rip,  when  he  closed  his  eyee  on  the  banks  of  the  Seine 
,  at  Asni^res,  was  wearing  a  boating  costume  of  the  latest  node. 
There  had  been  pictures  of  him  in  the  print  shops  of  the  Rue  de 
Rivoli,  and  he  had  accepted  them  as  fsithrul  nortraits. 
I     **  Yes,"  said  he,  as  he  glanced  at  one  of  tnese  engravings ;  **my 
dress  is  not  exaggerated.    I  have  hiffh  boots  like  those  worn  by  life 
Guards  in  *  Old  England '  and  the  Cent  Gardi 
of  the  Seoond  Empire.    Yes ;  and  my  stiff  linen 
shirt,  and  my  even  stiffer  linen  collar,  is  admir- 
ably represented.    Again ,  here  are  my  bnclukiii 
breeches,  and  my  lavender  kid  glomes,  and  my 
.t-i7^«Hii«tTJ»'"*  delicately  tinted  necktie^  and  my  artistically 
'&^  .SHIflJiiQl         arranged  button-hole.    1  am  here  to  the  life. 
^^^^^^         It  is  the  costume  of  the  French  boating-man! 

^^  ^ViV        Long  live  France ! " 

^    Urn      'WB  So  said  Monsieur  Rip  before  dosing  his  cyee 

and  dreaming  his  dream.  Then  oame  his  vision. 
He  saw  in  nis  sleep  delegrates  from  England 
coming  to  Paris  and  teaching  his  countiymen 
how  to  row,  and  how  to  train  for  boat-racing.  His  compatriots  were 
initiated  in  the  mysteries  of  the  tub,  and  the  advantages  of  the 
matutinal  scamper.  He  could  not  make  it  out.  It  was  contrary  to 
the  traditions  of  the  race.  He  was  quite  the  '*  sporting  man."  bat 
then  it  was  a  **  sporting  man  "  of  his  own  particular  pattern.  When 
he  went  a  hunting  it  was  with  a  short  sword  ana  a  huge  horn. 
When  he  raeed  he  chose  August  fur  hurdles  and  other  obstacles. 

After  a  while  he  came  to  himself.  He  rubbed  his  eyes.  Where 
were  the  pleasure-boats  of  his  delightful  Asni^res.  with  their  csrgo 
of  long-booted  swains  and  elegant!^  attired  damsds  ?  Where  were 
his  counterparts  and  their  companions  f  They  had  gone.  It  wis 
early  morning,  and  there  he  saw  a  sight  which  fairly  filled  him  with 
amazement.  He  noticed  a  number  of  athletes,  clad  in  flannek 
running  steadily  round  a  cinder-path,  evidently  doing  a  fixed 
distance.  They  looked  like  thorough  John  Bills,  and  nsd  not  s 
soup^on  of  the  petit-maitre  who  used  so  frequently  to  be  the  model 
of  the  artists  of  the  boulevards, 

"Why  Jules.  Alphonse,  GustaveI"  cried  the  astonished 
Monsieur  Rip.    **  What  are  you  doing  ?  " 

Jules  stopped,  but  the  others  went  on. 

**  We  are  training  for  Uie  great  boat-race  between  London  and 
Paris,"  explained  Jules.  **  I  can  give  you  a  few  minat^  as  I  tm 
in  the  centre  of  the  boat,  and  need  not  keep  down  my  weight  to  the 
limit  of  those  others." 

**I  am  glad  to  see  you,  my  dear  friend,"  said  Monsieur  Rip. 
*'And  you  must  breakiast  with  me.  A  mouthful  of  soup,  a  sole 
d  la  Xormande.  a  ragoHi  of " 

**  Stop,  stop  I "  interrupted  Jules.  **  I  had  my  breakfast  at  eight, 
and  our  coach  doesn't  allow  kickshaws.  I  have  to  practise  for  t 
couple  of  hours." 

**  But  it  is  raining,  my  dear  friend,"  cried  Monsieur  Rip.  **  Yon 
surely  will  not  run  the  risk  of  spoiling  your  clothes  with  the  rain. 
For  you  cannot  row  with  an  umorella."  Jules  laughed,  and  said 
that  he  did  not  citre  a  jot  for  a  ducking.  On  the  contrary,  he 
liked  the  rain,  as  it  made  the  river  ''nice  ^-^ 

and  wet" 

*'  And  you  have  adopted  the  manners  and  ^ ' 
customs  of  Albion  the  Perfidious?"   con- 
tinued Monsieur  Rip. 

**  Don't  you  call  names,"  said  Jules, 
indignantly.  '*Our  friends,  the  English, 
are  particularly  good  fellows,  and  we  like 
them.  '  A  fellow- training  makes  us  won- 
drous kind,'  to  adapt  Shakspeare  to  the 
emergencies  of  the  moment."  _  __ 

**  You  mean  Siiak-is-pearb,  the  great  — .^^i?^^^^^  9, 
Villiams?" 

**  I  mean  what  I  say.  and  nothing  else,"  said  downright  Jules. 
**  It  seems  to  me,  old  chap,  you  are  sU^htly  out  of  date.    You  are 

the  Frenchman  for  laughter,'  which  is  as  scarce  as  the  *  Anglait 


to  me,  old  chap,  you  are  slightly  out  of  date.    You  arc 

;hman  for  laughter,'  which  is  as  scarce  as  the  *  Anglait 

pour  rtre,'    Come,  I  can  waste  no  more  time  on  you.    So  good-bye." 

'*  But  I  have  been  asleep  for  twenty  years."  cried  Monsieur  Kip. 
"What  had  I  better  do  P**^ 

**  Why,  go  to  sleep  again,  as  the  world  has  caught  you  up  and 
passed  you.  France  is  no  longer  the  laughing-stock  of  England. 
^  Mossoo '  is  out  of  date,  and  we  xnow  how  to  hold  our  own." 

So  Monsieur  Rip,  seeing  that  he  was  "not  in  it,"  took  Jules's 
advice,  and  commenced  a  fresh  slumber. 


Approachiko  FnrANCiAL  Crisis.— On  Saturday,  the  17th  instant, 
there  will  be  a  great  run  on  two  well-known  banks.  Don*t  be  panic- 
stricken !  'tis  the  day  fixed  for  the  Univ( — -*-  ^-^ 
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AVAOEMECUMFORTHE 
EASTER  HOUDAYS. 

{By  a  Misanthrope  who  does 
not  intend  to  observe  them. ) 

Question,  What  is  the 
great  advantage  of  the 
Easter  holiday  over  any 
other  vacation  r 

Answer,  That  it  is  shorter  • 
than  anv  of  its  rivals. 

Q.  Then  yon  do  notoon- . 
aider  it  a  recreation  ?  ; 

A,  Certainly  not  *  on  the 
contrary,  I  helieve  it  to  be 
distinctly  a  labonr. 

Q,  In  what  shape  does 
the  labonr  lay  ? 

A,  In  the  shape  of  so- 
called   pleasure-trips  and 
other    testivities    eqnally  i 
foolish  and  fraudulent.        • 

Q.  But  surely  you  find  i 
a  visit  to  Paris  and  back ! 
in  four  days  a  delightful 
relaxation  r 

A,  Indeed  I  do  not  If 
the  sea  is  calm  the  hotels 
are  sure  to  be  full ;  and  if ' 
there  is  a  rourh  passage 
nothing  on  earth  vml  com- 
pensate for  the  couple  of 
hours  of  pure  misery.  ' 

Q.  But  surely  travelling  i 
at  Easter  is  popular  ?  | 

A,  8o  popular  that  every  , 
one  does  it  and  inconve- 
niences every  one  else. 

Q,   But  nowadays  the 
railway  and  boat  arrange-  \ 
ments  are  so  excellent  ?       i 

A,  Sufficiently  excellent 
to  give  a  foundation  for  a 
irt  that  they  might  be 


Q,  But  would  we  not  find 
at  ^s  moment  hundreds  of 
compatriots  abroad  ? 

A,  Unite  so ;  which  af- 


**Pennt  'Addick." 


fords  the  best  reason  for  re- 
maining at  home. 

Q.  In  your  opinion,  are 
your  countrymen  to  be 
shunned  when  discovered 
on  the  Continent  ? 

A,  Why,  certainly.  If 
they  are  personally  con- 
ducted thev  are  on  bad 
terms  with  Likdlbt  Mub- 
&AT,  and  if  they  travel  en 
prince  they  are  simply  in- 
supportable. 

Q.  But  suppose  you  avoid 
your  fellow-travellers,  will 
not  your  Easter  trip  abroad 
under  those  circumstances 
be  exgoyable  P 

A,  No,  for  you'willlthen 
have  to  endure  the  hotel 
proprietors,  who  **  do  "  you 
both  as  toyour  accommoda- 
tion and  as  to  your  pocket. 

Q.  Is  it  necessary  tiiat 
you  should  always  meet 
with  swindling  caravan- 
sary keepers? 

A,  Not  necessary,  but 
habitnaL 

Q.  But  does  not  foreijp 
travel  enlarge  the  mind  ? 

A,  Not  necessarily,  al- 
though it  may  lighten  the 
purse,  and  extend  one's 
knowledge  (and  use)  of 
strong  language. 

Q.  Then  what  is  your  best 
way  of  enjoying  Easter  P 

A,  By  igrnoring  it. 

Q.  And  you  would  keep 
on  at  your  ordinary  work  P 

A,  Certainly,  for  it 
would  be  less  labour  than 
trying  unsuccessfally  to 
find  recreation  in  the  nard 
toil  of  imaginary  relaxation. 


Mei^u  for  the  Unem- 
ployed.— Hors  (Topurre, 


RIDICULOUS  EIO. 

Bio    guns    bombarding    with    blundering 
bluster.  ' 

Soldiers  and  sailors,  a  terrible  muster,  { 

Firing  and  lighting,  ferocity,  fluster ; 

The  trio. 
Marshal  and  Admirals,  had  such  a  buster 

At  Rio ! 

Booming   and    bursting    and   beating   and  i 
hanging,  | 

Threats  of  imprisonment,  exile,  and  hanging,  j 

Vituperation,  abusing,  haranguing ! 
Yet  we  owe 

Thanks  for   the   joke  to  these  gentlemen 
slanging  At  Rio. 

Marshal  Peixoto  defied  Mello,  Gama  ; 
Sounds  not  unlike  what  it  was^  melodrama. 
Fighting  for  months,  yet  they  seemed  not  to 
harm  a  donkey  (oh  I) 
Much   less   a   man,    sailor,    townsman,    or 
farmer.  At  Rio. 


TO  THE  GIRL  OF  TO-DAY. 

(A  Screed  by  an  Anatomical  Poet,)  i 

["  There  is  a  terrible  rumour  abroad.  .  .  .  The 
enormous  and  preposterous  shoulders^  that  girls  | 
have  been  wearing,  are  of  no  inconsiderable 
weight,  and  this  has  brought  about  a  development  I 
of  the  deltoid  and  neighbouring  muscles;  conse-  | 
quently  a  permanent  enlargement  supervenes,  i 
and  the  grsccful,  policed,  wcU-shaped  shoulder  of  j 
the  English  maiden  is  likelj  soon  to  oiBappear  alto-  { 
gether.^'— **  Tht  fiystanda,''  Graphic,  March  10.] 


QiEBY.— When  last  week  Parliamentary 
questions  were  occupying  most  minds  of  any 
voting  power,  there  appeared  a  large-trped 
heading  to  a  column  of  the  Dailj^  News^    Re- 
turn of  Mr.  W.  H.  Stkad  ! "    At  first  sight  j 
the  readers  put  down  paper  and  exclaimed, , 
**  Stkad  an  M.P. !  Where  has  he  been  stand-  > 
ing  for  ?  "    Then,  on  resuming  their  perusal, '  Beware,  rash  girl,  the  hypertrophic  size 
they  discovered  that  he  had  just  come  back      Of  thews  that  have  with  fifty-pound  dumb- 
from  Chicago.    But— why  come  back  P  bell  toyed, 

VOL.  CVL  V 


'  Nor  rival  Caryatid,  pillar- wise. 

In    poising  Atlas-weights    with    massy 
deltoid! 

'Twere  vain,  indeed,  your  shoulder  snowy- 
white 
Outgleamed    the   fabled    ivory    limb    of 
relops. 
If,  fashion-thralled  with  gear  of  monstrous 

height, 
I     Its  curve  to  disproportioncd  bulk  develops ! 

Deal  gently  with  a  woman's  fairest  charm, 
'     Nor  cultivate  a  hure  acromion  process— 
I  Far  better  show  a  duly  rounded  arm, 
I     Than  marred  with  unsymmetrio  exostoses. 

Besides,  those  Brobdingnagian  epaulets 
Serve  but  to  dwarf  and  hide  a  dainty  pro- 
file; 
When  such  upholstery  your  face  besets. 
Your  tantalised  admirers*  eyes  with  woe 
fiU! 

Return,  I  praj[,  to  costume  a  la  Qrecque— 
No  more  with  fardels  strain  your  teres 
minor ! 
And  cast  Worth's  grievous  yoke  from  off 
your  neck. 
Unshackled  oy  his  fashion-plate  designer ! 


The  '*  Liberal"  Party.— First  a  Majority 
of  Two,  then  a  Minority  of  Two,  Evidently 
the  Liberal  Party  is  going  to  the  deuce ! 
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BAUAD  07  TEE  SPOOK. 

It  was  the  melancholy  Pstds, 
Within  the  haunted  room. 

**  He  I  can  never,  never  strike  I " 
He  murmured  in  his  ^loom. 

**  My  spiritual  sense  is  sealed. 

What  others  say  they  spy, 
It  never  yet  has  been  revealed 

To  my  material  eye.'' 
•  •  •  • 

That  niffht  he  saw  a  real  Spook 
Bise  mm  the  emj)ty  air. 

And  anxiously  begin  to  look 
And  fumble  everjrwhere. 

He  spoke  no  word,  though  heav>' 
siffhs 

Revealed  his  wretchedness. 
Shoeless  his  feet,  but  otherwise 

He  was  in  evening  dress. 

The     watcher     trembled     with 

delight. 

His  heart  beat  loud  and  fast. 

**  Long  have  I  waited  for  this 

night," 

Hecri^;  **  we  meet  at  last! 

*\And  now  you  stand  before  my 
eyes, 

I  long  to  hear  defined 
The  nature  and  the  boundaries 

Of  matter  and  of  mind. 

**iYou,  you  can  satisfy  our  doubt 
On  many  a  bitter  crux  ! 

What   sayest    thou.    Phantom? 
Ah,  speak  out 
More  clearly.    'Fiat  lux!''' 

Ri^ht  wearily  replied  the  ghost, 
In  grief -worn  accents  slow^ 

•*  I  'm  lookiuff  for  the  shoes  I  lost 
Two  centuries  ago  ! " 

Envoi, 

Ever  the  Phantom  ^s  and  comes, 
Mobbed  by  inquiring  hosts. 

And  there  are  many  Mediums, 
And  there  are  many  ghosts. 


PARTING  SHOT. 

She.  "And  now,  mt  Dkar,  having  oivxn  you  a  bit  of  my 

MIND,    I  'M  off  to  the  DeNTIST  TO  HAVE  MY  ToOTH  8T0PPBD." 

He.  "ExosLLRNT,  Dkak.    And,  whils  hb 's  about  it,  ask  him 
TO  STOP  YOUR  ToNoux  ALSO  1 "  [EkU  «  She  who  OAifT  he  obeyed" 


Yet  spirits  of  *'  the  mighty  dead  " 
Are  never  brought  to  book. 

The  Sx)ook  we  summon  in  their 
stead. 
It  is  an  idle  Spook. 

The  words  that  on  his  lips  are 
found 

Are  trivial  and  untrue. 
The  Borderland  he  hovers  round — 

Naught  else  has  he  to  do. 


A  GLADSTONIAN  LAMENT. 

Thzrx  is  nae  luck   about  the 
House, 
There  is  nae  luck  at  a*. 
There  is    nae    luck  about  the 
House 
When  our  Old  Man 's  awa*  I 


LSTTERABY  OlADSTONIAK  PbOS- 

PEcrrs.— Mr.  Gladstone,  during 
his  retirement,  has  already  com- 
menced letter- writing.  Hebq^an 
with  an  epistle  to  Jones.  It  will 
of  course  be  followed  by  two  or 
three  to  Smith,  a  few  to  Brown, 
and  any  number  to  Sir  Robin- 
son D.  I^. 


To  a  Brute. 

''  We  must  speak  by  the  card.' 
Hamlet, 


You  sav  you 
spade"  • 


'  call  a  spade  a 


But  most  of  us  would  start. 
If  you  by  any  chance  essayed 
To  call  your  heart  a  heart. 

The  Puzzling  Bank  of  Eng- 
land Maxim.— Alwajs  to  tell  the 
whole  truth,  yet  with  eonsider- 
able  reserve, 

Mrs.  R.  has  learnt  the  fashion- 
I  able  game.  Rubicund  Bezique. 


A  DISPASSIONATE  CRITIC. 

T?^e  Jtecluse  of  Brighton  Reads  and  RwninaUs : — 

Humph  !  Pleasant  yet  strange,  passinA^  strange  to  read  the  next 
mnminff  of  the  Parliamentary  fray  in  fieu  of  taking  nart  therein 
ovemiffht!  Newspapers  are  more  interesting  than  I  imagined. 
They  do  not  now  entirely  consist  of  abuse  of  me  !  Pretty  to  observe 
how  they're  beginning  to  say  pleasant  things  about  me.  The  next 
step  I  suppose  will  be  to  regret  me  as  **  a  restraining  influence." 
Fancy  a  firebrand  as  a  restraining  influence  I    As  Horace  says : — 


"  Sunt  quos  eurrieuh  pulverem  Olympieum 
CoUegisse  fuvat," 

Let's  see,  how  have  I  translated  that  ?  No  matter  I  MS.  not  here. 
I've  oollected  plenty  of  Olympic  dust  in  my  time.  How  many 
'*  Kind's  Ransoms  "  I  wonder  ?  Now  I  'm  out  of  it  So  glad  I  At 
least  I  think  1  am.    Wonder  how  the  new  duuioteer  is  getting  on. 

* ' metaque  fervidts 

Evitata  rotis." 

(I  hope  he  remembers  his  Horace.) 

'• palmaque  nobiUs 

Terrarum  dominos  evehii  ad  deos" 

One  ol  that  sort  I  've  no  doubt.  General  ohoms  of jpraise.  Not 
quite  universal  though.  Suppose  the  Thersites  of  Northampton 
would  translate  *'  Terrarum  dominos  "  House  of  Lords,  and  impeach 
the  courtly  Yenusian  as  a  sycophant. 

Well,  well,  **  mohHium  turba  Quiritium  "  not  masters  of  m^jjorities 
DOW.    What  were  those  jocular  Imes  tomeone  sent  me  about  "Xab] 
in  Our  Lobby"? 


Ha !  ha!  ha!  Never  gave  my  mind— like  Canning  and  Sir  Wil- 
frid— ^to  political  doggereL    Perhaps  if  I  'd  stolen  a  few  hours  from 

Homer  and  Horace  to  pen  squibs  for  Punch Well,  no  matter  I 

Doubtless  their  doom  would  nave  been  the  W.  P.  B.  I  {Reads  on,) 
Hillo!  hillol  What  is  all  this  hullabaloo?  Government  beaten— 
on  an  amendment  to  the  Addresa— by  two  votes ! !  I  And  on  the 
motion  of  Thersites,  tool  1 1  Oh,  Rosiebert,  oh.  Sir  William,  this 
is  a  bad  beginning  I  Labbt  in  our  Lobby  indeed  ?  Nothing  of  the 
sort.  And  what 'sit  all  about?  Something  in  Rosebert's  roeech 
to  the  Peers  apparently.    What  has  he  been  saying?    Must  see. 

[Reads  back. 
Tut!  tut!  tut!  Whatatempest  inateooup!  But  why.  Prim- 
rose, did  you  go  out  of  your  way  to  "  agree"  with  the  Marquis? 
Most  indiscreet,  and  unnecessary.  Guts  most  of  the  ground  irom 
under  our  feet,  too,  I  must  admit  Dear,  dear,  dear,  what  a  pity  a 
Prime  Minister  should  ever  be  ambijptous  !  Fatal !  just  as  well 
be  "  inebriated  with  the  exuberance  of  one's  own  verbosity."  Ah,  I 
must  write  to  Rosebert  about  this.  Half  a  mind  to  run  up  by  next 
train  and  put  things  straight  by  a  little  plain  peaking.  Suppose 
that  would  hardly  do,  yet.  Let's  see,  what  is  it  Horace  says 
again? — 

" amhitiosa  recidet 

Omamenta,  parum  claris  hcem  dare  coget^ 
Arguet  amhigue  dictum,  mutanda  notabU 
Fiet  AMUTAROBua," 

'*  He  will  make  him  throw  light  on  the  ports  that  are  not  per- 
spicuous ;  he  will  arraign  what  is  expretsed  ambiguously." 

Ah,  RosEBERT,  I  see  I  muatj^y  the  friendlv  Aristarchub  with 
.w»  you.  as  old  Horace  advises.  Whatever  you  oo  you  must  not  be 
iBT  ambiguous,    Crede  experto !  {Sits  down  to  write  to  that  effect. 


"  The  paperi  and  the  people  all 
Hake  game  of  little  Labbt, 

And  ny  that  cheek  deterres  a  fall, 
When  ohaek  grows  sour  and  shabby. 


He  Bwean  a  Bad  who  truBtf  a  Peer 
Is  foolish,  idse  and  snobby. 

That 'Ball  my  eve!  We '11  by-and-by 
Find  Labbt  m  our  Lobby ! " 


Two  duERiss.— A  most,  if  not  <A«  most  expbaive  Eodeaiastio— 
Isn't  it  the  Bishop  of  Bomb-ay  ?    And,  ^hen  ip  l^dLoanonii 
does  he  wear  a  dyna-mitre  ?    Digitized  by 
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ANACREONTICS  TOR  ALL. 

THE  TEA-TOPER'S  TOAST. 
AiE— "  One  Bumper  at  Parting J*^ 

Onb  thiimx)er  at  parting ! — ^though  many 

Have  poured  from  the  urn  fdnoe  we  met, 
The  fullest,  the  sweetest  of  any 

Remains  to  be  swigeed,  my  dear,  yet. 
The  flavour  that  Souonong  has  in  it 

Is  always  so  slow  to  come  forth,     [minute, 
Now  the  tea's  brewed  and  stewed  to  the 

It  *8  brown  as— bear  from  the  North. 
Our  brewing 's  like  Bruin  I    Full  measure, 

With  plenty  of  oream  dear,  £11  up ! 


I  am  sure,  ma'am,  'twould  give  me  great 
I     To  hand  you  the  twentieth  cup.     [pleasure 
I 
!  Lor !  Betsy,  my  love,  ainH  it  pleasant 

To  i>ause  o'er  the  flavour  awnile  ? 
I  could  drink  thirteen  cups  like  the  present, 

Tet  pass  up  again  with  a  smile. 
**  Swell  wisibly  r  "    Nay,  mum,  the  Master 

Mocked  not  such  tea-drinkinflr  as  ours  I 
Doctor  Johnson  drunk  more  ana  much  faster  / 

I  'm  sure  'tis  more  fragrant  than  flowers. 
8o  come !— mav  our  life's  happy  measure 

Be  all  of  sucn  moments  made  up ; 
Ah!  tea  is  the  old  lady*8  treasure ! 

Do  try  just  another  half  cup ! 


It  picks  you  up  when  you  've  a  sinking, 

And  when  you've  the  blues  makes  you 
I  bright. 

Poets  pipe  of  the  pleasures  of  drinking— 

They   mean    much   more  wine   than    u 
right,— 
Give    me    tea,   when    you  're    sorry    or 
smarting! 

And  tea  when  you  're  dumpish  or  dim  I 
So  fill  up,  my  love,  before  parting^ 

Its  full  liquid  draught  to  the  bnm ! 
Don't  number  'em,  dear,  nor  don't  measure. 

But  brew  on,  pour  out,  and  fill  up ! 
For  if  our  poor  me  holds  true  pleasure, 

'Tis  found  in  the  blessed  tea-cup ! 


LIABLE   TO   MISINTERPRETATION. 

Atc/ul  Young  Brother  {Son  of  Jf.F,H,—to  Sitter,  who,  in  course  of  a  slight  flirtatum,  has  vxindered  too  far  forward  down  Covert 
the  Captain),  "HsRK,  I  say,  Mavdr,  tub  Governor  *h  just  srnt  me  on  to  say  you  *rr  OKTriNo  a  dashed  lot  too  Forwj 
Captain  Sparks,  and  you  ought  to  know  better  f " 


side  with 
ORWARD  with 


ng 


A  TWICE-TOLD  TALE; 

Or,  The  Old,  Old  Story. 

Out  of  the  joy  and  beauty  of  last  night 
There  grows  to  shape  a  spectre  of  afmght, 
As  o'er  the  shining  wave  the  sea-fogs  creep. 
Choking  the  myriad  laughter  of  the  deep. 
Slaying  the   sunshine  with   their  blhioii 
bUght 

All  was  so  fair,  with  fairer  promise  yet ! 
It  is  no  dream,  your  gladness  when  we  met. 
Too  humble  am  I  to  misread  your  grace. 
Yet  was  there  not  a  new  light  in  your  face. 
The  light,   once   seen,    that  no  man   will 
forget? 

Was  not  your  sweet  austerity  surprised 
By  tenderness  in  sympathy  disguised. 
As  when  the  stubborn  winter  steals  away 
In  the  fair  presence  of  the  first  spring  day. 
Smiling  through  a  soft  haie,  toarce  recog- 
nised? 

Tes,  Memory,  candid  friend,  tells  all  too  true. 
That,  Herod-like,  those  infant  hopes  I  slew, 


I  When  with  the  same  ingenuous  conviction, 
I  The   same  impromptu    grace   of    air   and 

I  diction,  i 

I I  told  the  self-same  story  twice  to  you. 

1  JFas  it  to  you  I  let  it  off  before, 
:  That  brilliant-seeming  flash  about  the  floor,    , 
About  the  floor,  and  letting  things  go  slide  r 

wide, 
no 


I  Yes,  I  can  see  vour  calm  eyes  opening  wide 
!  Your  mouth's  laint  quiver  pleading  Oh,  i 
I        more ! " 

I  Would  I  had  been  a  bird  whom  nature's  plan 
I  Prompts  to  a  coda  often  as  they  can  I 
I  A  thrush  is  wise  to  show  he  can  recapture, 
I  As  Brownino  iays,  his  first,  fine,  careless 
I        rapture, 
But  thrush's  wisdom  is  not  wise  in  man ! 

,  'Twixt  you  and  me  there  falls  a  killing  hush. 
I  Severed   from   human    kin     and   raptured 
thrush, 

I  Hated  by  gods  and  men,  a  bore,  a  bore, 

I I  ne'er  can  venture,  sweet,  to  woo  thee  more 
In  profuse  strains  of  unpremeditated  gush. 


IN  A  LADY'S  ALBUM. 
A  Flattering  Evasion, 

'  Were  I  but  Jonss  I  would  strive  worthily 

>  To  hymn   thy  praise  in  soul-pervading 
tones.  [me— 

I  And  laurel  laureate  wreaths  would  oome  to 
Were  I  but  Jones. 

'Midst   piles   of   girdlecakes   and   buttered 
scones 
I  sadly  sit  and  drink  my  cup  of  tea. 

>  All.  all  m  vain  I  range  the  trackless  Zones— 

The   Frigid,   Temperate,  Torrid,  all  the 

I  three. 

I I  would  sing  if  I  oould,  and  make  no  bones 

,     Of  sonnets  by  the  score  in  praise  of  thee — 
,  Jrere  I  but  Jones  ! 


More  Appropriate.— TA*  CUrgy  Direc- 
tory, issued  by  Phillips  of  Fleet  Btreet,  is 
mentioned  as  a  Book  of  Reference.  It  ought 
to  be  **  A  Book  of  Reverences."     |Q|p 
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OUR    BOOKING-OFFICE. 

Burdens  Official  Intelligence  is  out.  with  the  yiolets  and  other 
blushing  evidences  of  Spring.  The  little  thing  is  now  in  its  thir- 
teenth year,  and  the  amount  of  information  it  has  garnered  would 
floor  Lord  Macaxtlat  or  any  class  of  his  young  schoolboys.  There 
seems  to  be  only  one  point  in  which  Mr.  Bubdett  might  add  to  the 
value  of  his  marvellous  and,  to  an  important  section  of  the  com- 
munity, indispensable  volume.  In  addition  to  fullest  particulars 
of  stocks  known  to  the  London  Market,  and  dealt  in  on  the  prin- 
cipal Exchanges,  he  quotes  the  latest  prices  current.  Now,  if  in  a 
pfu*allel  column  ne  would  only  give  the  prices  that  will  be  current 
this  time  next' year,  the  already  inestimable  value  of  the  work 
would  be  materially  increased.  Perhaps  he  will  think  over  this 
suggestion. 

In  Outlines  (HuTCHiNSOii  &  Co.),  Mrs.  HEinaiLSB  has  kept  her  best 
wine  till  the  last.  All  the  four  stories  in  the  dainty  volume  are 
good,  being  marked  by  a  uurity  of  style  which  my  Baronite,  basely 
sheltering  himself  benina  me,  ventures  to  observe  is  not  common 
with  lady  writers.  There  are  scattered  sentences  which  bring  to  the 
pleased  senses  the  sound  of  the  sea,  the  scent  of  the  gorse,  and  the 
restfulness  of  green  meadows  in  which  the  kine  stand.  Moreover, 
Mrs.  Hennikek  has  an  unstrained  humour  that  is  refreshing.  The 
Major  in  the  second  story  is  a  deUj^htf  ul  reality,  which  Mr,  Fludyer^ 
the  statesman  who  has  a  lapse  in  love,  is  not.  Best  of  all,  save 
for  its  atrocious  title,  is  the  last  story,  which  Mrs.  Hekkiker^  in  a 
lapse  almost  as  sad  as  the  statesman's,  calls  **  A  Sustained  Illusion.'' 
It  is  both  powerful  and  pathetic,  a  plot  Dickens  might  have  con- 
ceived, a  story  he  would  nave  read  with  keen  appreciation. 
I L  The  Surrender  of  Margaret  BeUarmine^  in  two  volumes,  by 
Adeline  Seeoeant,  published  by  Mr.  Heinemanit,  who  has  been  a 
^^  bit  lucky  in  his  outputs 

lately,  attracted  the  Baron's 
attention.  'Tis  a  good  title, 
audit  commences  uncom- 
monly well,  the  first  chap- 
ters being  as  appetising  as 
a  piquant  hors  d^otutre, 
"But,"  quoth  the  Baron, 
'*  taking  it  that  *time  is 
money,' then  is  this  story 
like  a  well-sounding  in- 
vestment, which,  after  pay- 
ing well  at  first,  is  eradu- 
ally  compelled  to  let  the 
interest  dwindle  until  we 
come  to  the  conduaion— at 
the  end  of  vol.  II.— that 
the  concern  might  have 
been  wound  up  long  before 
with  advantage  to  the  in- 
vestor." There  is  a  re- 
ligious element  in  it  which 
is  a  bit  puzzling  to  the  Baron.  For  example,  there  is  **  that  saintly 
priest  Father  Larignon^  of  the  Roman  Communion,"  who  at  one 
time  seems  to  be  intended  to  influence  the  heroine  to  a  consider- 
able extent:  but  he  fizzles  out  and  disam)ears.  Then  there  is 
Lady  Inaoldsthorpe^  $  sister,  who  is  a  member  of  the  Community 
of  St.  Hilda's,  and  is  called  ** Sister  Mokica  *in  religion,'"  ana 
who  is  apparently  a  real  genuine  nun.  She,  too,  fades  from  our 
sight.  The  neroine  marries  an  elderly  atheist,  and  herself  becomes 
a  kind  of  sentimental  Nothingarian,  with  a  sneaking  affection  for 
ecclesiastical  lights  and  hymn-tunes.  Later  on  appears  on  the 
scene  a  clergyman,  who  is  sometimes  styled  Father  Clermont^ 
and  sometimes  Mr,  Clermont^  but  who  preaches  and  conducts  the 
service  in  an  Anglican  Protestant  Church,  and  on  a  most  solemn 
occasion,  by  the  bedside  of  a  dyingman,  uses  a  form  of  words 
peculiar  to  a  certain  Roman  rite.  However,  any  question  of  a 
^*  persuasion  "  is  a  mere  trifle  to  this  heroine,  who  can  persuade  herself 
to  prettv  well  anything,  and  such  details  as  these  would  have  escaped 
notice  had  the  story  been  condensed  into  one  volume,  printed 
in  the  same  clear  type  as  it  is  now.  But—*'  Bother  sermons  in 
novels  that  I  take  up  for  amusement,"  quoth  the  Baron.  **  And 
now/'  he  continues,  *  permit  me,  in  view  of  leisure  time  and  the 
conung  Easter  holidays,  to  strongly  recommend  to  your  notice  a 
single-volumed  novel,  by  F  8.  Carew,  entitled  Jim  B,  'Tis  true 
to  nature ;  'tis  a  plain  unvarnished  tale  told  with  dnunatic  simpli- 
city." By  the  way^  apropos  of  the  Baron's  remarks  on  the  clergy- 
men as  represented  in  The  Surrender  of  Margaret  BeUarmine^  here 
in  the  story  of  Jim  B,  are  two  capital  parsonic  sketches.  The  heroine 
of  the  story  is  by  no  means  an  exceptional  i>erson,  thoujgrh  a  i>erson 
to  whom  some  may  take  exception.  Are  there  many  varieties  of  the 
Jim  B,  type  ?  Yes :  but  as  a  rule  they  do  not  end  as  he  ended.  The 
author  of  nis  being  had  pity  on  him.  **  'Tis  an  excellent  piece  of 
work,  and  I  strongly  recommend  it,"  quoth  emphatically, 

T^  Baeon  be  Book-Woems. 


SUGCESTED  TITLES  FOR  MR.  LABOUCHERE'S  NEW  PEERAGE. 

DUKE8. 

The  Duke  of  Dusthole. 


The  Duke  of  Dosshouse. 
,,  Dogsnatch. 
„         Dunnistime. 


Earl  of  Elbergrease. 
„     Whilkbarrow. 
„     Oldierorse. 
„     Hoadjobs. 

haequises. 

Marquis  of  Sparrer- 
grass.! 
„        Fishsnaok.    ,,-^ 
,,        Foaraile. 
,,        Scruashag. 

VISCOUNTS. 

Viscount  Antisope. 
Pottat. 
Larrakin. 
Anklejack. 
Goldengab. 
Sandwich- 

boid. 
Leveldown. 
Pennitoy. 


Cukusegg. 
Chuckerout. 


EAEL8. 


Earl  of  Sootbagges. 
,,     Frydunnion. 
„     Ammoneg. 


BAR0K8. 

Baron  Bowler. 

„  Welsher  of 
Whamdorfe. 

„  Polax  of  Sham- 
bles.     [wy8- 

„     Purly  of  Kick- 

„     Ardrow  of  Kip- 

„     BradawL  [pers. 

y,     Booer. 

^  Bannerman  of 
Idepark. 

^  Mender  of 
Wileyuwayte. 

„     Blueblaze. 

,,     Tubthump. 

,,     Corduroy. 

,,     Boxolites. 


'  THIS  FEARFUL  STEAD." 

Spbxsbe. 


FMr.  W.  T.  Btbad  has  compUccntly  lold  the  DaUy  Xexrt  intcnriewe r  how 
ruae  he  wu  to  the  ladiet  of  Cnicago.] 

A  SHIP  has  arrived  with  a  very  ^reat  man. 

Who  loves  to  be  advertised  still  if  he  can- 
Priceless  cargo ! 

He  taught  the  Old  World  what 's  good,  beautiful,  true, 

And  now  he 's  been  doing  the  same  to  the  New 
In  Chicago. 

He  talks  with  a  very  superior  air—  , 

To  hear  him,  perhaps,  little  children  with  their 

Pa  and  Ma  go. 
He  was,  when  he  spoke  in  a  manner  so  crude 
Of  rich,  idle  ladies,  uncommonly  rude 

In  Chicago. 

How  luckv  for  him  he  es- 
caped being  ducked. 

Or  out  of  the  place,  by  the 
populace,  chucked 
With  "  Ta,  ta,  go 

And  tell  other  people  this 
drivelling  rot ; 

You  think  that  we  want  it, 
we  sim]^  do  not 
In  Cnicago." 

But  Jonathan  answered 
with  tongue,  not  with 
foot. 

How  sad  that  on  language  like  this  we  can't  put 

An  embargo; 
When  resding'the  elegant  things  that  he  said, 
We  wish  they  had  kept  Mr.  W.  Stead 
In  Chicago. 


Vebt  Like.—**  Carrying  on  a  milling  business.^*  a  description 
given  of  some  parties  in  a  recent  case  heard  beiore  Mr.  Justice 
fi^BKincDT,  reads  to  a  student  of  P.  R.  reports  as  if  the  persons  in 
question  were  professional  pugilists.  The  word  ** flour"  was  omitted 
before**  milling." 

**Thi  Wheeeabouts  of  the  Kino  op  the  Bjxouks."— Such 
was  the  heading  of  a  paragraph  in  the  Daily  Telegraph  last  Friday. 
Perhaps  ere  this  number  be  issued  some  satisfactory  news  of  the 
missing  monarch  will  have  been  received.  If  not,  then  perhaps 
a  more  telling  advertisement  might  be  headed. — **Lost.  One 
SovEBXiON.  Any  one  finding  the  eame  may  keep  him  at  their  own 
expense  as  long  as  they  Uke.    No  further  rewar^O^  O  CT I  ^ 
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SOCIAL   AGONIES. 

Herr  Saner.  "  AcH  I  mt  liddlv  Veknt,  mt  Poors  akk  kot  Murrr  ! 
Tommy.  " Mayn't  I?    MvxiiiK  says  you  want  Polish  I" 


Vt  are  yoo  tbyino  to  Prush  dim!' 


THE  KNIGHT  AND  THE  JESTEK. 

A  Tale  of  CorUemporary  Chivalry, 

Sib  Rosebebt  the  Knight  was  a  peer  of  fair  fame, 

Sing  waly^  xcaly^  oh  ! 
One  mighty  expert  at  the  tournament  game, 

Sing  walt/f  tcaly,  oh  ! 
And  Labbt  the  Jester,  a  scurril  wight, 
Held  grudge  'gainst  that  noble^  magnanimous  knight, 
Though  he  could  not  unhorse  him,  of  course,  in  fair  light ; 

Sing  waly^  waly^  oh  ! 

Sir  RosEBEBY  the  Knight  was  of  right  noble  blood, 

Sing  waly^  tcaly,  oh  ! 
This  liked  not  the  Jester,  Thersites  in  mood. 

Sing  tcaly,  waly^  oh  I 
The  Knight  had  been  raised  to  the  tughest  oommand, 
And  entered  the  lists  looking  lofty  and  grand. 
**  Such  choice,"  quoth  the  Jester,  **  /can't  understand  I  " 

Sing  tcaly^  tcaly^  oh  ! 

Sir  RosEBEBT  the  Knight  entered  gay  on  his  course. 

Sing  wait/,  icaly^  oh  ! 
Cried  Labby  the  Jester,  **  This  kmght  I  'U  unhorse ! " 

Sing  waly^  waly^  oh  ! 
So  he  mounted  himself,  can-d-pie^  on  a  pig. 
And  he  pranced  in  the  path  of  Sir  Knight  in  full  fig  ; 
And  said  he,  *'  I  will  play  this  proud  champion  a  rig ! " 

Smg  tcaly,  tcaly^  oh  ! 

Sir  RosEBEBY  the  Knight  rode  exceedingly  weU, 

Sing  toaly,  tcaly,  oh  I 
And  he  had,  as  a  rule,  a  firm  seat  in  his  9eUe : 

Sing  toaly^  waly^  oh  ! 
But  whether  too  nroud  or  too  careless,  our  knight 
Was  not  sitting  fast  as  the  pi«r  hove  in  sight. 
And  tiie  sorry  result  was— at  least  a  sore  fright. 

Sing  waly^  toaly^  oh  ! 

For  Labby  the  Jester  sat  much  at  his  ease, 

Sina  voaly^  tpaly,  oh  ! 
And  shook  at  the  Knijg^nt  a  big  bladder  of  peas ; 

8%ng  toaly^  waly,  oh  ! 


His  charger  it  shied,  as  the  pig  came  in  view, 
At  the  porker's  hoarse  grunt,  and  the  Jester*s  shrill  **  Boo ! " 
And— our  Knight  in  his  saddle  he  lurched  all  askew, 
Sing  waly^  tcaly^  oh  ! 

Ah  I  sure  in  the  Lists  'twas  a  piteous  sight, 

Sing tcaly,  waly^  oh! 
To  see  a  knave  Jester  upset  a  proud  Kniffht ; 

Sing  xcaly^  tcaly.  oh  7 
The  Lists  laughed  aloud,  and  the  ladies  turned  pale, 
To  behold  a  stout  champion  all  covered  in  mail 
Before  coxcomb  and  blaidder  and  i)orker  turn  tail ! 

Sing  waly^  tcaly,  oh  ! 

'Twas  but  for  a  liffy  I    The  Knight's  face  flushed  scarlet, 

Sing  tcaly ,  tcaly,  oh  ! 
As  he  settled  in  saddle,  and  scowled  at  the  varlet. 

Sing  tcaly,  tcaly,  oh  ! 
But  knights  should  be  wary,  and  keep  a  firm  seat, 
Nor  in  stirrups  loose  dandle  negligent  feet ; 
Such  a  Jesters  best  jest  is  at  best  bitter-sweet. 

Sing  tcaly,  tcaly,  oh  / 


Novel  Pictubes.— Were  an  artist  totally  ignorant  of  the  ways  of 
our  Parliament  commissioned  to  illustrate  the  descriptive  reports, 
how  would  he  have  represented  this  incident,  graphically  given  oy  the 
writer  of  **  Pictures  in  Parliament"—*'  When,  after  prayers,  Sir  Wtt- 
LiAJi  HiBCOUBT  rose  from  the  Treasury  Bench,  the  House  was,  with 
a  single  curious  exception,  densely  crowded."  Wouldn't  the 
artist  have  represented  Sir  William  in  the  act  of  slowlv  and 
reverently  rising  from  his  knees  in  the  presence  of  a  devout 
assembly  r  It  would  be  interesting  to  see  what  would  be  made  of 
"Pictures  in  Parliament."  by  one  who  had  never  been  inside  St. 
Stephen's,  and  who  had  adopted  some  ingenious  process  of  '*  combin- 
ing the  information." 

!  Good  Resolve  on  the  Pabt  of  Mbs.  R.— **  I  think,"  she  said, 
after  considerable  deliberation,  "I  shall  send  a  subscription  to  the 
Irish  Association  for  the  Promotion  of  Intemperance." 


"  The  Old  Joksb's  Club."— The  furniture  here  is  all  made  of  the 
best  **  Old  Chesnut." 
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THE  KNIGHT  AND  THE  JESTER. 


'SIR  ROSEBERY  THE  KNIGHT  ENTERED  GAY  ON  HIS  COURSE, 

SING  WALY,  WALY,  OH  I 
CRIED  LABBY  THE  JESTER.  *THIS  KNIGHT  I'LL  UNHORSE!' 

SING  WALY,  WALY,  OH!" 
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SNOBLESSE  OBLIGE! 

[Mr.  p£ARCE  Edgcuiibe,  liberal  Candidate  for  South  Dorset,  told 
a  Yeovil  audience — '*  The  only  use  of  making  Peers  was  to  get  money 
for  Party  purposes.  On  both  the  Liberal  and  ConserratiTe  side  Peer- 
ages were  exchanged  for  fire  or  ten  thousand  pounds.  It  was  a 
well-known  fact,  and  was  degrading  all  round.**] 

1850.— Quite  useless  to  attempt  to  oonoeal  from  myself  the 
fact  that  what  I  reallv  do  aspire  to  is  a  Peerage,  to  be  **  Vis- 
count," or  possibly  "  Baron,"  Blazer.  Should  of  course  be 
glad  to  do  some  good  work  in  the  world,  such  as  being  eminent 
statesman,  soldier,  author,  and  so  on.  Still,  could  do  without 
those.    Can*t  do  without  the  Peerage.    Here  goes  for  it  I 

I860.— Haye  spent  last  ten  years  in  becoming  famous  as  a 
writer.  Marvellous  success  I  Confess  I  was  a  httle  doubtful 
whether  my  very  introspective  and  improper  novel,  called 
Topsy  Tarry viUe^  or  the  Infernal  Triplets^  would  brin^  me  a 
reputation  or  six  months  in  Clerkcnwell  gaol.  It  did  the 
former,  mainly,  I  think,  because  I  had  previously  made 
friends  of  the  Grammon  of  Writingness  in  the  shape  oi  all  the 
leading  critics.  Thought  authorship  would  be  a  sure  road  to 
rank.  And  the  Government  has  only  made  me  a  C.B.  I  Dis- 
gusted.   Shall  try  something  else. 

1870. — Last  decade  spent  m  Colonies.  Made  enormous  for- 
tune out  of  storing  mutton  in  cold  chambers.  Question  is — 
Will  it  send  me  to  Upper  Chamber  ?  Also  become  ^p*eatest 
Hvinfc  authority  on  Imperial  Federation.  Home  again,  and 
this  time  feel  pretty  confident  about  the  title.  Unfortunate 
change  of  (Government.  New  one  doesn't  care  for  Federation. 
Offers  me— a  C.M.G. !  Not  even  with  Uie  K.  before  it  Must 
begin  my  Peerage-hunt  all  over  again. 

1880.— Have  tried  philanthropy.  In  last  ten  years  ^iven 
two  public  parks,  endowed  a  hospital,  been  elected  President 
of  five  Societies,  made  no  end  of  speeches,  and  finished  up  by 
offerinff  to  build  National  Social  Home  for  Epileptic  Anarchists. 
And  au  I  've  eot  by  it  is  a  statue  in  Embankment  Qardens ! 
As  far  off  the  Viscount  as  ever,  and  nearly  fifty  years  old  ! 

1890.— My  hopes  decay.  Given  up  last  ten  years  to  fashion. 
Won  a  Derby,  ffot  Royalty  to  assist  at  my  battues,  and  always 
took  care  to  sena  Dars  to  tne  papers  saying  that  Mr.  Theo- 
D08IUS  Blazer,  C.B.,  C.M.G.,  and  the  Hon.  Mrs.  BLAZEBhave 
left  town  for  their  place  in  Bedford^re." 
Their  "place"  sounds  so  imposing  I  Who 
was  it  wno  **  went  to  his  own  place"  ?    Must 

look  it  up.  My  friends  consiaer  I  'm  lucky.  [The  first  hockey-match  ever  playod  between 
Say  I've  got  a  ** stake  in  the  country."  I  feminine  teams  representing  Oxford  and  Cam- 
have,  and  I  feel  tied  to  that  stake.    As  re-  i  bridge  took  place  on  March  U.] 

^'f^^'^^V^lrS^rLf   Wf    ^.,' From  studious  academic  shades 

1900.— Hurrah  !    got  it   at   last  I    Might  i     rphey  came,  those  gallant  teams,  they  came, 
have  had.it  vearsago,  it  seems,  if  I  'd  Imowu  g^^  one  of  tii^SSkmaidT 
how  pohhcal  matters  are  managed.  .  Needn't       gad  vowed  to  conauer  in  the  game ; 


OUR   NORTHERN   VOLUNTEERS. 


Sentry, 
Sentry, 
Sentry, 


"  Comb  orp  the  Grass  !  "        Yokel. 
"Got  any  Todakker,  Mistkr?" 
"Thbn  coum  obf  tbm  OrasbI** 


•^Wha-aat?" 

Vokel,  "No— I  ain't.' 


A  CAMBRIDGE  TRIUMPH. 


say  much  about  the  subject,  but  the  Elec- 
tioneering Fund  of  the  Party  to  which  I  belong 
has,  somenow  or  other,  become  richer  by  ten 
thou.  Fair  exchange  is  no  snobbery.  How 
true  are  the  poet's  words,  that  **  The  Rank  is 
but  the  Guineas*  Stamp  I "  Send  Press  notices 
that  **  Viscount  and  Lady  Blazer  are  leaving 
town  for  Cairo,"  and  so  ends  my  story  ot 
satisfied  social  ambition. 


Or,  even  if  she  faUea  to  win, 
To  damage  one  opponent's  shin  I 

Who  shall  describe  the  caps,  the  skirts  i  _,       .....    .       ,  j        j    x  ^ 

Which    decked    those    damsebi,    doubly  i  |^o^  1^^%  "^^cl^d?  ready  for  a  spree ; 


!  DOGGEREL  FOR  THE  NAVY. 

{Brought  up  to  Date  by  the  Framert  of  the 
Naval  Estimates,) 

Seven  little  ironclads  all  in  a  fix ; 
One  blew  up,  and  then  there  were  six. 

Six  little  ironclads  ready  for  a  dive  ; 
I  One  capsized,  and  then  there  were  five. 

j  Five  little  ironclads  just  off  the  Nore ; 
One  turned  turtle,  and  then  there  were  four. 


Where  Less  is  Meant  than  Meets 
the  Ear. 

Of  insincerity  we  may. 

Alas !  accuse  all  ranks, 
For  one  and  all  are  wont  to  say 

**  No,  thanks,"  and  mean  no  thanks. 


blue"?— 
,  Though  one,  malicious  spite  asserts. 

Declined  to  don  the  proper  hue, 
Because— no  doubt  she  was  not  right— 
It  **  made  her  look  a  perfect  fright." 

And  then  the  game— the  onslaughts  rash. 

The  furious,  if  erratic^  blows 
When  stick  met  stick  with  sounding  crash, 
'     Or  swiftly  fell  on  hostile  toes ; 
What  fiery  words^  what  thrilling  cries  — 
In  Greek  and  Latin— rent  the  slues ! 


Full  lonff  and  fiercely  raged  the  fray, 
itr\      XT  t    ^        TT  til  But  when  at  lengtn  the  game  was  done, 

*'0h,  H^TBLEl    Most  Horeirle  !"-i  Cambridge,  it  proved,  had  gained  the  day. 
^  n  •  •^•^^  1^'^''  >»tP*»5^e'*fa^  out  from  ,     Bv  three  resplendent  goals  to  one ; 
J^«^^«*fy  TeUgraph  of  Saturday  last  how   And  friend  and  foe  and  referee 
that     the  light  honourable  g^ntlemwi  (Mr. .  ^Tent,  somewhat  breathless,  home  to  tea. 
Arthur  J.  Balfour)  was  handicapped  to  re-  > 

ceive  thirteen  strokes."    **  Good  Heavens ! "  I  Let  Oxford  talk  of  Football  now. 
interrupted  Mrs.  R.     *'  Whatever  his  foulta,  |     Of  Sports  or  Rackets,  Golf  or  Chess, 
I  couldn't  believe  that  such  things  were  done .  Though  strong  their  crew  from  stroke  to  bow, 
nowadays !    I  know  he  is  against  the  GK>vem-  !     Though  all  their  runners  gain  success, 
mcnt,  and  in  old  days  he  might  have  been  I  However  well  they  bowl  or  catch- 
brought  to  the  block  and  beheaded.    But  j  JVe  We  won  the  Ladies'  Hockey  Match ! 

now "    And  it   took   all   her  nephew's 

eloauence  to  pacify  her,  and  to  make  her 
understand  that  Mr.  Arthur  Balfour  is  a 
great  golf -player,  and  had  just  won  a  match 
against  Mr.  Harrt  Ajtsteuther. 


One  was  disabled,  then  there  were  three. 

'  Three  little  ironclads  sailless  and  bare  * 
.  One  collided,  and  then  there  were  a  pair. 

I  Two  little  ironclads— all  that  remained ; 
I  One  was  a  failure,  and  the  Admiralty  was 
pained. 

,  Planned  little  ironclad,  counting  for  one 

'  Had  it  been  built,  but,  alas,  there  was  none  I 

At  the  loss  of  his  ironclads  how  Johnny 

swore; 
;  Then  he  paid  three  million  pounds  and  bought 
seven  more  I  * 


**  Rara  Avis."- At  a  recent  concert  for  a 
charitable  purpose  at  Grosvenor  Houses  Miss 
RowE  made  her  <Ubut^  and  is  described  in  the 
Times  as  *'the  Dossessor  of  one  of  the  most 
beautiful  contralto  voices  that  have  been  re- 
cently heard  in  England."  Fancy  if  she  had 
been  the  fortunate  possessor  of  two  of  the  most 
beautiful  voices  I  What  a  double-throated 
I  nightingale  I  But  to  have  such  a  contralto 
voice !  tnat  is  the  thing !    Heno^orth,  if  tlus 


irUA\^7.      I<UAV  &D    UUO    Mil  lift   i  JULVUVVM.V&  VU.  A*.    InUAV 

The  New  Pocket  Search  and  Investioa-  opinion  be  ratified,  the  young  lady  will  be  in 
TiON  Co.,  LiKrrsD.— This  Company  is  formed ;  all  musioal  assemblies,  operas,  and  concerts, 
for  the  relief  of  all  superfluoufl-oasn  holders. 


*' the  First  Rows." 


dJ2Z 


e^dogle 
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INDUCTION. 

'*  Good  morning,  deae  Mbs.  Ooliohtlt.    Hats  tou  bksn  into  Town  f 
"Yu;  Tts  bun  butiko  Mabqueterie" 

**  Oh— DID  TOU  HAPPEN  TO  NOTICE  WHAT  THET  WERE  ABKINO  FOR  T0MATOE8  I  " 


THE  FLIRT'S  DEFENCE. 

(Kirke  WhiU  very  m%uh  Up  to  DaU,) 

COMMTJNICATBD    TO    MR.    PUNCH     BT     A 

Modern  Maiden. 

Air—"  WhyihouldlhlushtooumlloveV* 

Why  ahoald  1  bloak  to  own  I— flirt  ? 
'Tis  pleaaaiit,  and  no  sonl  gets  hurt  I 
Why  should  I  blush  to  say  to  all 
That  flirting  holds  my  heart  in  thrall  ? 

Why  should  I  seek  the  staircase  shade. 
Lest  flirtinff's  secret  be  betrayed  f 
Why  should  Ma's  brow  in  stenmeas  move. 
Because  I  practise  miniio  Ioto  f 

In  dim-leaTed  green  oonserratories, 

We  BDoon  and  tell  tremendous  **  stories  " ; 

We  no  and  mutually  flatter, 

But  after  all,  what  doe$  it  matter  ? 

He  loTes  me  not,  /don't  Ioto  Aim  / 
Yet  in  that  Eden  greenly  dim. 
After  the  rapture  of  the  danoe, 
It  seems  romantic  to— romance  I 

Pretty  pretences,  bold  '*  white  lies," 
Make  up  this  passing  Paradise. 
As  Eden  'tis  a  sweet  mistake, 
But^there  's  no  Tenom  in  our  snake. 

Adam  's  a  fraud,  and  so  is  Etb, 
But  then  we  mutually  deoeiTe, 
That  is,  deceive— ioT  all  our  pother — 
Neither  oureelvee  nor  one  another  f 

What  matters  then  the  pretty  flam. 
If  we  are  partners  in  the  sham  ? 
And  (f  hands  meet,  or  may  be  lips, 
'Tis  but  to  i>art,  like  passing  ships. 

Cold  is  the  sparkle,  false  the  glow ; 
But  then  it  ^  awfully  nice  tou  know : 
And  makes,  like  tilting  in  the  ring. 
Fine  practice  for  the  real  thing  / 

To  look  into  each  other's  eyes. 
And  tell  a  pack  of  pretty— lies ; 
To  passionately  press  hsGid  on  hand, 
Ifr— humbug,  we  both  understand. 

To  sigh,  and  blush,  warm  lips  to  taste. 
And  madly  clasp  tne  mutual  waist. 
Of  course  is  all  mere  amorous  mockery. 
For  modem  hearts  are  not  like  crockery. 

But  sinoe  loTe-making  is  an  art, 
A  play  in  which  we  'tc  each  a  part ; 
Why,  irAy,  despite  the  chai>eron's  curse, 
ffliould  we  not  practise  and  rehearse  ? 

The  Flirt  just  "understudies "  Cupid, 
And  fuss  about  it  all  is  stupid. 
Unless  true  Marriage  is  to  cease. 
Flirting  muet  be  '*  on  the  increase" ! 

Is  it  too  nauffh^  then  to  dwell 
On  Flirts,  wno  liss  and  do  not  tell  ? 
No,  we  agree— myself  and  Bert — 
'1^  blameless  as  'tis  sweet,  to  flirt  I 


THE  LATEST  KIND  OP  LADY-KILLERS. 
(Fragment  &oin  a  Colloquial  Hiatory  oj  Modem  Times,)  I 

The  members  of  the  Ladies  Medical  Staff  Corps  had  passed  a  most  I 
successful  inspection.  The  Surgeon-Field-MaTshal-Commanding-in-  I 
Chief  was  entirelT  satisfied.  I 

"  My  dear  Madam,"  said  the  Doctor  to  the  Lady  Colonel-Superin-  ' 
tendent,  **  nothing  could  be  better  than  your  ambulance  drill.    You 
all  seem  to  know  now  to  set  a  leg  and  to  bind  up  a  fractured  arm.  ' 
And  now  thank  you  Tery  much  indeed,  and  you  may  dismiss."  i 

"  Not  yet.  Surgeon-Field-Marshal-Commanding-in- Chief,"  replied  | 
the  Lady  Colonel-Superintendent.     **  We  haTe  something  dse  to 
show  TOU.    Now  women,  fall  in  t " 

And  then  the  females  who  had  been  doinfl[  so^remarkably  well  as 
bearers  and  hospital  orderlies  seized  their  nfles^and  formed  up  in 


companies.  In  a  moment  their  commander  had  drawn  her  sword  and 
had  placed  herself  at  the  head  of  the  battalion.  The  ladies  akir- 
mi^ed  and  charged  and  resiBted  oaTalry.  They  CTcn  began  to  fire, 
although  some  of  them  at  this  point  of  the  war  game  put  tlieir 
Angers  in  their  ears  to  keep  out  the  noise  of  the  exploeions. 

"Are  you  not  satisfied  r"  asked  the  fair  commander  of  her  in- 
specting officer.    "Doyou  not  think  we  should  be  usefulin  the  field  P" 

**  Do  you  mean  to  kill  men  ? "  said  the  Doctor,  replying  to  one 
question  by  asking  another. 

"  Well,  I  supDose  we  should  kill  men ;  although  that  is  puHing  it 
rather  brutally. 

"  My  dear  Madam,  wemen  as  fighters,  are  out  of  place,"  said  tlie 
Surffeon-Field-Marshal-Commanding-in-Chief,  courteously,  hut 
fimuy.  "If  there  is  any  killing  to  be  done,  take  my  word  lor  it,  you 
had  better  leaTe  it  to  the  doctors." 

And  the  old  Surgeon  spoke  as  an  expert  and  gaTe  sound  adTioe. 
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''WOBSSI  W0BD8! 
WORDS!" 

lirthe  advertiBedprogramme 
of  the  last  morning  perform- 
ance of  London  Ballad  Con- 
certs, whereat,  bv  the  wav, 
precious  few  London  Ballads 
appear  to  be  given,  with  erery 
vocal  piece  («  masio  is  given 
the  name  of  the  composer  only, 
while  that  of  the  writer  of  the 
words  that  inspired  the  com- 
poser is  invariably  omitted, 
except  in  one  instance,  namely, 
that  of  "  The  Judge' $  Songf" 
with  chorus,  sung  by  Mr. 
Saihxxt,  to  which  are  ap- 
pended the  joint  names  of 
GiLBSBT  and  SnLLr7Ai7,  which 
is  the  proper  order  wherein 
they  should  appear,  seeing 
thai  words  come  nrst  and 
music  follows.  But  why  omit 
the  names  of  the  word-mon- 

§ers  of  all  the  other  songs  on 
[le  list  ?  Why,  for  example, 
is  *•  The  Night  Watch''  an- 
nounced as  by  **PDr8m,*' 
when  it  ought  to  have  been 
**  by  Fbank  Frakkfobt 
MooBEandPiNsm"?  Again, 
why  not  '*  O  Ruddier  than 
the  Cherry"  by  ** Gat  and 
Havdel"  instead  of  bv 
"Haitdel"  alone?  Should 
not  ••  Weatherlet  "  share 
with  '•  MoLLOT  "  such  success 
as  has  been  achieved  by  **  To- 
morrow will  be  Friday  "  ? 
And  how  comes  it  that  the 
author  of  the  beautiful  '*  Loet 
Chord"  that  inspired  Sulli- 


X  ' 


vAir*s  melody  should  in  the 
pogramme  be  nameless,  un- 
less it  be  omitted  on  the  erro- 
neous supposition  that  the 
majority  every^where  know 
that  it  is  wntten  by  one, 
Adelaide  Peocigb?  This 
omission  is  customary,  but 
it  is  a  custom  that  would  be 
more  honoured  in  the  breach 
than  in  the  observance,  and 
librettists  owe  a  debt  of  grati- 
tude to  Mr.  "W.  S.  Gilbert  for 
vindicatingtheirright  of  being 
named  in  the  same  programme 
with  the  coinposers.  The  libret- 
tist of  Pinafore  and  other 
works  has  invariably  studc 
up  for  the  rights  of  the 
*•  words."  Further,  he  has 
always  stuck  to  the  principle, 
as  between  librettist  and  com- 
poser, of  •'honours  divided," 
and  forces  combined."  He 
has  persistently  adhered  to 
that  immortal  incident  of 
Equality  and  Fraternity  whidi 
is  embodied  in  that  motto  of 
eternal  verity  **  Share- and- 
share-alike ! " 


ON  THE   COLONIAL  TOUR. 

Famous  Pianist,  "HimmelI  how  hot  it  is!  I  really  think  I  might 
JUST  HAVE  Half  an  Inch  cut  off— just  round  the  Nape  of  my  Neck, 
YOU  know.    Just  thinnbd  a  uttle " 

His  Agent.  *'OuT  of  the  question,  my  Boy.  Remember  Clause  Seven 
IN  THE  Agreement — *  Your  Hair  not  to  be  Cut  till  the  last  Concert 
IN  Australia  is  over,  on  the  Fifteenth  of  March,  Eiohteen-Ninety- 
Five'!" 


The  man  who  obstinately 
sticks  to  the  theory  of  Bacon 
having  written  Shaisp£ar£*s 
plays  must  be  suffering:  from 
Bacon  on  the  brain,  and  is 
evidently  uncommonly  pig- 
headed. 


A  New  Case  added  last 

WEEK  to  the  varied  COLLEC- 
TION IN  THE  British  Museum. 
~"  The  libel  Case." 


HOUSE  OF  Com- 
mons, Monday^ 
March  12.— For 
first  time  in  a  pro- 
ojBssion  of  Par- 
liaments striding 
through  sixty- 
two  years,  Mr.  G. 
is  not  here  when 
business  of  new 
Session  opens. 
Though  his  pre 
senoe  is  lacking, 
his     fame    and 

what    ROSEBERT 

calls  his  trans- 
cendent person- 
ality fill  both 
Houses.  Even  the 
Lords  discreetly 
murmur  ap- 
plause when  tlie 
MARKiss,  mo- 
mentarily forget- 
ful of  great  gulf 
that  separates 
him  from  the  po- 
litical adversary, 
pays  tribute  to 
*tiie  most  bril- 
liant intellect  de- 
voted to  the  ser- 
vice of  the  State 
since    Parlia- 

mentarv  Government  began.''  A  fine  passage  in  Bosebert's  speech 
where  he  likens  the  great  statesman  to  **  some  noble  river  that  has 
gathered  its  colours  from  the  various  soils  throueh  which  it  has 
passed,  but  has  preserved  its  identitv  unimpairea,  and  gathered 
itself  in  one  splendid  volume  before  it  breasts  tne  eternal  sea.'' 

This  very  good  for  the  Lor^s,  an  august  bodv  Mr.  G.  has  just 
declined  his  Sovereign's  invrtatioii  to  join.    In  the  Commons  the 


loss  more  acutely  felt,  the  ^rief  more  poignant,  the  lamentation  the 
louder.  Hon.  gentlemen  in  the  corner  under  the  Gallery,  which 
Mr.  Mellor  cannot  see  from  the  Chair,  manage  with  manly  effort 
to  control  their  emotion  when  they  look  across  at  Mr.  G.'s  seat  and 
find  it  filled  by  drooping  figure  of  Squire  or  Malwood.  Prince 
Arthur  is  unaffectedly  touched  at  the  severance  of  long  and  illus- 
trious companionship.  He,  at  least,  has  no  self-reproach  as  he  looks 
back  on  his  association  with  the  Great  Master.  He  has  ever  main- 
tained that  high  standard  of  public  life  he  admired  in  Mr.  G.,  and 
even  in  moments  of  fiercest  party  conflict  has  obs^ved  the  great 
House  of  Commons  traditions  on  which,  as  he  truly  said,  are  based 
no  small  part  of  the  di^ty  and  utility  of  the  Assembly.  One  of  the 
highest  and  most  cherished  was  worthily  observed  in  the  eloquent 
touching  tribute  which  the  young  Leader  of  the  Opposition  laid  at 
the  feet  of  the  veteran  statesman,  whom  a  few  days  oack  he  faced 
across  the  Table,  taking  up  with  almost  fierce  gesture  the  challenge 
Mr.  G.,  by  way  of  farewell,  flung  at  the  House  of  Lords. 

The  Squire  of  Malwood^s  eulogy  was  worthy  of  its  place  in. the 
quartette.  Its  very  best  point  was  the  unprepared  one  at  which  he 
broke  down,  stood  silent  with  bowed  head  as  he  looked  upon  the 
vanishing  figure  of  *'the  glorious  and  venerated  chief,  to  us  the 
kindest  and  most  oonstant  friend."  House  not  accustomed  to  find 
the  Squire  in  melting  mood.  More  used  to  watch  him  whipping  up 
foes  (and  sometimes  friends}  with  tiie  scorpion  of  his  ready  wit.  To 
see  him  wrestling  with  this  rush  of  emotion  a  revelation  to  those 
who  know  him  only  at  the  Treasury,  and  are  accustomed  to  see  his 
face  when  he  is  asKcd  for  another  thousand  or  two  of  public  money 
for  current  expenses.    Business  done, — Address  moved. 

Tuesday, —  In  the  words  of  Scripture,"  Mr.  Field  observed, 
further  filling  out  that  shirt  front  whose  voluminous  whiteness  is 
the  pride  of  the  Irish  CatUe  Traders  and  Stock  Owners  Associa- 
tion, of  which  he  is  President;  **  In  the  words  of  Scripture,"  he 
repeated,  pulling  into  fuller  view  the  shirt-cuffs  that  even  from 
Monday  to  Saturday  throw  an  air  of  respectability  over  the  National 
Federation  of  Meat  Traders,  of  which  he  is  Vice-President ;  **  In 
the  words  of  Scripture,"  here  he  lightly  touched  the  glossv  raven 
bcks  which,  brushed  back  from  his  brow,  and  hanging  over  his  coat 
ooUar^  lend  a  certain  subtie  Bvronio  flavour  to  the  Dublin  Victuallers 
Association,  of  which  he  is  Honorary  Secretary ;  *'  In  the  words  of 
Scripture,  the  conduct  of  the  Government  is  sound  and  fury, 
signifying  nothing."  ( 

■  ■        ,  nigiti7P(i  hy  v 
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"The  Great  Mogul." 


Some  lack  of  generosity  in  this  gibe,  uttered  at  this  particular 
moment.  Goyemment  momentarily  on  its  back.  Not  the  time  that 
one  would  imagine  so  heroic  a  iigure  as  that  of  the  Member  for  Bt. 
Patrick  Division  of  Dublin  would  select  to  spurn  it.  'Twas  the  Sage 
OP  Queen  Ajtke's  Gate  who  laid  it  there ;  brought  on  amendment 
to  Address  praying  Queen  to  kindly  **end"  the  Lords.  Nothing 
serious  anticipated ;  Sage  got  on  hand  a  few  sparkling  paragraphs 
which  he  would  distribute,  and  then  House,  amused,  would  get  to 
business.  Expected  this  last  and  least  important  step  would  not  be 
taken  before  ten  o'clock  ;  Members  back  then;  so  went  off  to  dinner. 
The  Sage  glancing  round  discovered  position.    If  he  divided  at 

once    he    would 
t    i    .  have  Ministers  on 

•    :   /    .•  the   hip.     Sud- 

denly turned  off 
the  tap  of  talk ; 
division  taken 
in  dinner-hour, 
and  new  Govern- 
ment, on  second 
day  of  new  Ses- 
sion,  found 
themselves  in 
minority  of  two. 
."What  are 
you  going  to 
do?"  Prince 
Abthub  blandly 
inquired  across 
the  Table.  »*We 
are  going  on  with 
our  business," 
answered  the 
Squibe  of  Mal- 
wooD.  with  the 
genial  smile  and 
airy  manner 
which  character- 
ised the  well- 
known  Spartan 
who  went  about 
with  a  fox  gnaw- 
ing his  entrails.  **0h  no,  you're  not,"  said  Joseph,  sweetly,  from 
the  back  bench.  **  I  will  move  the  adjournment,  then  vou  can  sleep 
on  the  matter,  and  tell  us  at  noon  what  you  think  of  it." 

This  was  after  one  o'clock  in  the  morning.  No  use  ffghting; 
Squule,  shaking  with  genial  laughter  (or  was  it  the  fox  taking  a  fresh 
bite?),  promptly  agreed. 

Bminess  <fone.— Arranged  that  Debate  on  Address  should  be  closed 
to-night.  "Instead  of  which,"  as  the  Judge  once  said.  Govern- 
ment have  been  defeated.  House  finds  itself  unexpectedly  plunged 
into  Ministerial  crisis. 

Wednesday.— On  ordinary  Wednesdays  at  quarter  past  twelve 
House  a  desert ;  Whips  waylay  Members  in  Lobby  to  form  a  quorum, 
80  that  Speaker  mav  take  the  Chair*  Sergeant-at-Arms,  with 
sword  drawn^  perambulates  Committee  Kooms,  poking  the  arras  in 
likdy  places  if  perad venture  he  may  prick  Polonius,  M.P.,  thereby 
inducing  him  to  show  himself  and  help  to  make  a  House. 

On  stroke  of  noon  to-day  House  crowded ;  Members  still  stream- 
ing in  till  every  bench  filled,  and  throng  clustered  at  the  Bar.  What 
wul  Ministers  do  ?  The  usual  three  courses  Prince  Arthur  has 
found  for  them,  with  one  over.  Treat  the  Sage's  amendment  with 
contempt ;  reverse  it ;  resign ;  dissolve.  Which  shall  it  be  ?  Fully 
500  Members  crane  the  neck  to  hear  the  message  the  Squire  brings 
from  the  Cabinet.  In  funereal  dress  and  solemn  mood  he  slowly 
reaches  conclusion,  which  announces  that  Address,  embarrassed 
by  Sage's  supplementary  remarks  touching  Lords.  »hall  be  dropped 
and  new  one  moved.  **  Iwill  move  it  myself,"  said  the  Squire,  chil- 
ling the  hopes  of  young  Members  on  Ministerial  benches  who  thought 
since  there  were  to  be  two  Addresses  in  one  Session  they  might 
still  have  a  chance  of  coming  to  the  front.  Prince  Arthur  merci- 
lessly chaffed  the  Ministry,  but  offered  no  objection  to  the  course. 
Rather  the  wounded  Ministry  mieht  turn  to  mm  and  his  Party  with 
confidence  that  they  would  save  them  from  their  friends. 

When  the  Squibe  rose  to  move  new  Address  in  reply  to  gracious 
Speech  from  the  Throne,  Joirx  Morley,  another  promising  young 
member,  preparing  to  second  it,  Sauxderson  interposed.  Was  it  in 
order,  he  asked  the  Deputy-Speaxer,  for  the  Chancellor  op  the 
Exchequer  moving  the  Address  to  scout  immemorial  custom  and 
fail  to  present  himself  in  uniform  according  to  his  rank  ?  Was 
sure  House  would  be  ready  to  adjourn  for  twenty  minutes  to  give 
right  hon.  gentleman  an  opiwrtunity  of  getting  into  military  or  other 
uniform.  If  glances  were  swords,"  said  David  Plunket,  looking 
across  at  the  Squire  eyeing  the  Colonel,  **  Saun^erson  would  be  a 
dead  man."    Btmncsn  done.— "Sew  Address  earned.    Crisis  over. 


Thursday, — ^Thought  to  have  a  quiet  night.  Began  well;  proini«ed 
to  dose  peacefully ;  in  the  middle  an  eruption.  It  was  tne  Sagk 
OF  Queen  Anne^s  Gate  again.  Murmuring  about  Matabeleland, 
he  was  interrupted  by  ironical  cheer  from  Elus  Ashmeab-B.^rilett 
(Knight).  Sage  turned  upon  him  with  bland  ferocity.  Declared 
that  as  usual  he  knew  nothing  about  the  matter,  his  political  stock 
in  trade  being  vague  abuse  of  Liberals,  and  a  general  waving:  of 
the  British  fiag.  though  he  was  an  American  not  a  British  citizen.**    ; 

Later  the  ffallant  lodght  protested,  in  hearing  of  interested  Com- 
mittee, that  his  **  ancestry  were  entirely  English."  Sage  bound  to  ) 
admit  that  a  not  uncommon  incident  with  gentlemen  bom  in  the 
United  States.  He  therefore  withdrew  his  remark.  For  the  time 
silence  fell,  but  ^ore  must  ensue.  Pistols  (or  lances)  for  two,  and  a 
vacancy  either  m  Northampton  or  Sheffield  is  regarded  in  Whii>s' 


**  I  know  that  man ;  he  comes  from  Sheffield." 

room  as  inevitable  consequence  of  the  episode.  Difficulty  for 
lookers  on  to  understand  why  the  Sage  should  think  American 
citizenship  a  reproach^  or  why  the  Knight,  formerly  of  Brooklyn, 
U.S.A.,  should  resent  it  as  such. 

Business  (ibn^.— Supplementary  estimates  agreed  to. 

Fi-iday. — In  Committee  of  Supply ;  Army  Estimates  under  discus- 
sion ;  vote  a  mere  fleabite  of  £5,981,000  to  meet  expenses  of  British 
Army  during  coming  year.  A  pretty  large  order;  attendmoe 
scarcely  commensurate ;  no  one  looking  round  empty  benches  would 
imagine  that,  not  to  dwell  on  trifling  amount  of  sum  named,  safety 
of  Empire  is  at  stake.  Arnold-Forster  not  at  all  satisfied.  Kavy 
pleases  him  not  nor  the  Army  either.  Still,  members  drop  out  to 
dress  for  dinner,  the  world  goes  round.  Campbell-Bajtxkrkak 
cracks  his  little  joke,  the  bill  is  ordered  to  be  paid,  the  British  Army 
marches  out,  ana  so  home  to  bed. 

Business  done.—K  good  deal. 


**Why  Cehtainly!"— There  appeared  quite  recently  in  the 
Observer  an  article  on  **  Coming  Costume."  Now  though  this  was 
not  labour  lost,  yet  what  may  be  A  Coming  Costume  is  not  so  in- 
teresting to  ladies  as  what  is  the  Be^  Coming  Costume. 

After  the  Boat-race.— Writes  an  expert  in  the  St.  Jtimess 
Gazette,  **The  style  of  Oxford  is  undeniably  good,  saving  some 
feather  under  water  of  three  of  the  can*."  very  low  feathering 
this.  But  the  Oxonian  winners  were  all  in  uncommonly  **high 
feather"  afterwards. 

Motto  for  Fravdclext  Bankrupt.— As  you  make  your  books 
so  you  must  lie  in  them^  and  sleep  as  comfortably  as  you  can  in  vour 
own  balance-sheets,  which  will  never  be  sufficiently  well-airea — if 
you  can  help  it.  

The  Pr-ACE  for  Mr.  Labouchere  to  Spend  a  Happy  Dat. — 
At  Constantinople,  with  its  Peerless  splendour. 


The  Missing  King.— Causes  no  doubt  an  a-king  void. 
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POPULAR   SONGS    RE-SUNG. 

THE  CONDUCTOR'S  EYE. 

Air—*'  The  Speaker*s  Eye." 

["  Minor  grievances,  in  their  sum,  make  the  greatest  sorrows  of  life. 
Here  is  one,  and  not  the  smallest.  I  can  never  be  sure  of  catching  the  eye 
of  the  conductor  of  on  omnibus.'* 

Letter  by  "  P(ut  Forty  Year,"  in  the  ''Daily  J\rtr«."] 

Mb.  Sidney  Beown  was  a  worthy  "old 

bloke." 
Who  lived  in  a  suburb  out  of  London's 

smoke. 
He  had  'bus*d  it  to  town  for  tiiirty  year, 
Till  his  legrs  got  shaky,  and  his  signt  grew 

queer. 
But  though  he  stuck  to  his  shop  like  a 

leech. 
Times  changed  with  him  as  they  changed 

with  each ; 
For  he  found  of  late,  howsoe'er  he  'd  try. 
He  could  seldom  catch  the  Conductor's  eye. 
He  seldom  could  catch— 
( Whistle)     O  phew  !     O  phew  ! 
O  phew  ! 
He  hamly  could  catch — 

O  phew  !     O  phew  !     Ophew  I 
He  found  it  hard,  confound,  it,  yes, 
To  catch  the  Conductor's  eye  I 

The  **  cad  "  was  once  on  the  footboard  found, 

Keeping  of  a  sharp  look-out  around. 

But  now  he  went  clambering  across  the 
roof. 

With  a  ting-ting  clipper  for  the  passenger's 
oof; 

Collecting  fares  with  his  musical  clips. 

Or  chatting  with  the  driver  about  sporting 
tips. 

Poor  Bbown  would  whistle,  wave  his  ging- 
ham, and  cry, 

But  he  could  not  eaten  that  Conductor's  eye ! 
He  could  not  catch,  &c. 

He  would  stand  on  the  kerbstone  till  his 

feet  grew  cold, 
A-hailing  of  the  'busses  that  unheeding 

roUed. 
The  driver  whipped  on  with  disdainful  pride. 
As  though  the  Conductor  had  veiled  ^  Full 

hinside ! " 
When  he  looked  at  his  watch  Beowx  was 

sick  at  heart, 
For  fear  for  his  suburb  he  should  never  make  a  start. 
He  'd  shout  and  he  'd  whistle,  and  he  'd  cry  out  **  Hi  I " 
But  he  could  not  catch  the  Conductor's  eye. 
He  could  not  catch,  &c. 


And  if  bv  chance  he  obtained  a  seat, 
His  connobustication  seemed  yet  more  complete, 
For  when  he  wanted  near  his  nome  to  alight. 
The  Conductor  was  quite  certain  to  be  out  oi  fidght. 
He  would  whack  with  his  brolly  on  the  roof,  and  shout, 
But  once  in  that  'bus,  'twasn't  easy  to  get  out. 
A  quarter  of  a  mile  past  his  villa  they  would  fly, 
Ere  Brown  could  catch  the  Conductor's  eye. 
He  could  not  catch,  &c. 

Poor  Browx  would  sit  with  his  Gladstone 

and  his  rug 
A-dreaming  of  old  days  so  serene  and  snug. 
When  the  good  old     knifeboard  "  had  not 

to  compete 
With  spiral  stairway  and  with  garden-seat. 
When  the  genial  Conductor  was  ever  on  his 

board. 
And  time  for  pleasant  gossip  with  his  fares 

could  afford : 
Ere  the  punch  and  the  ticket  made  it  vain 

to  try 
To  catch  an  invisible  Conductor's  eye. 
He  could  not  catch,  &c. 

One  night,  at  the  close  of  a  dreary  drowse. 
Browit  found  he  had  travelled  half  a  mile 

past  his  house ; 
He  tugged  at  the  strap,  and  he  yelled  till 

hoarse, 
To  attract  the  Conductor— on  the  roof,  of 

course! 
Then  he  grasped  his  gingham,  and  he  stag- 

gerea  to  the  door, 
And  prodded  at  space  for  a  minute  or  more. 
Till  at  last,  lunnng  out  with  a  flendish  cry. 
He  caught  the  Conductor — bang  in  the  eye! 
At  last  he  'd  caught,  &c. 

Then  an  awful  silence  filled  that  'bus. 
Whilst  the  blinded  Conductor  began  for  to 

cuss. 
He  writhed  and  squirmed  and  screwed  his 

face. 
And  punched  a  penny  ticket  in  the  two- 
penny place. 
At  last  he  cried,  **  You  jolly  old  guy ! 
You  've  stuck  your  brolly  in  my  oloomin' 

heye!"^ 
Then   Brown  he   chortled  with   extreme 

delight, 
And  said,  **  Confound  you,  and  it  sei'ves  you 
right! 
I  've  caught  at  Ifxs^r— {whistles) 
I  've  caught  at  last — (whistles) 
At  last,  hooray !    I  *ve  been  and  gone, 

And  caught  the  Conductor's  eye ! " 


LAYS  FROM  THE  LINKS. 

A  "THREE-CARD  LAY." 

Long  ago  in  sweet  September, 
Oh !  the  day  I  well  remember, 
I   was   playing   on  the  Links  against  the 
winsomest  of  maids : 
In  a  **  cup  "  my  ball  was  lying. 
And  the     divots"  round  were  flying, 
And  with  eyes  a-dance  she  said  to  me,  "Your 
iron 's  the  King  of  Spades ! " 

Now  a  foe,  on  such  occasion. 
Of  the  feminine  i>ersuasion. 
Fair  and    twenty   to  the   game   a  sort  of 
subtlety  imparts ; 
And  I  felt  its  potent  glamour, 
And  I  answered  with  a  stammer 
Shy  and  nervous,  **  It  was  rash  of  me  to  play 
the  Queen  of  Hearts !  " 

Any  further  explanation 
Of  my  inward  admiration 
Very  likely  had  exposed  me  to  the  deadliest 
ot  snubs ;        ^ 
But  a  snigger  from  behind  me 
Just  in  time  came  to  remind  me 
Of  the  presence  of  my  caddie — and  I  blessed 
the  Knave  of  Clubs ! 


I  Mbs.  R.  on  Fish  Diet.— Our  good  friend 
has  heard  that  many  diseases  can  be  traced 
to  eating  tish  not  absolutely  fresh.  "It's 
very  likely,"  observed  Mrs.  R.  thought- 
fully, **  though  it  never  occurred  to  me  till 
now  to  ask  from  what  illness  a  herring  had 
been  suffering  previous  to  its  being  cured. 
But  I  never  again  will  eat  any  tish  unless  it 
can  be  guaranteed  as  quite  fresh  and  well, 
or  that  it  has  been  thoroughly  cured.  By  the 
way,  I  know  there  are  horse-doctors  and 
dog-doctors,  are  there  any  regularly  certifi- 
cated fish-doctors  ?  "  Her  netihew  suggested 
that  if  there  were,  they  would  be  known  as 
**  Physh-icians."  Mrs.  R.  objected  that  he 
never  could  be  serious  for  a  minute ;  and  for 
her  part  her  motto  as  to  this  fish  question 
would  always  be  that  **  What  can't  he  cured 
oughtn't  to  be  endured," 


mis 


The  R.A.  of  Music— The  Evill  Prize  was 
awarded  this  year  to  Reginaxd  Brophy. 

Reginald  Brophy 

Gained  the  trophy. 
And  this  being  for  the  benefit  of  Brophy, 
good  does  come  out  of  Evill.    Reginald  B. 
should  henceforth  adapt  the  royal  motto,  and 
read  it  thus,  **  Ifoni  soit  qui  bon  y  pense»^^ 


Born,  in  Hungary,  1802. 
Died,  in  Exile,  1894. 
Unflinching  jwtriot  and  unfaltering  foe 
Of  lesser  aims  and  compromises  low. 
Stubborn,  unpurchasabie ;  thou  at  least 

'  Sate  ne'er  a  sycophant  at  Power's  feast. 

i  Consistent  still  through  thy  great  length  of 

I         days.  [praise. 

Livinff,  long  since   thou  eamedst  Punches 

'  And  though  apart  from  the  new  Age's  strife 
Thou  lingeredst  out  thy  long  and  honoured 

life, 
An  exile  and  a  hermit,  half  forgot,  [not 

Thy  death  moves  many  memories.    Laurelled 
'Midst  the  successful,  thou  shalt  ever  stand 
Foremost  among  that  high  heroic  band 
Who  yielded  never,  though  foredoomed  to  fail. 
And  thouffh  fate-baffled,  knewnot  how  to  quail. 
Farewell !    Thou  art,  in  high  or  low  estate, 
Of  tiiose  great  memories  whioh  make  men 
great!  ^^^^^^^_^ 

!  Shoktly  to  bb  Published.  —  Sensational 
Parliamentary  Novel  by  the  Earl  of  R-s-b-by, 
Lost  in  the  Lords!  or,  the  Story  of  a  Bill! 
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PREHISTORIC   PEEPS. 

Even  a  little  Holiday  Outino  in  the  Countet  was  not  wholly  free  from  Risk  ! 


THE  NEW  NAVY  HOENPIPE; 

OB,  UN  SUOCES  B'ESTIMATES. 

( Wiih  dcknowUdffments  to  Mr.  J.  L,  Molloy.) 
Air—*'  The  Sailor^i  Dance." 

Whebs  are  they  who  said  that  his  heels  were 

And  he  'd  never  make  a  sailor  P  [lead, 

That  he  'd  e'er  be  seen  on  a  ship  of  the  Queen, 

A-pranoe  like  a  ti^  tailor  r 
He  responds  to  the  nng  of  the  Bosun's  call, 

**  For  a  danoe,  my  lads,  make  ready  I " 
The  sun  rides  high  in  a  True  Blue  sky, 
And  the  old  smp  's  ^ing  steady. 

Cfiorus, 
For  it 's  heel  and  toe  to  the  flying  bow, 

And  it*s  all  so  bright  and  bre^ ! 
The  Bear  with  France  may  join  in  a  dance, 
But  our  Hornpipe  beats  them — easy ! 

To  the  Tar  alone,  the  True  Hornpipe 's  known, 

And  it  takes  a  Tar  to  danoe  it ; 
And  a  tune  well  trilled  by  a  messmate  skilled 

Is  the  one  thing  to  enhiuice  it. 
There  is  much  more  ^  in  that  fiddle  and  bow 

Big  William  *s  bnskly  wielding 
Than  some  had  thought,  the  true  lilt  he's 
cauffht. 

And  he  nardly  looks  like  yielding. 

Chorus, 
^  Ah,  it 's  heel  and  toe  to  the  tuneful  bow,  &c. 

Oh,  it  stirs  the  blood  in  the  heart  of  a  Salt, 

And  it  sets  his  pulses  flying, 
To  hear  feet  fall  without  fudge  or  fault. 

To  the  catguf  8  crisp  clear  crying. 


See  the  Admiral  smile,  as,  in  gpod  old  style, 
I     Those  feet  trip  smart  and  skittish. 
Not  a  jig  or  reel,  but  true  toe  and  heel. 
To  a  tune  that 's  bold  and  British. 

Chorus. 
For  it 's  heel  and  toe  to  the  Hyrng  bow,  &c. 

,  Bold  Red-Beard,  you  are  the  pick  o'  the  crew, 

No  shirking,  Jeremy  Didaler  ! 
So  our  hearts  are  eased,  and  old  Punch  is 
pleased. 

So  say  a  good  word  for  the  Fiddler. 
I  Slide,  snuffle  and  skip,  cut.  tramp  and  trip ! 
I     And  the  tune  so  fleet  ana  flowing ! 
I  These  boys  will  be  the  pride  o'  the  Ship — 

If  they  'U  only  keep  it  going ! 

ChonAS, 
Oh,  it 's  heel  and  toe  to  the  fljring  bow. 

And  it 's  all  to  bright  and  breezy ! 
The  Bear  and  France  may  pair  off  in  a  dance, 

But  our  Hornpipe  beats  'em — easy  I 


Does  the  beneficent  Dental  Hospital  of 
London  stand  in  need  of  a  President  r  If  so, 
why  not  **Mr.  Abthl-r  Tooth"  ?  His  **draw- 
ings"  are  in  everybody's  mouth. 


A  LAY  OF  EASTER  EGGS. 

{By  a  Lucky  Little  Lady.) 

Not  the  Great  Auk  itself,  not  Sindhad^s  Roc, 

Made  such  a  lay 
As  Liberal  Love  has  added  to  my  stock 

This  Easter  Day ! 
Some  Moa—nay,  that's  too  much  like  some 

more  I 
I  My  eggs  are  full. 

But  not  of  meat :  a  miscellaneous  store ; 
I  All  care  could  cull 

I  From  Sindbad^s  valley— or  a  jeweller's  shop, 
I  To3rman  or  cutler ; 

I  The  sweet  pearl  pendent  or  the  diamond  drop ; 
I  Or,  sweeter,  subtler, 

I  The  rubied  golden  circlet ;  garters,  gloves 

(Wheeler's  and  Dent's)  ; 
Brooches  and  bangles,  bracelets,  lockets  — 
'  loves ! 

I  Kerchiefs  and  scents. 

On  all  the  season's  joys,  without  expense 

I  am  a  f  caster ! 
,  Ah !  of  all  poultry  I  prefer  the  hens 
'  That  lay  at  Easter  I 


••  In  Medio  Tutissimus  '  Ibis.'  "—If  this 
motto  had  been  adopted,  the  Ibis  ought  to 
have  been  the  safest  vessel  anywhere. 


Sex  in  Fish.— The  ordinary  Sole  is  mas- 
culine.   The  feminine  is  a  Femme  Sole. 


Musical  Jest.— Miss  Marie  Wurm's  quar- 
tette was  played  at  the  Musical  Artists 
Society  by  Messrs.  Buziax  (so  busy,  01), 
Korxfelt  (poor  chap  I  what  twinges  while 
playing  I),  Contin  (a  Continental),  and 
Beunski  (a  name  suggestive  of  the  beautiful 
far  above  earth,  •>.,  J&e/  in  sky).  They  did 
their  very  best,  worked  hard,  and  observed 
that  it  was  **  Wurm  work.'|3Qg[g 
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ESSENCE   OF   PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED  FBOM  THE  DIARY  OF  TOBY,  M.P. 

House  of  Commons,  Monday,  March  19.— Grandolph  evidently 
resolved  to  give  up  to  House  of  Commons  what  once  seemed  to 
be  meant  for  Newmarket.  Most  diligent  attendant  since  Session 
opened.    Feels  that  now  Mr.  G.  has  ret&ed,  other  old  Parliamentary 

hands  should  be  on  the  spot  to 
help  in  emergencies.  All  very 
well  to  have  the  Cap'en  behind 
the  front  Bench  constantly  in 
Parliamentary  sou'wester  and 
waterproofs,  ready  to  go  any- 
where and  do  anjrthing.  But 
Tommy,  in  spite  of  all  he  knows, 
is  comparatively  new  Member, 
and  Leader  of  House  looks  in 
other  quarters  for  counsel  and 
assistance. 

To-night  G  RANDOLPH  cleverly 
brought  into  prominence  the  ab- 
surdity of  one  of  the  fossils  that 
cling  to  Parliamentary  procedure. 
On  first  day  of  every  Session 
House  of  Commons  gravely  passes 
resolution  declaring  it  high  in- 
fringement of  liberties  and  privi- 
leges^ of  Commons  for  any  Peer  to 
concern  himself  in  the  election  of 
Members  to  serve  for  the  Com- 


mons in  Parliament.    Few  hear  j  Majesty's  ships  would  in 
motion  put,  though  resolution  is       '        ^  ' "         ^ 

read  by  Speaker  from  first  word 
to  last,  formally  submitted,  and 
declared  to  be  agreed  to.  It  is 
of  no  earthly  use:  is  obviously 
y  absurd,  since,  as  Henry  James 


declines  to  see  a  joke  in  anything,  took  Grandolph  au  sSrieux. 
**  There  is  no  precedent  for  such  action  on  part  of  a  peer,"  said 
Grandolph,  with  his  tongue  in  his  cheek.  "Oh,  indeed] "  said  the 
Squire  mvely,  and  proceeded  to  cite  a  case  in  which  the  Markiss 
and  Lora  Rothschild  had  lent  their  carriages  to  John  Aird  when 
he  stood  for  North  Paddington  in  1887.  The  matter  had  been 
brought  under  notice  of  House,  and  Old  Morauty,  then  leader,  with 
approval  of  colleagues  and  friends,  had  treated  it  as  absurd.  All 
this  hard  on  Grandolph  ; 
but  he  has  his  reward. 
His  amendment  negatived ; 
but  next  Session  will  see 
the  end  of  the  mustv 
mummery  against  which 
he  tilted. 

Business  done» — Much 
talk  round  Navy  Esti- 
mates.   No  vote. 

7'e/e«rfay.— Cap'en  Tom- 
my put  Uohtred  Shct- 
tleworth     through    his 

Eaoings  to-night.  Sent 
im  a  prodigious  Daper, 
including  multitude  of 
questions  designed  to  as- 
certain what  Ughtred 
would  do  supposing  he 
were  ordered  to  clear  the 
decks  for  action.  One  of 
the  questions  was,  **  Whe- 
ther the  signalmen  of  Her 


action  be  i)osted  under 
cover?"  Expected  Shttt- 
TLEWORTH  to  say  that  was 
a  question  that  should  be 
addressed  to  Postmaster- 
General.    He  thought  of 


The  '*  Magnificent"  and  the  **  Majestic." 


**Anim*untofoUow,  andaHaward-'un  •V'''»"*V  ?*"*^»  »"  ■"*^^***   wa^j-o   yxi^^xo^^.     ax«  i.uwubuv  «/x 
to  beat."  showed  just  now,  Commons  can  I  it  on  the   staircase,  but 

do  nothing  to  Peer  supposing  he  I  then  too  late.  Moreover  had  already  run  into  and  smashed  Tommy. 
disregards  mandate.  Still,  been  the  usage  for  more  than  century  to  |  Pretty  to  see  the  Secretary  to  the  Admiralty,  a  very  Civil  Lord,  bear- 
pass  this  resolution  at  oj  •  -  -  •  ..,,.,  «,  .^  t...^.  v  ...L-.-xi.- 
it  towards  end  ""  ^^' — 

GrandolpHv ^ ,. .      ,         , , 

it  a  death  blow ;  and  succeeds.    The  point  of  satire  so  nne  and  so  •     House  roared  when  Secretary  to  Admiralty,  with  bland  politeness 


I  mandate.  Still,  been  the  usage  for  more  than  century  to  |  Pretty  to  see  the  becretary  to  the  Admiralty,  a  very  Uivil  liora,  bear- 
resolution  at  opening  of  new  Session ;  so  we  go  on  passing  ing  down  like  some  tall  A'miral  upon  Tommy  bucketing  about  in  the 
I  end  of  this  so-call^  Nineteenth  Century.  '  ofling.     **It's  like  the  Magnificent  or  the  Majestic  going  for  a 

►LPH,  impatient  of  this  absurdity,  resolved  to-night  to  deal   torpedo-boat,"  says  Penn,  who  knows  all  about  the  new  ships. 


^resented  that 
le  foundliimself  pretty 
well  abused  all  round. 
**A  trumpeiT  proceed- 
ing," said  the  Squire 
OF  Malwood.  *•  An 
emptv  resolution," 
echoea  Henry  James. 
Grandolph  adroitly 
based  his  operation  on 
visit  of  the  Grand 
Young  Man  to  Edin- 
burgh. It  happened 
that  since  the  meeting 
was  arranged  vacancy 
befell  in  representation 
of  Leith.  Leith  is  not 
Edinburgh,  any  more 
than  it 's  the  rose.  But 
it  lives  near  it.  So 
Grandolph,      with 

gretty  affectation  of 
error,  denounced  our 
Premier,  **  a  Lord  of 
Parliament,  First  Lord 
of  the  Treasurjr,  Presi- 
dent of  the  Council, 
Lord  Lieutenant  of  the 
County  of  Midlothian  " 
— (**  Sounds  like  a  toast 
at  the  Mansion  House," 
mid  Biddulph  Martin, 
smacking  his  lips  with 
many  pleased  recollec- 
tions) —  for  infringing 
the  liberties  and  privi 
lepes  of  the  Commons 
of  the  United  Kingdom. 
The  Squire,  who, 
since  he  has  come  into 
leadership     of    House, 


THE    OAEAT    UNEMPLOYED! 

To  First  Commissioner  of  Works  enter  a  famUiar  figure, 

"  Now,  Hbrbt,  my  hot,  hays  tou  got  such  a  thing  as  a  Job  in  my  line  in  thb 

Parks,  shI    Precious  tirbd  of  doing  nothing,  I  can  tbll  you  !"  ^ 

■  niQitizpri  hy 


which  Peter  Simpl^e 
messmate,  Mr,  Chucks 
the  Bo'sun,  could  not 
have  excelled,  told 
Tommy  *'  if  he  wished 
to  convejr  any  sugges- 
tion or  instruction  to 
the  Board  of  Admiralty 
or  to  the  Commanders 
of  Her  Majesty's  Fleets 
on  the  subject  of  their 
duties  in  the  prepar«- 
tion  of  a  fleet  for  battle, 
we  shall  receive  his 
suggestions  with  the 
consideration  they  de- 
serve." A  broadside 
that  would  have  sank 
many  a  gunboat;  but 
ToMM  Y  B. ,  irrepressible, 
peppered  away  again 
b^ore  he  sheei«d  on  to 
prepare  another  exami- 
nation paper  for  the 
Secretary. 

Debate  on  Naval  Esti- 
mates goinfr  on  through 
sitting;  disclosed  cus- 
tomary state  of  things. 
Harlan D,  whose  firm 
built  the  magnifioent 
White  Star  fleet,  took 
up  his  parable  against 
the  British  navy.  Had 
looked  over  the  latest 
built  battle-shins  and 
cruisers,  and  behold! 
they  were  rery  bad« 
'*  Build  them  looker 
and  narrower,*'  sayane, 
Edward    Reed^   some 
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time  Chief  Constructor  of  the  Navy,  not  less  high  authority,  said  just 
reverse.  '*  Build  your  ships  shorter  and  wider,"  says  he,  looking  up 
at  First  Lord  of  A<miralty  sitting  distracted  in  crowds  nest  over  clook. 

**  And  now,"  said  tlie  Squibe  of  Malwood,  '*tlie  doctors  differing, 
let  us  agree  to  pass  the  vote ; "  which  they  did. 

Business  done.—^ayj  Estimates  voted.  UeHTBKi)  Shxjttle- 
woRTH  having  got  the  ships,  got  the  men,  and  got  the  money  too. 

Saturday, — Appropriation  Bill  passed  -  all  made  snug  for  financial 
year ;  House  adjourned  for  Easter  HoUoays.    Hebbebt  Gladstone 


here,  looking  a  fittle  worried. 

"What's  the  matter?"  I  asked, 
being  First  Commissioner  of  "Works  ?  " 


"Getting  tired  already  of 


*'  Well,  not  in  a  |<eneral  way,  you  know,"  he  said  forlornly :  **  but 
there 's  a  little  thing  that 's  worrving  me  a  bit.  It 's  the  dear  old 
Pater.  Hadn't  been  at  the  Board  of  Works  twenty-four  hours 
when  letter  comes  post-haste  from  Brighton,  asking  me  for  Job  in  the 
Parks,  *  or  anywhere,'  headds.  He 's  tired  ox  beinff  idle,  andsays  he 's 
willing  to  turn  his  hand  to  anything.  D<m'tlike  to  refuse  him. 
But  if  I  find  him  a  job,  sure  to  be  taUc  about  it  in  the  House.  Hak- 
BT7BT  will  say  I  am  providing  for  my  family  at  the  exi)en8e  of  the 
nation." 

Business  done.^Ymi  section  ofjnew  Bession'gone  like  a  whiff. 


TO  AN  EAELY-EISmO  SPARROW. 

A  Lie-a-bed  Lay  by  the  Lazy  L%ei\ 
DrsTY  little  specimen  of  common  omitholoory, 

WTiy  this  earlv  risinjgr  from  yoiir  elevatea  nest  ? 
Surely^  dirtv  dickey-bird,  you  owe  me  an  apologv. 

Cutting  short  the  heaven  of  a  Club-frequenter's  rest. 
True,  your  situation  is  rather  mortary  and  bricky,  bird, 

Lenoing  little  comfort  to  a  dissipated  head ; 
Still,  it  is  not  absolutely  necessary,  dickey-bird, 

Thus  to  tcU  your  neighbours  when  you  're  getting  out  of  bed. 

Why  should  you,  a  sparrow,  have 
your  every  movement  signified  ? 
Don't    imagine,  dickey,  that   all 
insects  are  the  same. 
Beetles  have  a  manner  that  is  emi- 
nently difimified. 
So   have   other  creatures  that  I 
hesitate  to  name. 
Move  they  on  their  missions   with 
funereal  solemnity. 
Emulating  Somnus  by  their  quiet- 
ness and  tact. 
You,    because    your    wings    afford 
aerial  indemnity. 
Seem  to  think  it  clever  to  be  rather 
less  exact. 

Cease,  I  be^,  that  chirruping,  like 
unrepaired  machinery — 
Squeaking,    whose    intensity    all 
\0  other  noises  drown ; 

If  you  are  excited  at  the  absence 
here  of  greeneir. 
Surely  there  is  plenty  in  the  or- 
chards out  of  town ! 
If  a  lack  of  worms  and  things  immediately  distresses  you, 

Worms  and  things  can  always  be  discovered  on  the  ground  I 
Tnily,  'tis  a  nuzzle  to  ima^e  what  possesses  you, 
Diekey-bird,  to  make  this  most  abominable  sound. 

Say  you  that  the  remedy  I  hold,  and  have  neglected  it  ? 

Hint  you  that,  if  up  and  dressed,  I  would  not  heed  your  squeak  ? 
That 's  your  ignorance,  you  know.    I  must  say  I  expected  it  I 

That  ^8  the  way  you  lower  classes  generally  speak  r 
Does  it  not  occur  to  you  that  you  and  I  proeeecf  to  bed 

Scarcely  at  a  similar  position  of  the  sun, — 
J  oM,  when  he  is  setting^  showing  readiness  to  speed  to  bed : 

/,  when  he  his  lighting  job  has  only  just  begrun  't 

Probably  you  '11  tell  me  that  I  ought  to  sing  a  glee  ^4th  you. 

Welcoming  the  dawning  of  another  blessed  day  ? 
There,  my  youna:  ornithic  friend,  I  wholly  disagree  with  you ; 

Xothing  would  induce  me  to  go  on  in  such  a  wav — 
Save  if  by  some  awkward  transmigrationary  blundering, 

I  should  ever  find  myself  inclined  to  do  it  too : 
Then,  no  doubt,  the  world  would  have  another  fellow  wondering 

Why  /wasn't  slaughtered— as  I  'd  like  to  slaughter  you ! 


AU    REVOIR   TO    PANTOMIME. 

Thb  Pantomime  Season  is  over  in  London.  Provinoially,  the  Pan- 
tomime Plant  sometimes  flourishes  for  some  time  longer.  We  have 
had  two  Pantomimes,  one  at  Dmry  Lane  and  one  at  the  Lyceum,  and 
both  must  have  been  more  or  less  damaged  at  first  by  the  gigantic 
show  of  Con^tofi^nop^ marvellously 
worked  by  Bossr  Ki&alft.  At 
the  Lyceum,  Cinderella  was  much 
nearer  the  extravaganza  of  ancient 
Yestris  and  Mathews  days,  the 
days  of  Plaitch^  and  Dai^ce,  for 
Plaitche  did  so  much  work  alone 
that  to  bring  in  a  Da^ce  was  quite 
a  relief  to  him— than  it  was  to  a 
modem  Pantomime.  It  was  in  two 
acts ;  which  is  a  novelty,  as  Panto- 
mimes are  not  usually  in  acts,  and 
in  this  respect  it  resembled  some 
of  the  ancient,  elegant,  fairy-tale 
extravaganzas;  and  it  could  have 
done  perfectly  well,  if  not  better, 
without  the  Harlequinade. 

The  '*  Harlequinade  "  is  not 
played  out  if  it  oould  only  have 
some  startling  mechanical  changes 
and  some  really  good  comie  scenes  for  Clown  and  Pantaloon,  ^  It 
is  not  ])layed  out  if,  in  addition  to  fulfilling  the  above  require- 
ments, it  could  be  made  to  form  part  and  parcel  of  the  story, 
if  the  transformation  scene  were  not  made  the  culminating  point 
of  the  Aow,  and  if  the  entire  performance,  beginning  at  a  reason- 
able hour,  say  eight,  oould  be  over  by  eleven  to  the  minute.  At 
the  same  time  an  extravaganza,  which  means  a  fairy  story 
prettOy  and  weU  played,  well  sung,  without  any  music-hall  ditties, 
and  with  the  most  fanciful  transformation  scenes  and  the  most 


style  of  thing  would  not  do  for  Drury  Lane,  cela  va  sans  dire,  or  for 
Covent  Garden,  but  for  a  tiieatre  like  the  Lyceum. 


*'  Yes,"  says  Mrs.  R.,  '*  I  Hke  the  spring,  with  its  vicdets  and 
primroses ;  but  for  colouring,  give  me  the  autumn  tincinres  I " 


A  VADE  MECUM  FOE  '' MOETAR-BOARDS.'' 

{Compiled  by  a  Bigot  with  rather  strong  Prejtidices.) 

Question.  Why  should  London  have  an  University  P 
Answer,  Because  Oxford  and  Cambridge  are  within  an  hour  or  so 
of  town. 

Q.  Have  not  the  colleges  on  the  Isis  and  the^Cam  been  hitherto 
oonsidered  sufficient  ? 

A.  Certainly ;  and  that  is  the  reason  why  London  is  to  have  col- 
leges of  her  own. 

Q.  Of  whom  will  the  governing  body  be  oomposed  ? 
-4.  Of  all  sorts  and  conditions  of  men.    The  London  County  Council 
are  to  fraternise  with  Convocation,  and  the  Inns  of  Court  are  to  pull 
together  with  the  Physicians  and  the  Surgeons. 

Q.  Can  you  say  from  what  quarter  the 
first  row  will  emanate  P 

A.  Probably  from  the  Sunjeons,  who  had 
a  dreadful  quarrel  in  Lincoln's  Inn  Fields 
only  a  year  or  so  ago. 

Q.  Will  the  Inns  of  Court  get  on  nicely  ? 
A,  Not  if  they  squabble  as  much  about 
the  University  Government  as  they  have  over 
their  Bar  examinations. 

Q,  Are  not  the  Brittsh  Museum  and  the 
Royal  Agricultural  Society  also  to  be  repre- 
sented P 

A,  Certainly  ;  and  no  doubt  the  spokes- 
men of  these  two  "interests"  (with  the  kind 
assistance  of  the  Engineers  and  the  Mercers) 
will  make  oox^Pusion  worse  confounded. 
Q,  What  advantages  are  expected  from  the  carrying  out  of  the 
scheme  P 

A.  That  Upper  Tooting  Collie  will  compete  with  Trinity,  Cam- 
bridge, and  Lower  Bayswater  Hall  challenge  comparison  with  Christ 
CSiurdi,  Oxford. 

Q.  And  what  effect  will  the  Town  Establishment  have  upon  **  the 
Blues  "—dark  and  light  P 
A,  None. 

Q,  Do  you  mean  to  say  that  Oxford  and  Cambridge  will  hold 
their  own? 

A,  Certainly.  Men  who  would  have  gone  to  the  Universities  on 
the  Isis  and  the  Cam  will "  continue  the  movement,"  while  those  who 
wouldn't  will  be  satisfied  with  **  the  'Varsity"  on  theJLower  Thames. 
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A   LARGE   ORDER. 

'A — LKT  UK  INTBODUCB  TOP  TO  MY  WlF*.      ShS  DAVCMSI" 


SETTING  THE  "TABLEAU." 

A  Scene  Just  Be/ore  Curtain  Rising, 

Mr.  Stage  Manaaer  (aside).  Dear,  dear !  They  want  a  dea  1  of 
arranffin^^  and  time'^s  nearly  up.  (Aloud,)  Now,  ladies  and  gentle- 
men, fall  into  places,  tf  you  please.    " 

up  for  the  Grand  Tableau 


Curtain 's  just  about  to  be  rung: 


"THE  UNITED  KINGDOM." 

Most  important,  you  know,  we  should  show  no  disunion  in  doing  it. 

Miss  Cambria  (jaettishly).  Oh,  that's  all  very  weU,  but  I'm 
awfully  uncomfortable  in  this  position.  CanU  I  oome  just  a  sfiade 
more  to  the  front. 

Miss  Hibemia  (aside).  Oh.  of  course  I  Forward,  puss  I  Thinks 
toputm«  in  the  background,  I  suppose.  W^>  shall  see.  (Aloud,) 
You  know  you  told  me,  Mr.  Manaoeb,  that  I  should 

Mr,  Stage  Manager,  Oh  yes,  yes,  yes  I  TAa^  will  be  all  right. 
But  I  must  fi[roup  you  so  as  to  get  the  best  effect /rom  the  front, 
A  little  less  stiff,  if  vou  Dlease,  Mr.  Bull  ! 

Mr,  Bull,  Humpnl  If  I'd  been  stiffs  as  you  call  it,  I  should 
hare  stood  out  altogether,  I  think.  I  'ye  been  in  the  background 
long  enough.    ^^.  indeed ! 

Mr,  Sandy,  Well,  you  do  look  a  little  wooden,  JoH3r,  I  must  say. 

\_Sniggers, 

Mr,  BuU  (hotly).  Wooden  P  I  like  that.  Why  you  're  the  very 
image  of  the  Hignlander  outside  a  tobacconist's.  And  if  that '«  not 
wooaen 

Mr.  Stage  Manager,  Now  gentlemen,  please,  no  talking.  This  is 
a  tableau,  remember,  not  a  patter-play. 

Miss  Hibemia,  Quite  so,  Mr.  Manager  I  Mr.  Bull  always 
puts  us  out  with  his  loud  talk.  Thinks  because  he  is  big  and  stroug 
he 's  to  play  '*  the  predominant  partner  "  all  the  time.  [Sniffs, 

Miss  Cambria.  I  hate  such  arrogant,  bouncing  ways  I  Better  be 
*'  little,"  /think,  provided  yon  are  also  *'  gallant."  [Bridles, 

Mr.  Sandy.  He  I  he !  Fancies  he  can  do  the  **  United  Kingdom  " 
all  by  himseu,  and  that  the  other  figures  do  not  count.  Won^t  even 
learn  that  England  doesn't  mean  Great  Britain,  often  as  I  have  to 
remind  him  of  it.  [  Chuckles, 

Mr,  Bull  (loftily).  Bah !  you  're  a  cantankerous,  separatist,  pro- 
tnotic  lot '  -  -      . 


'ncial,  unpatriotic  lot  I 


[Snorts. 


Mr,  Stage  Manager.  Pray,  praj^  ladies  and  gentlemen,  stop  talk- 
ing, and  take  your  respective  positions. 

All,  Yes,  but  what  are  our  respective  i)Ositions  ? 

Mr.  Stage  Manager,  I  will  show  you.  (Arranges  the  four  figures 
in  an  impressive  group^  pushing  this  one  forward  a  little^  eery  gently 
pushing  another  a  shade  back,  straightening  a  back  here^  bending  a 
limb  there^  turning  a  face^  lifting  a  chm^  shaping  a  drapery). 
There !  That 's  better.  Except  the  expressions  of  your  faces.  They 
will  never  do!  Smile,  Mr.  Bull,  as  in  proud,  placid  confidence. 
No,  no,  that's  the  pride  without  the  placidity.  I.iOok  boldly  out,  but 
do  not  clench  your  jaws  or  knit  your  brows.  And  you,  Mr.  Sandy, 
a  shade  less  sourness — if  I  may  say  so— would  make  jrou  look  more 
genial  and— ahem!— Scotch  I  Not  qtnte  so  much  prickly  thistley 
nemo  me  impune  lacesset  about  it  you  know.  Miss  Cambrli,  my 
dear,  as  the  prominent  figure 

The  other  Three  (together).  Oh,  indeed  !  !  I 

Mr,  Stage  Manager  (blandly  and  deprecatingly),  in  this  par- 
ticular tableau,  for  the  moment^  do  not  hide  more  of  the  other  figures 
with  your  cloak  and  hat  than  you  are  obliged  to.  And  now,  if  you 
please,  all  of  you,  fancy  you  are  having  your  photos  taken  for  your 
— ahem ! — sweethearts,  and  look  as  pleasant  as  ever  you  can  ! 

AIL  Oh,  I  daresay !  When  we  are  all  as  cramped  and  uncomfort- 
able as  possible ! 

Mr.  Stage  Manager  (gently).  Well,  you  know,  tableaux  are 
always  just  a  little  trying— to  the  muscles  and  nerves.  But  I  do 
want  our  **  Living  Picture  "  to  be  a  success,  and  I  'm  sure  you  will 
all  share  with  me  the  desire  that  it  should  be  so.  Now,  then,  do  not 
shift  or  change  your  relative  positions,  and,  oh!  Miss  Hibs&xia 
(seductively)  before  I  ring  up  tlie  Curtain,  just  a  leetle  shade  further 
back,  if  you  please,  my  dear ! 

(Curtain  rises,) 


CuBious  OPKRATioy. — In  a  recent  Scotch  trial  held  at  the  Court 
of  Session,  Edinburgh,  Lord  Kyllacht,  in  answer  to  a  question, 
repUed,  '*  I  do  not  think  I  can  compel  the  witness  to  be  precognosed." 
Mrs.  R.  was  much  puzzled  on  reading  this.  Of  Puff-nosed,  xtoman- 
nosed,  Grecian-nosed,  Snub-nosed  persons  she  has  heard,  and  knew 
some  personally.  But  they  were  horn  «o,  and  she  should  like  to  ask 
what  possible  law  there  could  be,  even  in  Scotland— which  was,  ahe 
believed,  still  a  snuff-taking  country— that  c^d  cgmp^^  change 
in  anybody's  noBe.      Digitized  by 
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''  ALL  'S    FAIR    IN    LOVE   AND   WAR." 

Spooney  (to  hated  rival  about  to  jump  a  harmieaa  fence).  **  'Ware  Wire,  Sir  I  *' 


THE  BALLAD  OF  THE  OMNIBUS 
CONDUCTOR. 

CHAKI196  Cross— peimjr  all  the  way, 

Hyde  Park  and  Aensington, 
Hammenmith — Holbom,  did  you  say  ? 

No,  Miss,  the  yaller  one. 

Third  time  to-day  St.  Panics  we  quit 

In  this  red  omnibus, 
And  many  weary  hours  of  it 

Are  still  in  front  of  us. 

Nearly  a  quarter  of  an  hour 

Bemnd,  as  sure  as  fate ! 
And  here  comes  on  a  thunder-shower, 

Uncommon  sharp  and  straight. 

And  them  two  sweethearts  on  the  roof 

Without  a  gamp !    But  note. 
Because  she  *s  got  no  waterproof, 

He  *s  lent  her  his  toi)-coat ! 

And  she  is  not  afraid  she  'U  spile, 

I  gather  from  her  eye ; 
So  they  *re  waiting  with  a  peaceful  smile 

Until  the  clouds  roll  by^ 

But  the  old  lady  on  the  right. 

In  furs^  I  can't  abide ; 
She 's  shrieking  out,  in  tones  of  spite, 

^e  wants  to  go  inside ! 

**  You  should  *ave  gone  at  first.    Too  late, 
Mum ! "    Boom  outside  for  one — 

For  Piccadilly,  Hyde  Park  Gate, 
Hammersmith,  Kensington. 

There  *s  ^omegreta  down  at  Cliaring  C^ross, 

But  I  won't  tell  her  this  • 
Her  oostume  won't  be  any  loss ! 

She  '11  just  stay  where  she  is. 


Those  two — I  might  give  them  the  tip ! 

They  've  pot  no  blooming  furs, 
And  I  see  the  rain  begin  to  drip 

From  that  nice  'at  of  'ers  I 

**  Room  inside,  presently,  for  two. 

Lady,"  I  murmur  low. 
Old  woman  looks  as  if  she  knew. 

Although  she  couldn't  know ! 

So  down  at  Charing  Cross  they  get, 
.  That  j)air,  and  step  inside, 
And  passing  by  the  Ha3rmarket, 
Up  Regent  Street  we  glide. 

But  in  Piccadilly  there 's  a  block. 

Close  to  St.  James's  Park, 
And  we  wait  five  minutes  by  the  clock. 

As  stranded  as  the  Ark ! 

From  the  bus  in  front  tuxns  round  to  jeer 

A  Eilbum  diap  perverse, 
And  we  wrangle  for  a  bit,  to  dieer 

The  drooping  passengers ! 

Then  on  again.    The  raindrops  oease, 

And  there 's  blue  skv  to  see. 
Along  St.  James's  Park  the  trees 

Are  green  as  they  can  be. 

And  soon  those  two  get  out.    /  know. 

The  sun 's  be^un  to  shine. 
They  '11  stroll  along  in  Rotten  Row, 

And  by  the  Serpentine. 

A  pleasant  thing,  mid  allevs  green 

To  ramble  up  and  down! 
There  is  a  girl  1  've  sometimes  seen 

Away  in  Camden  Town. 

I  wonder  would  she  walk  with  me  ? 

Only  it  don't  seem  right 
To  ask  her,  when  one 's  never  free 

Until  the  dead  of  night ! 


TEACHINB  THE  8TRANBER  HOW  TO  ARBUL 

{A  FragnietU  from  the  Next  **  History  of  (he 
Cirilisalion  of  the  Nineteenth  Century.") 

The  Intelligent  Forei^er  accompanied  his 
guide  into  the  chosen  birth-nlace  of  Educa- 
fion.  For  a  few  minutes  tney  could  hear 
nothing,  as  the  noise  was  so  great. 

**  It  is  simply  disgraceful !  "  cried  one  of 
the  disputants.  *' Infamous  I  infamous! 
infamous!"  yelled  another.  ** Hounds! 
sooundrels  and  knaves !  "  screamed  a  third. 
**Come  on,  I  defy  you  all! "  bawled  a  fourth. 
**Give  it  them!  Down  with  them!  Oat 
with  them!"  howled  the  exdted  occupants 
of  the  public  gallery. 

**  Let  us  come  away,"  cried  the  Intelligent 
Foreigner  through  a  speaking-trumpet. 

"Perhaps  it  would Tbe  better,*'  replied  his 
guide,  who  had  been  able  to  make  out  his 
companion's  suggestion  with  the  aid  of  an 
ear-trumpet. 

''Dear  me,"  murmured  the  Intelligent 
Foreigner  when  he  was  once  more  siQPely 
promenading  the  Yictoria  Embankment. 
^*  What  were  they  quarrelling  about  ?  " 

**  Oh,  they  were  scarcely  quarrelling,"  ex- 
plained his  guide;  **the  School  Board  were 
only  calmly  discussinff  a  religious  question." 

Upon  hearing  this  the  Intelligent  Foreigner 
returned  to  his  own  country  in  Central  Airioa, 
where  debates  were  conducted  in  a  more 
dignified  manner. 


New  Spectlative  Investmeitt.  —  **  The 
Booby  Mines  Co.,  Unlimited."  Also.  *'The 
Irregular    Investment    and    General    Loss 
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on  shorts.  Hagnrds  (Mexican  and  Afri- 
can Consolidatod),  Hardys  fWessex  Gold- 
mine), and  Besants  Deferred  on  iha 
whole  maintained  an  active  sale.  O'Bdlfl 
ruled  *'  bnllish."  and  there  was  a  speca- 
latiye  acoonnt  for  the  fall  in  Ibsens  and 
other  foreign  securities.  In  spite  of  an 
animated  competition  between  two  liTal 
jobbers,  Tolstois  declined  after  the  pre- 
vious rush,  and  Copyright  Debentorea 
of  the  last  issue  were  to  a  certain  enteot 
oft  colour. 


^  Insiders  prophesy  no  immediate 
tion  in  Twains^  Bret  Hartes,  and  Blacks 
(Highland  Obbgations).  There  will  pro- 
bably, however,  be  some  alight  fluctua- 
tion in  Stevensons,  Q*s,  and  Corellis. 
Grant  Allen  Ordinary  were  the  turn 
above  par,  but  the  same  Company's 
Preference  Stock  found  no  buyers.  A 
steady  advance  was  maintained  in  Brad- 
dons.  Ouidas  were  hazardous,  though 
Zolas  were  less  Tuky  than  usual,  as  it  is 
rumoured  among  tnose  who  know  that 
the  forthcoming  Lourdes  series  of  Cou- 
pons will  be  an  exceptionally  safe  in- 
vestment. Schreiners  Unitied  were  in 
favour  with  a  limited  public.  Minor 
Poet  investments  have  been  much  wa- 
tered of  late  on  limited  clique  sales, 
and  continue  languid.  They  are  un- 
doubtedly somewhat  difficult  to  *'  Y^ear." 
•  •  •  • 

The  List  of  Applications  will  oi>en  on 
Monday,  April  2  (All  Fools'  Day  being 
Sunday),  for  shares  in  a  new  Journalist. 
;  We  prefer  not  to  give  the  list  of  Direc- 
tors. According  to  the  abridged  pro- 
sjiectus,  the  Company  has  been  formed 
for  the  purpose  ox  acquiring  the  rights 
for  London  and  twenty  miles  round  in  a 
new  Collector  of  Town  Recuse,  who  is 
the  originator  of  a  novel  and  n^id 
system  of  converting  the  same  into  pan 
of  statutory  length.  Amonffst  his  assets 
are  an  assortment  of  political  convictions 
(slightly  damaged,  but  reversible),  a 
complete  set  of  canards  (newly  hatched), 
fifteen  pawn-tickets^  and  a  pending  libel 
case.  An  interim  dividend  of  a  farthing 
in  the  pound  will  be  declared  at  an  early 
opportunity.  A  solicitor  to  the  Company 
has  not  yet  been  found. 


Nerwnu  Tauth  (to  Fair  IMbutarUe),  "Er— I  must  coNOiiATnLATB  you  on  your  Appearance, 
Miss  OodolphinI"  Fair  JMbutanU  {flaUered).  •*0h,  thanks,  Mr.  Youno!" 

Nerwmi  Youth  {hattily),  "  Or  course— er— I  only  mean  your  Futar  Appearance,  you  know  1" 


THE  LATEST  QUOTATIONS. 

Mb.  Oraitt  Allkn  suggests  that  capitalists 
should  put  their  money  into  brains^  and  endow 
thinkers.  Why  not  have  a  Literary  Stock  Ex- 
ebange  at  once,  and  turn  each  writer  into 
a  ComnanyP  Criticism  would  be  beautifully 
simplined,  while  authors,  publishers,  and  pubhc 
would  mutually  know  ' *  where  they  are."  Bub- 
joined  are  some  paramiihs  extracted  from  the 
Financial  Punch  ot  tne  middle  of  next  week. 


I  look,  though  whether  this  is  well-founded  is 

j  open  to  dispute.    Bensons  still  showed  signs  of 

inflation,  and  Zangwills  were  moderately  oneer- 

I  ful,  owing  to  a  continued  demand  for  Ghetto 

I  Issues.    Grands  receded  somewhat,  owing   to 

the  drain  on  this  stock  last  year.    A  further 

I  advance  has  been  freely  predicted  in  Egertons 

and  Kemahans ;  these  bonds  have,  however,  for 

the  moment  eased  off  fractionally,  operators  for 

the  rise  flghting  shy  of  the  present  glut  in 

psychological  securities. 


There  was  a  very  brisk  inquiry  yesterday  on 
'Change  for  Rising  Novelist  Shares,  but  New  ,  ^      .    ^ 

Humorist  Debentures  drooped  to  a  certain  ex-  in  **  futures."  One-per-Cent.^Merediths  were  a 
tent.  Weymans  were  temporarily  on  the  up  i  shade  harder,  while  Indian  and  Pennsylvanian 
grade,  while  Caffyns  (Iota  Stock)  had  a  healthy  i  converted  Kiplings  showed  a  moderate  advance 


The  Established  Authors  Mdrket  closed  quiet 
but  firm,  with  a  tolerably  strong  buyinj^  tendency 


An  Un-Leckt  Remark  ;  or,  a  Cat- 
astrophe Averted.— Mr.  Lecxt  pro- 
tested recently  in  the  Observer  that  he 
**  never  believed,  or  heard,  or  said,  that 
Jacob  Cats  inspired  Shakspearb*' ;  but 
he  did  sajr,  he  admits,  **  that  the  nopn- 
larity  of  Cats  in  Holland  was  almost 
like  that  of  Shakspearb  in  England." 
Shakspbabb  was  fond  of  Cats  though  not 
of  a  **  fine  puss -gentleman  "— whidi 
sounds  like  Tom  Cat,  Esq.— and  he  has 
many  a  good  word  **  to  throw  to  a  do^." 
On  one  celebrated  occasion  he  was  in- 
spired by  a  pack  of  hounds,  but  nerer 
by  a  troop  of  Cats. 

I  ISymbolical.— "LordRosBBBBY,"  said 
The  World  last  week,  **  will  probably  go 
down  to  Battle  for  a  couple  of  days." 
He  will  certainly  have  to  come  up  for 
** battle"  for  the  next  three  montha. 
After  his  first  nasty  one  from  Waxba- 
Labby  the  Jester,  it  is  to  be  hoped  the 
Premibr  will ''  come  up  smiling.^' 

Mb8.  R.  cannot  think  why  people  are 
speaking  of  '*the  sensible  aadinon  to 
tne  Income-tax  "  expected  in  the  Bnd- 
^et.    **Any  addition,"  8a3rs  Mrs.   R., 

*  is  senseless.^* 


-^^ 


L 


lOOgle 
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LAYS  OF  THE  CURRENCY. 

IV.— "PRICE  SIXPENCE." 

I  81170  a  song,  it  has  been  done 

before ;  j 

I  could  not  (if  I  would)  with  ! 

truth  deny  it.  ' 

"We  have  our  minor  poets  by  the 

score, 
Who  make  somehow  a  decent 

living  by  it. 
In  point  of  fact  I  do  myself — , 

that's  more 
Or  less,  and  so  could  you  were 

you  to  try  it. 
It  *s  pleasant  tlius  to  earn  (when 

in  a  fix)  pence. 
So  that  is  why  I  sing  a  Song  of 

Sixpence.  I 

Oh,  not  for  me  (I  'm  glad  to  say) 

to  sing  ' 

Of  that  abnormal  pocketful  of  , 

rye; 
I  f ondlv  hope  and  quite  believe  , 

the  King  i 

Used  language  suitable  to  such  | 

a  pie. 
No  doubt  he  stormed  and  swore  , 

like  anything,  i 

And  blew  the  wicked  cook  up  | 

—to  the  sky.  i 

My  song  is  different.    Somehow 

Nursery  Rhjmes 
Seem  quite  unsuited   to  these 

modem  times.  i 

With  Sixpence  now  j-ou  get  a 
ladies'  journal,  I 

News-crammed  up  to  the  very 
brim^  where  no  thing 
Too  sacred  is  to  print.    It  seems 
eternal 
Is  woman's  interest  in  her — 
inward  clothing. 
How  pleasant  it  would  be  if  one 
could  spurn  all 
These  things  sartorial.    I  con- 
fess with  loathing 


ATHLETICS    UNDER    DIFFICULTIES. 

MasUr  {to  Brcwn  Seewndvs^   who  is  doing  a  litUe  privaU  praetiee), 
*  How  's  THiH,  Bbown  1    Out  uf  School  ?    What  foe  ? " 
Brown  Sccundus  {innocently).  "Sprained  Wbist,  Sir  I " 


These  robed  and  hatted  columns 

never  fail 
To  fill—well,  one  who  'a  only  a 

mere  male. 

Or  Sixpence  buys  for  you  a  pic- 
ture paper. 
You  (if  you  're  famous)  find 

your  portrait  there 
Displayed  in  such  a  way  that 

every  gaper 
Can  you  see  'mid  a  bevy  of  the 

lair. 
You  're  next  a  girl  who  knows 

well  how  to  drape  her 
Delightful  limbs  —  une  dan^ 

sense  premiere. 
Your  likeness  isn't  like  you,  but 

your  fame 
Consists   in  this— they  always 

print  your  name. 

Along  with  papers  of  the  hum- 
bler penny. 
The   booKstalls  now  are  all 

heaped  up  on  high 
With  those  that  cost  you  six,  all 

seeking  any 
Sensation  like  to  catch  your 

roving  eye. 
To  tell  the  truth,  they've  got 

to  be  so  many, 
You  hardly  know  which  one 

is  best  to  buy. 
Though  should  you  wish  to  keep 

your  loose  (or  lax)  pence. 
Remember  each  you  get  means 

*  *  Bang  goes  Saxpence ! " 


**  Will  the  BitiTieH  MugEUX 

BEMAUr  WBERE  IT  HOW  18  ?  " — 

Certainly ;  it  is  so  strongly  at- 
tached to  its  present  situation, 
that  it  will  stay  just  where  it 
is,  in  spite  of  ''^  powers "  being 
given  to  it  to  add  to  itself  two 
new  wings,  and  to  take  several 
flights  (ca  btairs). 


:a  hoiidat  task  fob  the  eastsb  vacation. 

Dear  Mr.  PrifCH, — As  you  always  look  after  us  fellows,  will  you 
say  a  good  word  for  us  at  Easter  P  Everyone  knows  that  we  don't 
have  too  many  holidays,  but  it  seems  a  beastly  shame  to  handicap 
the  little  vacation  we  are  allowed  by  setting  us  holiday  ta^eks. 
However,  if  we  are  to  have  them,  let  us  answer  them  as  we  please, 
in  a  cheery,  light-hearted  spirit  appropriate  to  the  occasion.  To  teach 
you  what  I  mean  I  will  jot  down  a  few  questions  to  show  you  how 
I  think  they  ought  to  be  treated,  and  when  I  write  myself  I  feel 
sure  that  I  am  speaking  for  a  lot  oi  chaps  who  share  my  opinion. 

HOLIDAY  QUESTIONS  WITH  MODEL  ANSWERS. 
Histobt. 

Question.  Who  was  William  the  CoyQUEBOE  P 

Answer.  A  Johnny  who  came  over  to  England  to  have  a  tussle 
with  Harold,  and  got  the  best  of  it  at  Hastings. 

Q.  What  was  the  result  of  the  Battle  of  Hastings  ? 

A.  That  everything  was  made  (hip-shape  for  no  end  of  a  time,  and 
consequently  caused  it  to  be  unnecessary  to  consider  events  until  the 
reign  of  Queen  Victoria. 

Q.  What  do  you  know  about  the  Normans  P 

A.  Chaps  in  armour,  who  became  the  ancestors  of  anyone  claiming 
reroectability  at  the  end  of  the  Nineteenth  Century, 

Q,  What  were  the  provisions  of  Magna  Charta  ? 

A,  Not  generally  known,  but  if  there  were  a  luncheon  jarty  at 
Runnymede,  probably  venison  from  the  New  Forest. 

Q.  Who  was  Richard  the  Fibot  P 

A.  A  King  of  England  who  was  fond  of  music.  He  killed  a  lion, 
was  taken  prisoner,  and  discovered  by  Bluxdel,  probably  from 
Maples.  Fond  of  fighting,  and  was  a  mend  of  Sir  Walter  Scott, 
who  put  him  in  Ivannoe. 

Q.  Give  the  principal  events  from  the  commencement  of  the  reign 
of  Charles  the  First  up  to  the  present  time. 

A.  Execution  of  Chajlles  the  Fibst.  Death  of  Queen  Anne. 
Battle  of  Trafalgar.     Battle  of  Waterloo.     Accession  of  the  Queen. 


The  Crimean  War.  The  Indian  Mutiny.  Marriage  of  the  Prince 
OF  Wales.  Marriage  of  the  Dues  of  1  obk.  Commencement  of  the 
,  Easter  Holidays. 

Oeographt. 

Q.  Name  some  of  the  principal  places  of  interest  in  London. 

A.  The  theatres :  Olympia ;  the  Crystal  Palace.  The  (able  d'hote 
at  the  Grand  Hotel.  Madame  Tu8SAUD*8.  Lord*8  Cricket  Ground. 
The  Oval.  The  Army  and  Navy  Stores;  and  the  tops  of  all  the 
omnibuses. 

Q.  Give  the  names  of  the  most  important  towns  in  England. 

A .  Eton,  Harrow.  Winchester,  Westminster,  Ru gby ,  Marlborough , 
Cheltenham,  Felstea,  Radley,  Gh>dalmin^,  and  West  Kensington. 

Q.  Specify  the  principal  exports  and  imports  of  Great  Britain. 

A.  Don't  know. 

Q.  What  causes  the  creation  of  an  island  in  latitudes  ^here 
volcanoes  are  in  constant  eruption  P 

A.  Don*tcare. 

There,  Mr.  Punch,  if  we  might  floor  our  papers  as  above 
mentioned,  a  holiday  task  would  become  quite  a  little  holiday 
pleasure.  Do  your  best  for  us.  We  always  take  you  in  during 
term  time,  ana,  when  we  come  home,  get  the  governor  to  buy  a 
couple  of  oopiefr— one  for  himself,  one  for  us.  So  you  see  you  owe  us 
something.    One  good  turn  deserves  another. 

Your  affectionate  little  friend,  Jones  Minor. 


The  Agra  BANE.—The  rupee  is  down  a  penny  since  November. 
It  is  now  worth  one  shiUiog  and  twopence  instead  of  one  and  three- 
The  prospects  of  the  A.  B.  were  declared  at  the  last  meeting. 


pence. 

as  reported  in  the  Times^  to  be 


*  encouraging,"  but  the  past  history 
latterly  appears  to  have  been  rather  Agra-vating.  **  Well,  after  alL" 
says  RoBEBT  the  Vaiter,  **  'tis  only  Agra-vaiting  for  better  times.'* 


Good  News,  ip  True,  as  to  the  Rosebeby  Constitution.— It 
is  said  that  the  sore  places  have  been  Healy'd  ^ri-jQQCT  I P 
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TO  A  "V-SHAPED  DEPRESSION." 

In  meteorologrical  reports 

Thou  comest  to  us,  mostly  from  the  West, 
And  any  individual  who  sports 

A  decent  topper  is,  like  thee,  depressed. 

0  sad  Depression,  ruinous  to  gamps, 
The  broad  Atlantic  would  not  feel  so  much 

Thy  moist  and  mournful  influence  that  damps 
The  moist  and  mournful  Briton  with  its  touch ! 

Then  pause  at  times,  and  make  the  sad  sea  waves 
Yet  sadder  and  yet  wetter  than  they  are, 

And  send  us  not  to  inundated  graves, 
Witii  cough  and  oold,  consumption  and  catarrh. 

Yet,  if  thou  comest,  change  at  least  thy  name, 
Y-shaped  Depression— sdentiflc  sound ! 

Warm  vernal  showers  once  so  softly  came, 
And  coaxed  the  crocus  from  the  moistened  ground. 

Poor  Poetry  is  dead ;  ring  out  her  knell. 

Stem  Saenoe  simply  crushed  her  lon£[  ago. 
That  Science  lives,     V-shaped  Depressions  "  tell ; 

That  Poetry  is  dead,  these  verses  show. 


ADVICE   GRATIS." 


My  deab  Briefle88,~I  have  long  been  puzzled  by  the  want  of 
success  accorded  to  you  in  our  mutual  profession.  This  is  certainly 
not  the  result  of  lack  of  assiduity  on  your  part.  You  are  punctual 
and  regular  in  your  attendance  in  Court.  On  the  occasions  when 
you  have  addressed  it,  so  far  as  my  experience  goes,  you  have  shown 
yoursdf  equal  to  the  occasion.  It  is  true  that  I  personally  only  re- 
member two  such,  but  doubtless  there  have  been  many  others. 
Those  to  which  I  allude  are,  first,  when  you  rose  in  the  Queen's 

Bench  Division  to  complain  of  a  draught,  and  Mr.  Justice at 

once  granted  your  application,  and  made  an  order  directing  the 
usher  to  close  a  window.    Second,  when,  being  the  senior  barrister 

present,  you  rose  to  congratulate  Mr.  Baron on  his  return  to  the 

Bench.  (He  had  risen,  you  will  remember,  half  an  hour  earlier  than 
the  usual  time  on  the  previous  afternoon,  owing  to  a  somewhat 
premature  increase  to  his  domestic  responsibilities.) 

It  is  true  that  his  Lordship,  after  you  had  spoken,  observ^  that 
"it  was  a  i)rivate  matter,  and  ought  not  to  form  the  subject  of 
public  allusion  "  :  but  I  can  never  forget  the  dignity  with  which 
you  replied,  **My  Lord,  that  which  concerns  you  concerns  the 
nation."  You  had,  I  remember,  resumed  your  seat  even  before 
His  Lordship  requested  you  to  do  so.  So 
that   the  report,  as   it   appeared  in  the 

Sapers,  that  you   were    "ordered   to   sit 
own,"  **and  resumed  your  seat  accord- 
iugly,"  is  not  correct. 

How  is  it,  then,  that  your  efforts  have 
not  been  crowned  with  success  ?  My  dear 
Briefless,  you  will  not  be  offended  with 
me  if  I  suggest  that  your  personal  appear- 
ance is  not  sufficiently  impressive.  I  illus- 
trate what  I  mean.  Your  forensic  costume 
is  correct,  your  dress  appropriate,  your 
whiskers  are  according  to  a  well-known  and 
universally  accepted  pattern,  **  the  mutton 
chop."  But  you  lack,  dare  1  say  the  word, 
,    ^,"  (**go"  is  better,  and  I  adopt  itj.    Now 

my  idea  is  that,  with  your  undoubted  ability,  it  is  worth  while 

making  a  series  of  experiments  in  your  personal  appearance,  with 

the  view  of   ascertaining  whether  the  success  ycu   undoubtedly 

deserve  can  any  longer  be   denied  to 

you.   In  j/rimis^  you  must  sacrifice  your 

wluBkers.     I   know    this    may   bring 

trouble  at  home ;  but  if  the  importance 

of  the  situation  is  urged,  I  fancy  the 

opposition  will  give  way,  or  at  any  rate 

compromise,  for  moustaches  to  be  grown 

at  the  sea- side  during  the  Long  Vacation. 
I  remember  a   fnend  of  mine  who 

sacrificed  his  moustaches  on  taking  silk, 

overcoming  a  good  deal  of  hostile  do- 
mestic feeling  by  having  them  mounted 

on  a  Christmas  card  with  some  appro- 
priate  verses.     I  don't    see  why  vou 

should  not  do  something  in  this  line 

with  your  whiskers.    Having,  got  rid 

of  the  whiskers,  I  would  suggest  that 

you  should  put  yourself  into  the  hands 

of    an  expert,  like  Mr.   Clahksox,  the  theatrical  perntqtn'er,  iu 


•*  Devil,"  or  rather  **go* 


order  that  you  mav  appear  as  the  spry,  incisive  barrister.   The 
wig  must  be  uncurled,  and  rendered  less  formal,  but  your  collars 

and  bands  must  be  as  stiff  as 
starch  can  make  them.  CLiix- 
SON  wiU  give  you  a  heavy  eye- 
brow, and  you  will  wear  a  gun. 
Your  manner  will  be  short  and 


sharp,  your  gestures  quick  and 
empnatic,    j 


you  will  not  brook 
contradiction,  and  your  power 
of  self-assertion  must  be  un- 
limited. 

I  have  great  faith  in  this  type, 
but  should  it   fail  after  a  fair 
trial,   I   would  recommend  tiie 
following     change.      The   wig 
should  be  straightened  out   The 
heavy  eyebrow  removed,  the  glan 
•w         '  '^-^^^sr-^^iiiiB/mi    ^^^^    aside.      Cla&ksok   should 
^\^r  ^^^^^^Wfmm^f     produce  you  as  the  jocular  genial 
^    ^^S^^Wullf/     Ifh^     counsellor.       This     should    be 

w^  ^    '^        W "  a  achieved   by  raising  the  colonr 

*^  of,  and  bringing  into  prominenee, 

your  cheek :  a  slight  redness  on 

the  nose  indispensable  in  tnie  comedy.    You  will  assume  a  quaint 

and  quiet  mien ;  but  your  eye  must  twinkle  (Ci^bkson  will  see  to  this). 
The  last  type  that  I  would  suggest  to 

you  in  this  letter  as  worthy  of  a  trial 

IS  the  erudite  counsel,  for  this  character 

you  will  require  whiskers,  but  not  the 

formal  pattern  you  now  wear.     They 

must  be  irregular  and  straggley.    The 

face    a    good   deal   lined,    and   heavy 

spectacles :    collar    and    bands    limp. 

Affect  to  DC  suffering  from  short  sight, 

and  let  your  excellent  clerk  see  that  you 

are  regularly  supplied  in   Court  with 

legal   works,    black    letter    preferred, 

which  you  will  diligently  study  about 

three  inches  from  your  nose. 
My  dear  Briefless,  I  shall  be  anxious  to  learn  what  you  think  of 

mjr  suggestions,  and  to  give  you  others  should  these  fail  after  fair 

tnal.  Yours,  Well-wishke. 


PHILANTHROPY  1  LA  MODE. 

A  simxG  for  the  Public  Examination  of  ihe  Directors  and  Officers 
of  the  Children's  Benevolent  Bank  was  held  recently  before  the  Pr^ 
siding  Authority.  Although  eighty  witnesses  were  required  to  appear, 
only  the  Secretary  attended.  It  transpired  that  the  Institution  was 
registered  for  the  purjMxses  of  transacting  the  business  of  bankers  aod 
money  lenders.  The  insolvency  of  the  Bank  was  attributed  to  its 
funds  having  been  advanced  on  inadequate  or  worthless  securities. 

The  Secretary,  having  been  called,  was  examined  by  the  Priding 
Authority.  He  said  he  was  appointed  pro  tern.,  hut  nad  nothini?  to 
do  with  the  comjK)sition  of  the  prospectus.  Two  hundred  million 
prospectuses  were  issued  in  China,  Jamui  and  other  charitable  ooin- 
panies.  The  alleged  object  of  the  Bank  was  to  assist  infants  of 
tender  years  at  times  of  pecuniary  difficulty. 

The  Presiding  Authority.  Was  not  the  prospectus  a  combinatioii 
of  cant  and  cuteness  P 

The  Witness  admitted  that  such  was  the  case.  He  was  not  re^* 
sible  for  the  prospectus.  Thaj;  was  the  work  of  the  promoter,  who 
received  two-thirds  of  the  shares  as  a  consideration  for  the  trouble  he 
had  taken  in  establishing  the  Institution.  The  other  shares,  worth 
apparently  £100  each,  were  issued  at  a  very  considerable  discount 

The  Presidina  Authority.  Is  it  not  a  fact  that  some  of  the  £100 1 
shares  were  sola  at  twopence  a-piece  P  .      •    l  ' 

The  Witness  was  not  prepared  to  answer  that  question  in  the 
affirmative.  However,  he  nad  certainly  heard  (on  rehable  authority) 
that  some  of  the  shares  were  purchased  at  the  suna  per  share  of 
twopence  halfDcnny.  He  did  not  consider  this  a  disproportionate 
sum  for  the  value  of  the  investment. 

The  Presiding  Authority.  Why  did  the  Promoter  recei?e  two- 
thirds  of  the  shares  of  the  Institution  ? 

The  Secretary,  For  forming  and  floating  the  Company. 

The  Presiding  Authority.  And  what  became  of  the  funds  that 
were  actually  received  by  issuing  the  debentures  at  the  large  discount 
you  have  mentioned  ? 

The  Secretary,  They  were  sent  to  the  Promoter. 

The  Presiding  Authority.  And  where  is  that  official  ? 

The  Secretary.  I  believe  that  he  is  residing  abroad.  . 

[The  inquiry  icas  then  adjourned  sine  dit 
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BETWEEN   THE    (SUNDAY)   SHOWS. 

Sczsu—The  West  End,    TmE—Between  Show  Sunday  and  Studio 
Sunday,    Peesest— Tiro  Art  Enthusiasts. 

First  Art  Enthusiast.  Yes;    we  enjoyed  ourselves  thoroughly. 
We  took  a  fly,  and  went  first  to  Chelsea^  and  did  it  thoroughly,  and 
then  to  the  Regent's  Park,  and  aid  it 
thoroughly  too. 

Second  Art  Enthusiast.  Well,  we 
only  had  a  cab.  You  see  as  the  studios 
are  in  groups,  it  is  so  easy  to  go  from 
one  place  to  another,  and  then  walk. 
It  was  really  most  amusing. 

First  A.  E.  Yes ;  I  always  like  the 
fun.  You  see  the  same  people  at  each 
place.  They  come  up  regularly  until 
you  quite  begin  to  know  them. 

Second  A,  E.  Yes.  just  as  if  you 
were  on  board  ship  ana  saw  them  every 
day.  And  that  ^s  why  I  think  you 
should  dress  very  quietly. 

First  A.  E.  I  quite  agree  with  you. 
There  was  an  arrangement  in  green  and  yellow  which  palled  upon  us 
terribly  before  the  day  was  done.  We  quite  liked  it  the  tirst  time 
we  saw  it.  But  it  grew  so  terribly  monotonous.  We  saw  it  fourteen 
times. 

Second  A.  E.  Yes,  and  you  must  look  at  a  startling  costume.  It 
attracts  your  attention  in  spite  of  all  your  efforts  to  look  at  some- 
thing else. 

First  A,  E.  Quite  so ;  for  what  else  have  yon  to  look  at  if  you 
don't  examine  the  dresses  F  Of  course,  if  you  meet  friends,  you  can 
talk  to  them. 

Second  A.  E.  Exactly.  That  's  what  we  did.  We  met  the 
SoLFERiNO  Smiths,  and  chatted  all  the  afternoon  with  them.  We 
got  into  the  stream,  and  were  carried  away  with  it.  We  drifted 
&om  place  to  place  most  charmingly. 

First  A.  E,  That  must  have  been  very  nice ;  because,  after  all,  it 
is  rather  dull  spending  a  whole  afternoon  in  doing  nothing  in 
particular. 

Second  A,  E,  Well,  von  can  scarcely  call  it  nothing  in  particular, 
because  it  is  quite  the  tnin^  to  do.  Besides,  one  must  be  somewhere 
on  a  Sunday,  and  why  not  in  the  studios  ?  It  is  chilly  out  of  the  sun 
in  the  i>arks,  and  now  the  House  is  sitting  it  is  difficult  to  get  away 
into  the  country. 

First  A.  E,  Certainly.  I  suppose  you  did  not  see  many  of  the 
pictures? 

Second  A,  E.  Well,  to  tell  the  truth,  I  never  lodged  at  them. 
You  see,  there  is  always  such  a  crush,  that  it 's  quite  a  buaineas  to 
^et  near  them.  Besides,  what  is  the  good?  You  will  be  able  to 
inspect  them  to  your  heart's  content  early  in  May.  What  trere 
they  like? 

First  A.  E.  Oh,  I  don't  know.  I  make  it  a  rule  to  attend  to  more 
important  matters.    The  pictures  can  wait. 

Second  A,  E.  Unite  so.  .  And  apropos  of  the  subject,  are  you 
going  to  the  show  of  the  Academicians  on  Sundav  ? 

First  A.  E.  OF  course  I  shall.  Why,  I  wouldn't  miss  it  for  anv- 
thing.  AVliy  half  London  will  be  in  the  Melbury  Road  and  toe 
Regent's  Park.  Of  course,  the  paintings  will  be  more  interesting 
than  those  exhibited  bv  the  outsiders.  But  I  don't  think  I  shall 
trouble  myself  about  tnem.  As  you  say,  they  can  keep  until  the 
Private  Views  at  the  New  Gallery  and  the  Royal  Academy. 

Second  A.  E.  Exactly.  But  really  art  must  be  ipaking  great 
progress  in  England.  Why,  a  few  years  ago  no  one  thought  of  visit- 
ingthe  studios. 

First  A.  E.  Yes,  we  are  distinctly  an  art-loving  people.  But  you 
haven't  told  me — shall  you  come  to  the  Show  on  Sunday  ? 

Second  A,  E.  That  is  a  question  I  cannot  answer  until  I  have 
heard  from  my  dressmaker.  If  I  can  get  my  moirS  gown  in  time  I 
shall  certainly  turn  up.  But  if  it  doesn't  come  I  shall  mope  in  the 
drawing-room.    Won^t  it  be  too  sad  ? 

First  A,  E.  Too  sad.  And  I  am  in  the  same  position.  My  second 
Sunday  gown  is  behind  time.  If  it  doesn't  come,  I  shall  be  moping 
too.    I  do  so  love  art. 

Second  A,  E.  So  do  I.  Especially  now  one  is  not  bothered  to  say 
anything  complimentary  to  the  artists.  So  much  nicer  to  move  in 
and  out  without  having  to  criticise  or  to  praise.  But  if  we  are  not 
betrayed  by  our  dressmakers,  we  will  go  together. 

First  A,  E.  Of  course  we  will.  And  that  will  be  delightful ;  I  do 
80  dote  upon  paintings— in  a  new  bonnet. 

Second  A.  E,  And  I  do  so  lore  statues— in  a  new  doak.     Ah! 
what  would  we  do  without  the  two  Sundays  ? 
First  A.  E,  Ah,  what  indeed !    So  good  for  Art  generally  I 
Stcond  A,  E.  And  English  artists  particularly ! 
[Scene  closes  in  upon  preparations  for  a  grecU  intellectual  treat 
for  the  Pillars  of  Art  in  England, 

YOU  cn. 


LIVELY  TIMES  IN  DRURY  LANE. 

**  Dbubiolanus  "  is  doing  well,  very  well,  with  his  "Oi)erasin 
English."  The  National  Theatre  has  been  crowded  on  the  nights  it 
has  been  opened  for  the  reception  of  the  Public  and  the  Public's 
favourites.  Maritana,  Faust^  Carmen^  and  The  Bohemian  Girl^ 
have  been  played  in  turn  and  with 
equally  satisfactory  results.  At  the 
initial  performance  of  Balfe's  master- 
piece it  was  (musicallv)  noted  that 
^*  You '//  Remember  Me "  was  not 
encored.  Quite  to,  the  dear  old  girl 
(she 's  fifty  if  she 's  a  day)  could  be  re- 
collected without  a  reminder.  Every 
melody  is  as  familiar  in  our  mouths 
(with  pianoforte  accompaniment)  as 
household  words.  As  the  composer  (who 
was  more  of  an  Irishman  than  a  French- 
man) might  have  said  of  the  libretto,  **  it 
is  tres  Bunn.^*  Sir  Aucrsrus  seems  to 
have  discovered  a  Lane  without  a  turn- 
ing. Drama,  Pantomime  and  Opera  may  ^ 
be  seen  one  after  the  other,  but  they  keejp  '^ 
to  the  same  straight  road — the  road  to  success.  So  we  can  sing 
**  Turn  on  Old  Times  "  (adapted  from  Maritana)  without  any  fear  for 
the  consequences,     

JUSTICE  TO  SHRIMPS. 

A  MASS  meeting  of  shrimps  took  place  yesterday  in  Tide  Park,  a 
nice  sandy  reach  at  the  mouth  of  the  Thames  mid-way  between  the 
Kent  imd  Essex  coasts.  As  it  was  a  Bank  Holidav  for  all 
crustaceans,  the  banks  were  deserted,  and  a  large  attendance  was 
the  result.  The  state  of  the  water  was  as 
calm  as  could  have  been  desired,  and  the 
only  drawback  was  a  mist  supposed  to  be 
due  to  the  Barking  outfall. 

The  Chair-Shrimp  said  that  the  object  of 
that  imTOsing  demonstration  was  known 
to  all.  They  had  crawled  there  in  their 
thousands  in  order  to  support  the  Bill  now 
before  Parliament  to  check  the  sale  of 
French  and  Belgian  shrimps.  (Cheers.) 
The  meeting,  of  course,  was  aware  that 
!^  owing  to  this  unfair  foreign  competition 
■\  the  value  of  true-bom  British  shrimps  had 
been  reduced  to  half  what  it  once  was. 
(Cries  of  ''  Shame!")  He  protested 
against  this  immigration  of  destitute  alien 
shrimps,  creatures— he  meant — who  were 
destitute  of  the  praiseworthy  and  realistic 
fiavour  which,  as  all  the  world  acknow- 
ledged ,  belon ged to  t hemsel ves.  ( Applause, ) 
The  foreign  shrimp  was  a  fraud.  He  put  it  to  the  meeting -did  his 
tail  come  off  as  easily  as  their  own  ?  (  A^o,  Ko,")  Had  he  the  same 
fine  colour?  (**A'b.'")  What  he  desired  was  protection  to  native 
industries,  and  shrimps  irere  industrious,  whatever  prawns  might 
say  to  the  contrary.  (Cheers.)  The  whole  effort  of  their  existence 
was  to  taste  nice,  and  keep  up  their  character  on  the  British  tea- 
table.    (General  cheering.) 

The  Next  Speaker  (icho  declined  to  give  his  name  for  fear  of  losing 
his  situation)  remarked  that  what  was  really  wanted  was  the  forma- 
tion of  a  National  Union  of  Amalgamated  Crustaceans.  Even 
prawns  and  crayfish  should  be  included.  ('*  No!'' and  uproar.)  The 
foreign  shrimp  was  a  blackleg.  (Cheers.)  Let  them  dnve  him  back 
to  Belgium  by  picketing  the  eastern  coasts,  and  at  the  eame  time 
establish  a  large  strike  fund !  (Applause.)  To  set  up  such  a  fund 
it  was  only  necessary  for  them  all  to  shell  out.    (Laughter.) 

Another  Shrimp  declared  that  he  was  a  Free  Trader.  (Hisses.) 
Let  the  foreigners  compete  with  them !  Did  they  think  the  British 
public  were  such  idiots  as  not  to  know  the  difference  of  taste  between 
the  two  ?  (**  Yes*'  and  **-  No.'')  If  they  liked,  let  the  foreigners 
have  the  words  ''  Made  in:Be]gium  "  inscribed  on  their  backs  prior  to 
sale.  (Cheers,  and  a  voice  **  Ao  room.'')  He  agreed  that  there  was 
no  room  for  them  in  England.  ( Lauahter,)  But  let  them  trust  to 
the  principles  of  free  trade  to  drive  tnem  out !  (Clteers,  hisses,  and 
confusioti.) 

At  this  point  the  Resolution  was  put  and  declared  carried  amid 
great  enthusiasm,  and  the  proceedings  terminated  with  the  usual 
vote  of  thanks  to  the  Chair-Snrimp. 


**  Weauy  !  80  WnAKY  1" — On  Friday  last  a  gentliman  wrote  to  the 
Times,  sic:ning  himself  *' ^^  Barrister  of  Tieentu  Years'  Standing." 
Did  he  take  a  diair  and  ^it  down  to  write  that  letter  'f    If  so,  has  he 


ever  got  up  again  ? 
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THE    VILLAGE    SCHOOLMISTRESS'S    VISION. 

An  Objtd-Ltssan,  for  School- Board  Fanatics, 


['*  To-day  the  scene  of  the  Tillage  Bchool- 
miitress't  labour  is,  as  often  as  not,  one  from 
which  brightness  and  beauty  seem  for  oyer 
banished,  and  one  calculated  to  depresii  the  spirits 


of  the  most  dauntless.  The  room  itself  is  far  too 
often  a  mere  whitewashed  bam,  its  damp,  un- 
plastered  walls  innocent  of  ornament,  saye  for  a 
few  ancient  maps  that  saw  the  light  of  day  while 


Africa  was  yet  a  howling  wildemesi.  .  .  .  and 
windows  and  doors  that  periodically  giye  xbo 
clemencj  an  opportunity  of  scoring  an  easV  victory 
oyer  primitive  carpentry.  .  .  ..*I  live  in  lodjcinits 


Digitized  by 


,  *  I  liye  in  lodnngs 


ApfliL  7,  1894.] 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI. 


159 


FANCY   GOLF   PICTURE. 

**Thb  Bogey  Competition." 


(writct  a  mistress)  which  are  very  inferior.  I 
cannot  be  supplied  with  two  rooms,  only  a  bed- 
room. (For  this  room  she  pays  £10  a  year.)  I 
cook  my  own  diimer  in  school,  also  tea,  and  pass 
the  time  away  by  reading,  &c.,  until  9  p.m., 
then  I  go  to  my  lodgings,  and  retire  to  rest.'  I 
ask  you  to  picture  for  yourselves  the  condition  of 
thia  woman  in  winter,  sitting  all  the  black,  frozen 
evening  through  in  her  solitary  schoolroom." —  | 
Mr,  Ti  /.  MaemanaraU  Paper  on  **  The  Rural 
Schooimistresif  her  Canditums  of  Servitude  ;  **  retid 
Ufore  the  Meeting  of  the  National  Union  of 
Tiaekeri,] 

**  To  every  class  tee  have  a  school  assigrCd^ 
Rules  for  atl  ranks,  and  food  for  every 

mtnd : 
Yet  one  there  is,  that  small  regard  to  rule 
Or  study  pays,  and  still  is  deemed  a  school : 
That,  where  a  deaf,  poor,  patient  tcidow  sits, 
And  awes  some  thirty  infants  as  she  knits.^^ 

This  is  no  picture  of  to-day ;  'twas  so, 
Of  Bohool,  well-nigh  a  century  ago  [best/' 
Sang  **  Nature's  sternest  painter,  yet  the 
Uncompromising  Crabbe.  Now  east  and  west 
The  autocratic  School  Board  spreads  its  sway. 
Whilst  toiling  myriads  applaud— and  pay ! 
And  yet  Cbabbks  pencu  here  might  find  a 

theme 
Like  Mackamara's  pen ! 

It  seems  a  dream 
Of  nightmare  hideousness  and  sordid  gloom 
That  whitef aoed  woman  in  that  whitewashed 

room ;  [mute 

Woni  with  the  long  day's  ministrationB ; 
In  olully  loneness,  silence  ahsolute, 
Grilling  he  r  8upi>er  o'er  the  scanty  stove. 
No  biw  companionship,  no  light,  no  love ; 


Nought  womanly,  save  patience  and  the  grace 
That  arduous  culture   lends  the  homeliest 

face; 
No  comfort  in  that  bleak,  blank,  bam-like 

waste, 
Nothing  to  warm  the  heart  or  charm  the  taste, 
Only  Boeotian  bareness  coarse  and  crude. 
Discomfort  drear,  and  soulless  solitude  I 

Was  it  for  this  she  drudged  by  day  and 

night, 
As  taught  or  teacher  ?    Is  this  piteous  plight 
The   g^   of   five   years   study   strenuous, 

brave  ?— 
A  lonely,  tired,  ** certificated"  slave ! 
Ceabbe's  **  patient  widow,"  Cowpkh*8  pious 

dame,  [fame, 

And  Goldsmith  's  **  Tillage  master,"  dear  to 
The    Yankee    **  School  -  marm,"    or    tiie 

*  *  Hoosier ' '  quaint. 
The   shrewd   heage  -  pedant    Irish    fancies 

paint ; — 
All  these  antique  and  antiquated  types 
Of  pedagogues  with  pover^  at  gripes. 
More  genial  growths  of  homelv  nature  show. 
With  more  oi  hopeful  ease  ana  human  glow. 
Than  this  the  latest  and  most  *'  up-to-date '' 
Pale  product  of  a  pedagogic  State. 
The  scholar-task,  the  pu^-teachership, 
Instruction's  spur,  Examination's  whip. 
The  training-college ;  all  the  learned  fuss. 
From  FoRsiEB  down  to  Digolx,  ending-— 

thus? 
All  the  sage  schemesr-perfection  absolute  I— 
AJuroLD  could  plan  or  Aclaitd  execute 
Seen  culminating  in  the  cruel  gloom 
Of  this  wan  woman  in  this  wretched  room  P 


*•  Brutal  severity  of  work,  to  crush 

Her  womanhood  dean  out!"  Health*s  roseate 

flush 
Frozen  to  pallor,  as  her  long-stored  stock 
Of  varied  learning  to  her  rustic  flock 
Of  dull,  precarious  pupils  is  outpoured, 
At  the  dictation  of  a  blundering  Board. 
Tyrannical  Committees  overtask  her ; 
High-stomached  village  autocrats  will  ask 

her 
Zeal  in  return  for  snubbing ;  bigots  job. 
And  the  mean,  pettifogging  school-board  snob 
Makes  her  dull  life  a  burden  and  a  fear- 
She— passing  poor  on  forty  pounds  a  year ! 

Look  on  this  picture  pedants^  and  on  that 
Of  the  old  school-dame  who  in  snugness  sat. 
Head-kerchief  d,  knitting  blandly,  holding 

rule 
0*er  urchins  in  the  old  quaint  village  school, 
With  horn-book,  slate  and  sampler,  and  con- 
ceive 
If  our  poor,  knowledge-stuffed,  pale  slipof  Eve, 
Weary  of  ceaseless  work,  and  starless  gloom. 
Falling  asleep  in  her  bleak,   whitewashed 

room. 
Dreams  not  with  envy  of  that  old  dame's  lot 
In  days  when  Standards  and  ScAiool  Boards 

were  not ; 
And  wonder  is  in  order  to  command 
Our  new  Ideal,  an  Educated  Land, 
'Tis  reaUy  needful  that  that  land  should 

have 
In  a  schoolmistress  an  instructed  slave ; 
Doom    her    to  life  with   dull   discomfort 

fraught. 
And  sacrifice  the  Teacher  o  the  Taught 
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HUSBANDING 


-HIS    RESOURCES. 


Felix,  **Hkad  bad  to-nioht,  Darliko?"  Beatrice.  "It  is  ratbkb,  Dear." 

Felix  {inmtcUly  revietcing his  arcornplishfnenls),  *'Shaij«  I— Smoke  a  little  to  you,  Darling?' 


OUR  UNDERPAID  COUNTY  COURT  JUDGES. 

Dear  Sm,— I  notioe  that  the  Times,  in  a  very  recent  article  on 
County  Court  Jud^,  states  that  in  many  oases  these  learned  gentle- 
men are  underpaid.  I  infer  from  this,  that  unless  their  salaries  are 
raised  their  Honours  will  resign,  for  I  cannot  believe  that  if  they 
imagine  that  their  salaries  are  insufficient  they  will  continue  to 
dispense  justice  at  an  inadequate  remuneration.  This  is  where,  with 
deference  and^  I  venture  to  nope,  humility,  Eeked  Counsel  comes 
in.  I  am  willing  to  accept  a  Countv  Court  Judgeship,  (1)  because  I 
think  £1500  a  year  an  anmle  stipend,  for  the  services  wluch  I  should 
render ;  and  (2)  because  I  want  the  post — I  may  add  with  truth, 
want  it  badly.  Some  time  ago  I  warned  the  liORD  Chancellor  that 
unless  I  were  provided  for  I  should  take  steps  to  make  myself  felt, 
unpleasantly  felt.  My  hand  was  temporarily  stayed  by  the  fact  that 
a  solicitor  induced  me  to  believe  that  ne  would  brief  me  in  a  case  in 
which  my  fee  would  be  400  guineas,  to  say  nothing  of  daily  refreshers. 
Before  my  brief  was  delivered,  the  parties  compromised — at  least, 
the  Bolioitor  said  they  did,  though  I  have  my  doubts  as  to  whether 
the  whole  thing  was  not  a  put-up  job. 

Now,  however,  the  Lord  Chancellor  has  another  chance.  As  I 
have  said,  I  am  prepared  to  sacrifice  my  prospects  at  the  Bar,  and  to 
suifer  the  brilliant  Junior  to  be  forgotten  in  the  hard-working 
County  Court  Judge.  When  the  present  underpaid  occupants  of 
that  dignified  office  resign,  I  know  of  no  two  names  which  would  be 
more  rapturously  hailed  by  an  appreciative  public  than  A.  Brief- 
less, Jun.,  and  L.  Erned  Counsel.  There  1  leave  the  matter,  and, 
for  I  hope  the  last  time  as  a  stuff-gownsman,  subscribe  myself. 

Yours  faithfully,  L.  Erned  Counsel. 

102,  Temple  Gardens,  JS.C,  March  30. 

Mrs.  R.  heard  some  lovely  Irish  songs  lately :  they  were  called, 
•*  Oft  in  the  Chilli/  Night^^  **  The  Harp  that  once  through  Sara's 
Halls;'  and  **  The  Minster  Boy,'' 


THE  NEW   **  CURSE  OF  LABOUR." 

Labour  is  looked  on  as  the  **  Primal  Curse," 
And  that  perchance  in  some  respects  is  true ; 

Civilisation  has  devised  a  worse, 
As  shown  when  toilers  find  **  no  work  to  do." 

Faith  fails,  and  Charity  chills,  and  Hope  lies  deal, 

When  Labour  cannot  win  its  **  daily  bread." 

Alas  for  honest  industry,  and  willing,^ 
Which  welcomes  death  because  it  may  not  work ! 

Thy  torments,  idle-handed  Toil,  are  thnlUng; 
Society  this  question  may  not  shirk : 

What  shall  we  do  with  starved,  industrious  pride. 

That,  reft  of  work,  seeks  rest  in — suicide  ? 


Note  on  the  New  Piece  at  the  Hatmarkbt. — We  wonder  hoj 
many  drunatic  authors  have  thought  of  placing  the  old  stoiT  w 
"  The  Emperor  of  China*s  Mantle "  on  the  stage  and  have  bea 
baffled  by  the  impossibility  of  representing  the  Emperor  as  a  **  rtudy 
from  the  nude,"  walking  alone,  in  a  procession,  until  a  bttle 
child  called  out  **  Why,  he's  pot  nothiii  on  I"  It  was  a  "s«^ 
^6-parture  "  on  which  no  Eoglish  author,  experienced  or  inexpen- 
enoed,  had  liked  to  venture.  And  now  it  is  produced  at  the  fljf- 
market,  after  bein^  **made  in  Germany!"  We  hope  that  Mr. 
Arhrruster,  who  is  responsible  for  the  music  to  Mr.  Tree  s  new 
^ece,  has  carefully  interwoven  with  his  own  melodies  the  theme  ox 
the  once  popular  ditty,  **  He  *s  got  'em  on  I " 

"Railway  Rates  Bill."— One  clause  of  this  is  to  insure  itrict 
punctuality,  as  for  certain  trains  certain  rates  are  to  be  k^t  'iR^^ 
the  timti  of  arrival  b  to  be  reduced  to  a  practical  certainty;.  Ib«^ 
trains  are  to  be  henceforth  known  and  spoken  of  as  **  Certam  tiains 
running  on  a  certain  system."      .      _  _     i 
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humour.    He  smiled  and  smiled,  and  dedined  to  regard  anjbody. 
even  Hakbxtby^  as  a  villain.    Jokim  looked  across  the  table  inquir. 
ingly  and  suspiciously. 
'*  I  know  wnat  he 's  thinking  of,"  he  hoarsely  whisnered.    '*  It 's 
HoMe  of  Commons,  Thursday,  March  29. — Pity  Hakbukt  didn't   his  Budget  that  is  to  dish  us  witn  the  Democracy.    In  my  mind's 
observe  boLicrroR-GENERAL  en-  eye  I  can  see  them  both;   the 

Big  BiLLEE  presenting  the  Little 


ESSENCE   OF   PARLIAMENT. 

KXTKACTED  FROM  THE  DIARY  OF  TOBY,  M.P. 


terinff  House  just  now,  whilst  he 
was  bringing  indictment  against 
Law  Officers  of  Crown.  Kad  he 
seen  him,  even  Hanbuey's  heart 
would  have  melted.  But  so  ab- 
sorbed in  admiration  of  his  own 
eloquence,  so  embarrassed  by  his 
consort  tne  Cap' en  constantly 
running  up  signals  oonveving  in- 
structions, that  he  missed  oppor- 
tunity. Been  on  his  legs  umf 
time  when  Rigbt  timidly  entered. 
Business  proposed  was  to  get  into 
Committee  and  vote  Civil  Service 
Estimates.  Hai^buhy  interposed 
with  amendment  charging  Law 
Officers  with  meanly,  not  to  say 
fraudulently,  evading  honourable 
xmderstanding  enters,  upon  when 
they  took  omce,  specifically  re- 
stricting their  private  practice. 
Been  on  the  track  for  some  months, 
putting  questions  plainly  insinu- 
ating that,  with  guilty  conniv- 
ance of  Squire  of  Malwood, 
Oeiaeles  Russell  and  John 
RioBT  were  playing  nice  little 
game.  To-night  crystallised  in- 
sinuations in  form  of  delinite 
charge. 

Russell  in  his  place  to  reply. 
On  his  left  Squire  of  Malwood, 
in  high  good  humour. 

**  The  Chancellor  of  the  Ex- 
chequer has  no  business  to 
laugh,"  said  Hanburt,  annoyed 
at  sudi  levity  when  he  was  speaking. 

For  Leader  of  House,  witnessing  waste  of  its  predous  time,  trulv 
no  laughing  matter.  But  the  Squire  is,  after  all,  human,  ana, 
knowing  how  oompletely  the  elderlv  young  man  opposite  was  ^ving 
himself  away,  oould  not  help  chuckling.  Half-way  through  Man- 
bubt^s  speech,  when  he  had  said  same  thing  over  only  four  times, 
Rigbt  entered,  with  elaborate  look  of  expecting  nothing  particular 
firoing  on.  House  not  very  full,  but  broad  smile  illumiuea  f aoes  on 
both  sides  below  Gangway  when  they  oauprht  sight  of  him, 
standing  at  Bar  looking  wiser  than  ever.  Conscious  of  concentrated 
ffaze,  RiOBT,  after  carefully  examining  gaslit-roof ,  as  if  it  was  that 
he  had  come  in  for  to  see,  suddenly  made  a  dart  for  Treasury  Bench, 
and  (as  far  as  personal  proportions  make  it  possible)  got  under  lee  oi 
his  learned  colleague  the  Attorney-General. 

*' Reminds  me,  said  Pluneet,  fresh  from  the  country,  all  his 
ideas  pastoral,  **  of  scene  you  will  come  across  just  now  passing  any 
green  pasture.  A  lamb  momentarily  separated  from  its  dam  stands 
at  gaze.  Then,  discovering  its  protector  a  few  yards  off,  suddenly 
dashes  away  and  makes  tor  its  mother's  side,  where  it  tranquiUy 
reposes." 

To  Hanburt's  irresponsible  tattle  Russell  replied  with  wondeiful 
command  of  temper,  and  simple  but  damagipg  array  of  facts.  As 
for  Squire  of  Malw  ood,  he  was  impersonation  of  lienevolent  good 


BiLLEE  to  an  admiring  House." 

Only  once  did  the  Squire  vary 
from  his  benevolent  mood.  'Twas 
in  his  closing  words,  which  called 
upon  House  to  show  what  they 
thought  of  Hanbury's  proceeding 
by  negativing  his  amendment 
without  division.  This  was  done, 
not  even  the  faithful  and  fearless 
Cap'en  venturing  to  call  out 
**  Aye,  aye.  Sir  I "  when  Deputy- 
Speaker  put  the  question. 

Business  done, — Votes  in  Com- 
mittee of  Supply. 

iVk/ay.— Determined  attempt 
to  waylay  Squire  of  Malwood, 
and  rob  mm  of  secret  of  his  Bud- 
get. It  was  the  blushing,  blame- 
less Bartley  who  conceived  the 
crime,  and  endeavoured  to  accom- 
plish the  outrage.  Been  of  late  a 
little  in  the  background.  Han- 
bury  been  making  the  runniDg. 
The  Cap'en  steaming  in  and  out 
witib  bewildering  rapidity,  ruth- 
less recklessness.  Time  the 
dulcet  tones  of  Bartley's  voice 
should  float  aflrain  through  en- 
tranced atmosphere. 
^  Why  should  the  massive  bosom 
jof  the  Squire  remain  sole  deposi- 
itory  of  secret  of  Budget  ?  Bart- 
jLEY  would  draw  him.  Nothing  so 
?asy.  Treated  by  a  diplomatic 
person  from  North  Islington, 
the  potter's  hands.  So  George 
Christopher  Trout  Bartley,  author  of  0n4  Square  Mile  in  tlie 
East  of  London,  Provident  Knowledge  Papers,  and  The  Parish  Net, 
cunningly  constructed  innocent-looking  Amendment,  laying  down 
proposition  that  income-tax  should  be  levied  at  lower  scale  upon  in- 
comes derived  from  industry  than  on  revenues  that  roll  in  upon  the 
capitalist.  Squire  must  rg^ly.  and  could  scarcely  escape  some 
chance  reference  that  would  disclose  the  drift  of  his  Budget  scheme. 
But  he  did.  Even  chaffed  the  Blameless  One.  Had  heard  his 
speech  forty-five  times,  he  said,  with  that  i)rovoking  precision  inborn 
in  a  Chancellor  of  Exchequer.  "There  is,"  he  added,  "a  great 
deal  in  the  Hon.  Member's  speech  with  which  I  agree,  and  a  great 
deal  from  which  I  differ." 

Bartley  pricked  up  his  ears.  Now  he  would  get  something ;  and 
he  did. 

•*  He  must,  however,"  the  Squire  continued,  **  excuse  me  if  I 
postpone  till  another  occasion  telliuj^r  him  with  what  part  of  his 
speech  I  agree,  and  from  which  I  diner." 

**  Drat  him !  "  murmured  the  popular  author,    **  No  Knowledge 
Papers,  provident  or  otherwise,  to  be  got  out  of  him.    In  vain  I  cast 
over  him  the  Parish  Net.    Hereafter  I  shall  keep  dear  of  him,  at  a 
distance,  say,  of  One  Square  Mile  in  the  East  of  London." 
Business  aone, — Some  votes  in  Committee  of  Supply. 


Big  Billec  and  his  Little  Billee. 

Squire  would  be  like  clay 


in 


OUR  BOOKING-OFFICE. 

The  Raiders  (Fisher  Uitwik)  is  a  stirring  story  of  life  in  Scotland 
when  George  was  King.  And  a  pretty  nice  Uf  e  they  seem  to  have 
had.  The  scene  is  laid  in  Gallowav,  land  untrodden  by  Walter 
Scott  or  any  of  Mr.  Crockett's  predecessors  in  this  field  of  fiction. 
Mr.  Sten'ensok  writing  about  Tne  Stickit  Minister,  an  earlier  work 
by  the  same  author,  says  of  two  of  the  stories  contained,  **  They  are 
drowned  in  Scotland."  If  the  weather  in  Scotland  generaUy  is  anj- 
thing  like  that  which  prevails  through  the  adventures  of  Patrick 
Seron,  hero  of  this  story,  the  marvel  is  that  anvone  should  esoa^ 
drowning.  Through  nearly  every  chapter  of  Tne  Raiders  there  is 
vtorm  or  rain,  and  whiles  it  snows.  On  one  oooasion,  Patrick  and  his 
friend  the  Gipsy  King  being  snugly  ensoonoed  in  ike  cave,  '*  from 
whose  very  door  the  precipice,  soarred  and  sheer,  fell  away  both  above 
«nd  bebw,"  it  snowed  and  simultaneously  blew  a  hurricane  lor  six- 
teen days !  But  that  was  a  long  time  ago,  and  Scotland^  these  davs 
beset  by  tourists,  knows  how  to  behave  itself  better.  Perhaps  Gal- 
loway may  be  an  exception  to  this  rule.    But  with  opportunity  of 


seeing  it  in  moderately  fine  weather,  there  is  no  need  to  go  to  Switzer- 
land or  the  Alps.  The  natives  lived  and  fought,  slaughtered  and 
were  killed^  in  a  country  whose  sublime  picturesqueness  glows 
through  the  pages  of  The  ttaiders,  Mr.  Crockett's  style  is  charm- 
inAf.  My  Baronite  never  knew  how  musical  and  picturesque  is  Scot- 
tisn-English  till  he  read  this  book;  at  least,  such  is  the  candid 
opinion  which  he  gives  to  the  The  Baron  be  Book-Worhs. 


Johnsonian  Advice  to  "Non-possumus"  Anti-Progressives.— 
Clear  your  minds  of  **  Can't "  I 

**Flagoing  Ensrot."— Last  Thursday  tiie  Union  Jack  was 
hauled  up  and  set  a-flying  over  the  House  of  Lords.  Bad  omen 
when  it  is  a  case  of  '*  Haul  up  with  the  Union." 

Mrs.  R.  went  to  the  theatre  recently  with  a  handsome  niece.  **  who 
was  Quite,"  she  observed,  "the  *  sinecure|Of  every  eye,'  as  the  poet 
»y«-  Digitized  by  V3 
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SOCIAL   AGONIES. — ^THE   STOP-GAP. 

Ho8t€$8  {to  Brawn,  who  has  been  suddenly  invifed  at  the  last  nument,  to  make  a  FburleerUh),  "  Oh,  it's  so  good  of  you  to  come.     Wk 

SHOULD  NEVER  HAVE  ABKED  YOU,   IF  WE  HADN'T  BEEN  OBLIQKD!" 


THE  PARLIAMENTARY  ''GRAND  NATIONAL/ 

Critical  Looker 'On^  loquitur  .— 
Aha  I  their  new  Jock !    He  's  astride  the  old  crock. 

It  was  always  a  three-legged  old  plater  I 
Long  Bill,  in  his  big  skin,  aspire  to  the  pig-skin  ? 

He  looks  much  more  fit  lor  a  waiter ! 
Although  he  smiles  cocky,  a  triple-chinned  jockey 
Is  not  quite  the  mount  for  my  money. 
•     He  '11  never  go  straight,  or  keep  down  to  the  weight, 
Won't  ^iLL,—that  's  the  Bank  to  a  bunny ! 

The  Old  'Un  could  ride,  and,  when  fair  in  his  stride. 

Took  mere  sluffs  over  water  or  timber. 
Old  affe  and  hard  work  never  caused  him  to  shirk. 

And  he  managed  to  keep  light  and  limber. 
He  steered  that  old  horse  over  many  a  course, 

Fair  lifting  him  in  at  the  finish ! 
But  Jumbo  ?    His  waist  has  been  bulking,  post-haste. 

And  I  'm  blowed  if  'tis  like  to  diminish ! 

Good  old  Jumbo  !    His  stjle  and  his  seat  make  one  amile  I 

Still  he  ain't  such  bad  form,  for  a  welter ! 
To  the  van  of  the  battle  he  oomes  with  a  rattle, 

(As  poor  Gordon  sings]  helter-skelter. 
But  on  this  here  course  dever  man  and  good  horse 

Are  both  likely  to  get  into  trouble. 
They  're  over  the  water,  but  there  will  be  slaughter. 

You  bet,  when  they  oome  to  the  double ! 

Old  Steeplechase  Will  mixed  his  courage  with  skill ; 

His  horse  never  felt  the  least  doubt  of  him ; 
And  when  he  *d  a  nag  apt  to  falter  or  lag, 

Knew  how  to  get  every  ounce  out  of  him. 
YouL  Jumbo,  old  chip,  may  find  need  for  your  Whip, 

When  your  crock  shows  a  f ancv  for  i^unning. 
You^MBO,  old  chap,  may  be  glad  of  a  gap, 

**  When  the  light-weight's  away  with  the  running." 

Well,  they  'd  no  other  choice ;  but  the  true  public  voi«— 
If  you  heard  it— might  act  as  a  canker. 


Great  Scott,  it 's  a  burst  I    They  are  nearing  the  first. 
And— bang  goes  Bill's  whalebone  a  fianker. 

Springs  the  whip  with  a  crack !    Sixteen  stone  on  his  back ! 
Your  nag,  Bill,  is  **  doing  his  level," 

But  when  full  extended,  his  last  ounce  expended, 
You  '11  have  to  **  ride,^'  Bill,— like  the  devil  I 

Well,  go  it.  Bill,  go  it !    You  may  get  a  poet. 

Like  brave  Lindsay  Gordon,  to  fire  you. 
The  **  Primrose  and  Blue,"  Bill,  may  win,  under  you, 

But  this  course,  1 ' ve  a  fancy,  will  tire  you. 
This  Steeplechase,  Bill,  taxes  courage  and  skill ; 

It  may  end  in  a  win— or  the  sexton  I 
Hands  down !    Don't  be  hasty !     This  obstacle 's  **  nasty," 

But — nothing  compared  with  the  next  'iin .' 


SOCIAL  SUBJECT  QUESTIONS. 
(The  Answers  were  given  by  Our  Own  Schoolboy,) 

Q.  What  is  a  "drum"? 

A.  It  is  an  instrument  which,  if  beaten  at  a  distance,  is  just  bear^ 
able. 

Q.  Why  should  children  go  home  for  ihe  holidays  to  see  their 
parents? 

A.  Because  it  is  the  duty  of  children  to  see  their  parents  at  least 
once  a  year, 

Q.  You  may  remember  a  speech  which  made  a  Rfeat  stir  at  the 
moment  and  was  strongly  commented  upon  by  the  Times,  Who  was 
it  said  "  I  am  a  Cathohc  First  and  an  Englisnman  afterwards  P  " 

A,  Julius  Cxsar. 


CoLONBL  QuoTEM.— Colonel  Saundesson  at  Belfast,  Tuesday  last, 
among  other  good  things,  observed  that  Lord  RosnssY  "  appeared 
inclined  to  wear  the  mantle  of  the  fallen  prophet."  The  simile  is,  of 
oourse,  the  Biblical  one  of  the  mantle  of  Eluah  falling  upon  the 
shoulders  of  Eiisha,  but  Eluah  had  gone  up  and  had  deddedly 
not  "  fallen."  Mr.  Glad^ne  has  not  ffone  up  "  to  the  House  of 
Peers,  but  he  has  certainly  **  gone  ^  *'  in  the  estimation  of  all  parties 
bv  retiiiny .  However,  probably  Colonel  Saundeeson's  knowledge 
of  his  audience  is  better  than  his  aoquaintanoe  with  Scripture^ q  Ip 
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GAPTMN  VEMCY  UVEH- 
CAMEIOII,  R.N. 

IHedyfrom  an  accident  in  ths  htmi' 
ing^Jield.  on  EatUr  M&ntU»¥, 
im,a<fed50. 

Another  yanished  of  our  great 

globe-rangers  1 
Strange,  he  who  tracked  the 

LualaDa's  course, 
And  dared  in  safety  the  Dark 

Continent's  dangers, 
Should  find  home-death  in 

falling  from  his  horse  I 
But  he,  the  trayeller  long  held 

lost,  who  found 
Dead  Litivostone,  and  his 

great  work  completed. 
Had  done  enough  for  honour ;  | 

and  the  sound 
Of  praise  hails  one  more 

hero,  undefeated 
Save  by  that  cold,  capricious 

tyrant,  ruthless  Death, 
Who   stays    no  great   soul's 

glory  with  his  breath ! 


}  r-.    r  !    t"  h  ^    *• 


Proposed  CuAKOE  OF  Name.  ' 
— Of  course  it  has  been  sug- 
gested before,  but  several  di^s 
in  the  ribs  are  necessary  in 
order  to  excite  the  attention  ' 
of  the  authorities.  There  ai« 
two,  perhaps  more,  streets ; 
named  after  King  William. 
Why  not  call  the  Charing 
Cross  King  William  Street 
aft^  the  Jiohnnie  who  plays 
in  it  ?  Suppress  tiie  other 
Tooley  Street,  and  let  this  be 
"Johnnie-TooleyStreet"  Why 
not? 


WHAT  OTTS  POET  HAS  TO  PUT  ITP  WITH. 

^^SO   GLAD   TO    MAKE    TOUR   ACQUAINTANCE,   Mr.   SwEBTBELLB. 
OFTEN  HEARD  OF  YOU    FROM    MT    FATHER— THE  COMMISSIONER  IN 
YQU  KNOW  !  " 


I've  80 
Lunacy, 


CUCKOO  ! 

(A   SfiaJIcspearian  Spring  Sang 
brought  up  to  dale!) 

[**  One  of  the  invariable  con- 
comitants of  Spring  ...  ia  the 
squabble  about  the  Cuckoo." — 
James  Pa\n.] 

When  costers  howl,  with  noses 

bine, 

Their  "All-er-blowin*!" 

left  and  right. 

And  eyening  prints  of  pinky 

hue  [fiffht. 

Record  each  rowdy  f ootDall 

The  Cackoo  then,  is  sore  to  be 

Squabbled  about,  cuckooishly. 

Cuckoo  I 
Cuckoo,  cuokoo: — 0  word  of 

fear 
Unpleasing  to  our  harried  ear ! 

When   statesmen  split  their 

party  straws, 
And  shops  dear  out  their 

winter  stocks : 
Then,  then  the  ''correspon- 
dent" jaws 
And    gossips    daok,     like 

cuckoo-clocks ! 
The  Cuokoo  then— if  not  on 

tree- 
Pipes— in    the  papers— plen- 

teously, 
Cuckoo  I 
Cuokoo,  Cuckoo:— 0  word  of 

fear 
Unpleasing  to  each  harried  ear ! 


Geographical  Query.  — 
Mrs.  R.  wants  to  know  where 
the  Antigropelo  Islands  are 
situated  ? 


LAYS  FROM  I'HE  LINKS. 

To  Gee  Gee't  air  of ''See  me  Donee  the  Folka,'' 
by  a  Green  Beginner, 

You  should  see  me  use  the  driyer 

When  I  play  my  morning  round, 
Tou  should  see  its  head  go  flying. 

For  I  often  hit  the  ground ; 
You  should  hear  me  talking  golf  '*  shop  " 

You  should   see  how  it  ''defers  the 
show," 
For  the  shop  that  bdongs  to  a  foursome 

Is  the  deadliest  shop  I  know ! 

You  should  see  me  wield  the  niblick 

When  my  ball  gets  into  a  rut. 
You  should  see  me  land  an  iron-shot 

As  far  as  a  moderate  putt ; 
You  should  see  the  oadmes  laughing 

Whenever  they  hear  my  name — 
I  'm  in  great  demand  for  a  foursome, 

For  I  play  such  a  useful  game ! 

You  should  see  me  down  at  Cliqueville 

Competing  for  the  **  Smith- Jb^Es  Cup," 
But  you  neyer  will  see  me  dormy. 

For  I  *ve  never  yet  been  one  up : 
I  blush  when  I  mention  long-spoons, 

With  short-spoons  just  the  same ; 
So  I  keep  out  of  ladies'  foursomes. 

For  I  can't  play  a  '*  brassy  "  game ! 

You  should  see  me  "  top  the  gutta" 

(It  affords  me  no  annoy), 
You  should  see  me  *'  laia  a  stymie  " 

(It's  the  thing  I  most  enjoy) ; 
But  I  once  did  a  hole  in  twenty 

Or  thirty  strokes— or  so — 
And  I  now  maintain  that  a  foursome 

Is  the  grandest  game  I  know ! 


Discoveries  nr  Sky.— Sir  Hevbt  Thomp- 
son, the  eminent  surgeon,  has  offered  the 
magnificent  sum  of  £5000  to  the  nation  for 
the  purchase  of  a  new  tdesoope  for  Green- 
wich Observatory.  Not  satisfied  with  being 
an  undeniable  authority  on  gastronomy.  Sir 
Henbt  is  now  about  to  earn  the  thanks  of 
several  Heavenly  Bodies  for  bringing  them 
in  closer  communication  with  our  earth. 
Perhaps,  by  some  surgical  operation,  he  could 
get  one  of  the  "Heavenly  Twins"  to  visit  us, 
and  bring  us  a  snecimen  of  ethereal  drink  in 
a  bottle  of  "  milky  whey,"  and.  in  another 
bottle,  the  sjnrit  known  as  "  Three  Stars." 
Sir  HsvBT  might  start  a  Company  of  "  Astral 
Bodies,"  Limited. 


'*  A  Stobt  op  HiDDEir  Tbeasuee."  (See 
Times  of  March  29.)— There  will  alread  v  have 
been  a  rush  for  this  idea,  and  the  mi  to 
grasp  it  and  bring  out  a  romance  will  win, 
unless  it  should  turn  out  that  Mr.  Robebt 
Louis  Stevensoit  is  ^e  "oorresrondent" 
who  sent  the  strange  tale  to  the  2Vm««,  in 
which  case  the  novd  will  be  announced  in  a 
few  days  by  the  author  of  Treasure  Island, 
which  IS  sure  to  be  "  treasure  trove  "  for  the 
readers  thereof. 


Most  Satisfactory.— The  Lyceum  '*  He- 
turns  "  during  the  past  week,  ue,  our  Ellex 
Terrt  and  our  Hexbt  Ibvd^o,  from  Ame- 
rica. 

Oladstoniak  Regimfjt.— Mr.  G.'s  diet  is 
most  oondudve  to  his  health,  and  it  is  all 
taken  in  the  open  air,  as  he  walks  out  with 
his  axe,  and  at  luncheon-time  he  goes  in  for 
small  cuts  and  big  chops. 


THE  WHOLE  ART  OP  FICTION. 

["  Plotfl  for  Noveb  for  sale."] 

Novelists  weary  of  commonplace  platitude, 
Seeking  developments  striking  and  new. 

Listen,  and  learn  with  appropriate  gratitude 
What  a  resource  is  here  opened  for  you ! 

Writers  of  stories,  desigrners  of  serials. 
Up  to  the  present  you  've  painfully  made 

Quite  a  superiiuous  search  for  materials. 
Here  is  a  system  your  labours  to  aid. 

Whether  you  write  in  a  style  allegorical. 
Whether  the  comic  you  cultivate  most. 

Tales  of  adventure,  romances  historical,-  - 
Plots  for  them  all  will  be  sent  you  by  post  I 

And  when  the  trade  has  attained  to  dimen- 
sions that 
Few  at  the  present  would  dare  to  conceive. 
Surely  the  scheme  will  admit  of  extensions 
that 
Further  your  arduous  work  will  relieve. 

For  if  the  plot,  in  the  manner  suggested  in 
OflPers  like  this  you  are  willing  to  buy. 

Characters  too  will  be  largely  invested  m. 
Dialogue  somebody  else  will  supply. 

Thus,  by  adapting  the  work  of  your  neigh- 
bour, you 

Quickly  the  taste  of  the  public  will  please ; 
Thus,  by  this  splendid  division  of  labour,  you 

Surely  will  write  with  ridiculous  ease ; 

Thus  without  any  commanding  abilitjr 
Soon  you'll  secure  the  renown  which  you 
seek. 

And  by  this  scheme  of  enormous  utility  ^ 
End  by  producing  a  novel  a  week  I 
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LOQICAL. 

Effie,  "Mummy,  why  do  they  hunt  Lions  an*  Tioer8|" 

Mamma.  "Because  they  kill  the  poor  little  Sheep,  Effie." 

£jfU  {after  a  pause),  "Then  why  don't  they  hunt  the  Butchers,  Mummy?' 


LITERA 

My  Steephon,  if  I  cannot  give 

Tour  warm  attachment  due  requital, 
'Tis  not,  believe  me,  that  I  live 

In  hopes  of  oapturinff  a  title ; 
Sufficient  are  your  small  estates, 

1  feel  for  you  distinct  affection, 
Oiuphologry  alone  dictates 

Your  unconditional  rejection. 

Although  a  trifle  commonplace, 

You  have  no  qualities  distressing, 
You  *re  no  Adonis,  yet  your  face 

Is.  in  some  measure,  prej^sessing. 
No  doubt  to  wed  a  millionaire 

Would  be  the  happiest  lot  of  any. 
Your  income  is^  however,  fair, 

And  millionaires  are  none  too  many. 


SCBIPTA. 

I         But  still  our  matrimonial  plans, 
I  I  fear,  ¥rill  never  be  effected ; 

I        Graphology  forbids  the  banns, 
;  And  shows  your  vices  unsuspected : 

That  uncrossed  <,  that  careless  t, 

Those  letters  formed  in  haste  erratic. 
Are  moral  lapsus  calami y 
That  form  an  obstacle  emphatic. 

Vain  is  remonstrance  on  your  part, 
I  This  note  disqualifies  a  suitor ; 

In  all  such  matters  of  the  heart. 

Graphology  must  be  my  tutor ; 
Henocsorwaitl  you  will  understand 

Why  I  reject  your  admiration. 
And  he  who  fain  would  win  my  hand 

Must  send  a  written  application ! 


TO  ANGELINA,  DAMOSH.  ERRANT. 

["  Fie  fro  the  prea.*'— ^ootf  Cotmml  tf  CKmieer.^ 

My  twinkling  meteoric  love, 
I  *ve  often  wondered  where  you  arc, 

Since,  like  the  dear  diluvian  dove, 
You  flitted  on  your  Wandefjahr, 

CompdAed  to  take  another  fair 
To  be  the  butt  of  my  effusions, 

I  trusted  to  the  printer^  care 
My  tropes  and  delicate  allusions. 

For  you,  I  said,  would  know  my  hand 
Under  "  Tip-topics  of  the  Week  " ; 

Old  memories  would  waken  and 
A  sorry  rheum  bedew  your  cheek ; 

And  jealousy  would  in  you  bum 
And  h^y  melt  your  snowy  breast, 

And  ultimately  you  'd  return 
To  seek  forgiveness  on  my  chest. 

Meanwhile  I  raked  the  haunts  of  men. 
The  club,  the  common  bar,  the  course ; 

I  dogged  the  gambler  to  his  den, 
And  questioned  members  of  the  Force ; 

I  thought  to  trace  your  form  disguised 
As  Patte  en  Pair  or  Columbine^ 

And  frankly  own  I  am  surprised 
To  find  you  in  the  printing  line ! 

I  never  guessed  you  loved  the  art. 
Although,  of  course,  I  often  hinted 

That  on  tne  tablets  of  your  heart 
My  faithful  name  should  be  imprinted. 

But  when  my  verses,  more  or  less 

Adapted  to  the  concertina, 
Got  rudely  mangled  in  the  press, 

I  spotted  you,  my  ANQSLnrA. 

I  recognised  a  woman's  spite, 
That  rankles  like  a  common  splinter, 

And  knew  it  was  my  heart's  deught 
Had  played  the  devil  of  a  printer. 

The  proofs  were  there ;  they  could  be  seen ; 

It  drove  me  nigh  to  pessimism. 
This  fruit  of  lawless  ntes  between 

A  Malaprop  and  Spoonerism ! 

The  **  load  of  all  my  bitter  past " 
Was  grossly   changed  to   **lard"  and 
"butter"; 

I  *'  sought  a  shelter  from  the  blast," 
The  proof  declared  I ''  bought  a  shutter." 

The  "spoils  of  time"  were  turned  to 
"spills" 

"  Union  and  peace  "  to  "peas  and  onions," 
The  "  lover's  ills"  to  "  Uver  piUs  " 

And  "Cupid's  pinions"  to  his  "bunions," 

0  Angelina,  turn  again 
And  print  a  kiss  on  lips  of  mine ! 

Come  back,  and  wed  ^our  amorous  swain ! 
(Please  do  not  read  it  "humorous  swine.") 

Oh,  listen  to  the  Laureate's  pipe! 

With  Nature  let  your  feua  abate ; 
And  be  more  careful  of  the  type. 

More  careless  of  the  single  state ! 


A  Chance.—"  A  gentleman  going  abroad" 
advertised  in  the  IHmes  the  other  day  that  he 
wanted  "to  realise  167  dozen  ctf  wine  at 
once."  When  "  wine  is  in,"  as  we  all  know, 
**  wit  is  out "  ;  but  as  the  wine  evidently  is 
not  "in,"  surely  the  gentleman  must  be 
strangely  lacking  in  the  imaginative  faculty 
not  to  1)6  able  to  sit  down  and  "realise"  to  him- 
self the  notion  of  "  167  dozen  of  wine."  Sit  in 
your  chair,  think  of  it,  shut  your  eyes,  see 
the  167  dozen  in  your  mind's  eye,  BToratig, 
and  the  thing  is  done.  But  we  can't  realise 
enough  to  buy  the  167  dozen ;  which  is  quite 
another  atoij^^..^^^  ^^  LjOQgj£_ 
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UneU. 


"NO    EXPECTATIONS" — EVIDENTLY. 

'  Cjlk't  obt  ovbk  that  Rubbkr  last  nioht.    Losing  all  that  Monet  to  tou  ! 


Nephew.  ''Does  it? 


It  still  sticks  in  my  Throat  I  * 
I  wish  it  had  stuck  in  my  Pocket  1 " 


VAGABOND  VERSES. 

TO  ALTHEA. 

I  WBOTE  you  a  sonnet  last  ni^ht. 

It  seemed  such  a  brilliant  idea, 
And  when  I  had  finished  it  quite 

I  wrote  at  the  top  **  To  Althe.^." 
Then  I  read  it  three  times  to  find  out 

What  manner  of  sonnet  it  wa^i, 
And  the  third  reading  banished  my  dcubt, 

For  I  tore  it  across  and  across. 

For  somehow  I  hoped  to  compress 

The  torture  and  tumult  and  bliss, 
And  the  general  conflict  and  stress. 

And  the  rapture  we  only  just  miss 
Into  fourteen  rhymed  lines,  that  should  float 

All  down  the  oroad  river  of  Time — 
A  sonnet  the  LA.st  Man  mi^ht  quote, 

A  cameo,  small  but  sublime ! 
Of  vintage  I  counted  thy  thought 

The  rarest,  and  bound  to  endure. 
And  rhymes  were  the  cork  that  I  sought 

For  keeping  the  bottle  secure ! 
But  though  1  had  corked  the  thing  fast 

With  iniinite  labour  and  pride, 
A  critical  glance  when  I  cast, 

I  found  that  the  wine  was  outside ! 

These  rhymings.  what  worth  is  in  them. 

That  never  will  haunt  you  an  hour — 
But  since  I  can't  give  you  a  gem. 

Why  shouldn't  I  give  you  a  flower  ? 
Since  aught  that  can  echo  and  live 

Your  poet  can  never  indite, 
These  vagabond  verses  forgive. 

In  lien  of  the  sonnet  last  night. 

"The  Worm  Will  TuRy."— Especially 
when  connected  with  a  cogwheel  in  motion. 


TO  BE  OR  NOT  TO  BE-EA8TER. 

Dear  Mr.  Punch.— You  are  so  good  to  us 
fellows  that  I  am  quite  sure  you  won*t  mind 
putting  in  a  suggestion  on  our  behalf.  I  see 
that  some  people  calling  themselves  **  Pater- 
familias," **A  Parent,"  "The  Father  of  a 
Public  Schoolboy,"  and  the  like,  have  been 
writing  to  the  papers  suggesting  that  the 
Easter  Holidays  are  very  '*  inconvenient." 
They  complain  that  the  uncertainty  about 
the  dates  of  the  vacation  causes  no  end  of 
trouble.  One  of  these  persons  last  week  said 
that  he  had  a  master  son  who  came  home  in 
the  middle  of  Maroh,  a  scholar  son  who 
turned  up  in  the  second  week  of  April,  and 
a  boarding-school  daughter  who  did  not  have 
her  vacation  until  the  month  of  May.  He 
declared  that  in  consequence  of  this  arrange- 
ment his  eldest  son  and  that  eldest  son's 
sister  never  met.  Of  course,  this  was  a  cause 
of  great  regret  to  the  parent,  who,  however, 
seemed  moro  cut  up  at  the  fact  that  the  mix- 
ture of  dates  seriously  interfered  with  his  own 
convenience.  Now,  with  a  view  to  pleasing 
everjrone,  I  have  a  suggestion  to  make.  H 
the  nmes  are  all  different,  why  not  get  them 
uniform  by  fixing  the  Easter  Holidays  to  be- 
gin in  the  middle  of  Maroh  and  to  end  in  the 
middle  of  May?  By  this  arrangement  brothers 
and  sisters  will  be  able  to  be  at  home  all  to- 
gether. This  will  please  the  masters  and  the 
Boys  equally,  and  if  Paterfamilias  objects, 
why  let  him  refer  the  matter  to  Mater- 
fainilias  who  is  moro  of  a  brick  than  he  is. 
Thanking  you  in  advance  for  inserting  this 
letter  and  possibly  for  sending  me  next  teim 
a  hamper,  I  remain^ 

Your  affectionate  little  friend. 

Jokes  Mikor. 


ELECTION  INTELLIGENCE. 

Ltiih  Boroughs, — Despite  the  fact,  that 
Tory  Party  fought  with  one  of  the  Blue  BeUs 
of  ^tland,  a  handsome  victory  for  the  pro- 
mising young  Whip,  Munro-Feroumn. 

Hatctck, — Liberal  motto  here — **  Shaw  to 
win."  True,  no  doubt,  that  **  every  dog  has 
his  day,"  but  election-day  hero  evidently 
not  Fullarton's. 

Montgomeryshire.^'ResvXt  hero  a  paradox. 
Owen,  the  M.P,,  a  Liberal ;  but  the  Tories, 
having  dropped  their  Mttton,  secure  a 
Wynn. 

Berwickshire. — ^This  delightful  country 
seat  let  to  a  highly  eligible  young  Teitvakt. 
C.  B.  Balfour,  however,  says,  not  a  life- 
Tennant. 

Trw6ecA.— Liberals  satisfied  their  candi- 
date is  of  the  rieht  Brand.  Stopford  Sack- 
viLLE  finds  it  difficult  to  compete  with  songs 
of  the  singing  Mrs.  Brand. 

Eomford. — Liberals  irreverently  called  the 
**  little  Bethell  "  party.  Tory  proverb  here 
—Money  (Wigram)  makes  tne  Mayor  (of 
West  Ham)  go. 


Parliamentary  Early  Summer  Diph.— 
This  is  represented  by  Sir  W.  V.  Harcourt, 
the  leader  in  the  House,  and  the  hon.  gentle- 
man who,  immediately  after  him,  addressed  a 
recent  meetbg  of  the  Liberal  Party:— Dux 
and  Pease. 

A  Spectal  Massage.— ** I  don't  mind  being 
invalided  a  bit,"  says  Major  Van  Trump; 
**as,  whether  I  can  get  down  to  my  whist  at 
the  club  or  not,  I  am  compelled  to  have  *a 
rubber  *  in  my  room  every  morning." 
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''LOBD  JACK  AVB  MT 
lADY  JILL". 

(The  LaUat  Bomanee  of  the 
Peerage.) 

FoRTTiJE  had  been  very 
gyod  to  Jack  Bbown- Jones. 
He  had  succeeded  beyond  his 
wildest  dreams  of  amliition. 
He  had  snccessfally  contested 
an  election,  and  had  been  re- 
taroed  to  the  House  of  Com- 
mons by  a  small  but  sutHcient 
majority  of  half-a-dozen  votes. 
At  Westmiaster  he  had  done 
wonders.  Joining  the  extreme 
Radicals,  he  had  asked  so 
many  awkward  questions  that 
he  had  been  put  down  for  a 
special  place  in  the  list  of  the 
coming  Goyemment.  He  had 
but  one  regret,  and  it  was  not 
a  very  deep  one.  Altyiough 
bitterly  opposed  to  the  House 
of  Peers,  ne  was  distantly- 
very  distantly— related  to  a 
member  of  that  august  but 
useless  Assembly.  He  was 
ninth  cousin,  twice  removed, 
to  a  Baron  of  the  Ivealm. 
Well^  what  of  that?  When 
the  time  came,  in  spite  of  the 
blood  relationship  existing 
between  himself  and  one  of 
the  hereditary  legislators,  he 
would  vote  the  abolition  of  the 
Upper  Chamber,  not  only 
without  compunction,  but  wit  h 
absolute  pleasure.  Seeiog:  so 
bright  a  prospect  before  him, 
Jack  had  engaged  himself  to 
a  young  lady  of  advanced 
views.  Jill  was  as  beautiful 
as  she  was  free,  and  as  good 
as  she  was  unconventional. 
She  was  careful  not  to  inter- 
fere with  the  career  of  her 
fianci.  In  fact,  she  had  not  the  time,  for  she  had  a  career  of  her 
own.  She  believed  in  latch-keys,  and  unattended  visits  to  music- 
halls.  She  ssrmpathised  with  the  nursing  movement,  and  wished  to 
join  the  Amazon  detachment  of  the  Ambulance  Corps.  She  knew 
ner  platoon  exercise  as  well  as  her  bandage  drill,  and  was  quite  as 
successful  in  making  a  buUVeye  as  binding  up  a  man's  leg.  So 
although  she  never  disturbed  Jack  unnecessarily,  she  did  not  con- 
sider it  contrary  to  maidenly  modesty  to  look  him  up  when  she 
pleased. 

'*  Have  a  brandy  and  soda,  Jill  Y  *'  said  Jack,  as  he  continued 
writing  at  his  desk — he  was  engaged  upon  a  magazine  article 
intended  to  shake  the  House  of  Lords  to  its  very  foundation.  **  Help 
yourself,  like  a  good  girl,  as  I  have  a  lot  of  letters  to  write  before 
post  time.'' 

**  All  right,  old  man,"  answered  the  lovely  female.  **  I  will  rob 
you  of  some  i^irits  and  fizzing-water.  You  don't  mind  smoking,  do 
youP"  and  without  pausing  for  a  reply,  Jill  lighted  a  cigarette. 
Jack  stolidly  continued  his  Jabours,  and  after  a  nience  of  a  quarter 
of  an  hour  turned  round  in  his  chair,  and  faced  his  visitor. 

'*  And  now,  my  dear  old  girl,  what  do  you  want  P  If  it 's  money, 
say  so  at  once,  for  I  have  plenty  of  it ;  and  I  need  scbtccIy  tell  vou 
that  my  cheque-book  {plus  signatures)  is  entirely  at  your  disposal." 

**  You  are  really  a  trump,  old  man."  retumea  the  fair  girl  with 
glittering  eyes ;  *'  but  I  am  banged  if  I  want  anything  of  the  kind." 

Jill  did  not  say  *'  hanged,"  but  that  is  a  word  that  will  do  as  well 
as  (and  perhaps  better  than)  any  other. 

*^  Then  what 's  it  all  about  P  *^ 

'*  You  asked  me  some  years  ago  to  become  your  wife.  Well,  at 
that  moment  I  was  more  accustomed  to  the  nurserv  than  behind  the 
scenes  at  the  Frivolity,  and  did  not  know  my  mind.  I  wanted  to  see 
life.  Since  then  I  have  seen  it,  and  consider  life  a  dashed  bad  busi- 
ness." 

The  lovely  lady  did  not  say  **  dashed,"  but  **  dashed  "  is  a  word 
that  will  do  as  well  as  (and  i>erhaps  better  than)  any  other. 

*■  And  so  you  want  to  withdraw  your  refusal?"  queried  Jack. 
**  Butj  my  dear  lass,  business  is  businefs,  and  I  can't  give  you  a 
reply  in  a  hurry.  The  happiness  of  my  life — ^besides  yours— depends 
upon  my  decision.    We  may  find  after  we  have  agreed  to  share  the 


same  name  on  the  same  address 
cards  that  we  are  a  drag  upon 
one  another." 

**I  don't  think  we  shall," 
returned  Jill,  earnestly; 
'*and  if  we  do,  we  can  get  a 
deed  of  separation.  Yoa  see. 
my  dear  boy,  I  am  nothing  if 
not  practioaiL" 

'*  And  so  am  I,  my  good  old 
lass  "  pat  in  Jack  ;  '^  and  it 
would  DC  awful  rot  were  we  to 
take  a  step  that  would  cause 
mutual  inconvenience." 

"Rot!"  echoed  Jill;  '*it 
would  be  blessed  rot." 

Jill  did  not  say  **  blessed," 
but  "  blessed  "  is  a  word  that 
will  do  as  well  as  (and  periiaps 
better  than)  any  other. 

'*  But,"  continued  the  fair 

I  female  with   animation,    **  1 

don't   see  how   it   can   hnrt 

either  of  us.    You  are  in  the 

I  House  of    Commons.     Yoa 

!  have  the  ball  at   your  feet. 

All  vou  have  to  do  is  to  stretdi 

forth  your  leg  and  kick  it. 

But  here,  I  am  hang^ed  if  I  did 

not  forget  to  give    you  this 

letter." 

And,  again,  Jill  did  not  uw 
the  word  "hanged,"  but 
"  hanged  "  is  once  more  an 
expression  that  will  do  as  well 
I  as  (and  i>erhaps  better  than) 
any  other.  The  young  man 
oi)ened  the  letter  carelessly, 
and,  having  read  it,  tamed  as 
white  as  a  turnip,  and  possibly 
whiter. 

"What's  up,  old  ohapP" 
asked  Jill,  putting  down  her 
cigarette  for  a  moment,  and 
fixing  her  flanci  with  her 
pince-nez, 

"  I  am  a  ruined  man." 
gasped  out  Jack.  "  My  noble 
relative  and  all  his  immediate  descendants  are  dead,  and  I  have  sac- 
ceeded  to  the  x>eerage ! " 

"  A  gone  ooon,"  was  the  reply,  followed  by  a  lengthy  and  melan- 
choly whistle.    "  Then  you  are  no  longer  Bbown- Jones  ?  " 
"  No,  alas !  I  am  now  the  Baron  Robikson." 
"  We  must  defer  farther  discussion  until  a  more  fitting  oppor- 
tunity," commented  Jill,  and  once  more  puffing  at  her  cigarette, 
she  nodded  to  her  ex-flance  and  left  him. 

"  Confound  my  coronet! "  muttered  the  young  man,  when  alone. 
And  the  same  idea  was  conveyed  in  stronger  language  (but  **  eon- 
found  "  will  do  as  well  as,  and  perhaps  better  than,  any  other  epithet) 
by  the  girl  who  had  left  him  behind  her. 


Word  to  the  (more  or  lesa)  Wise. 

Who  writes  o'er  much  about  the  rowdy  rough 
In  bellowing  'gainst  a  bore  becomes  a  muif . 
Better  much  blethering  bunkum  calmly  suffer 
Than  make  a  public  duiger  of  a  duffer ! 


"A  Dead  OPEW-Awn-Smrr."— Mr.  Grant  Allen,  in  his  Post- 
prandial  Phikteophy^  says:  "The  rarest  thing  in  the  world  is  the 
open  mind."  No,  mere  is  a  rarer— M«  shut  mofUh,  Mr.  Grakt 
Allen's  profuse,  and  sometimes  needlessly  irritating,  illustrations 
of  the  first  rarity  occasionally  make  us  yearn  for— the  second. 


"I  tell  you  what.  Sir,"  said  Dr.  Johnson,  looking  up  from  his 
ancestor*s  Dictionary^  which  he  had  been  attentively  peruainfir  while 
walking  down  Fleet  Street,  "the  bye-elections  have  ended  in  a  sell !  ** 

Doing  Good  by  Stealth. — A  too  ardent  lover  of  literature,  who 
had  brought  himself  to  book,  arrested  for  having  stolen  a  copy  of 
Dodo.  Mr.  Benson'»  book  wUl  in  future  be  the  standard  *'  Totome 
of  crime." 

A  Laroe  Undebtakiwg.— -4  Comedy  of  Sighe, 


eayof  oigne,   j 
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THE  NECT  REWAID  CASE. 

(A  Phantom  Pa/g€  from  an  Im- 
possible Diary,) 

Monday,-'kiiex  haying 
been  advertised  for  in  all  part> 
of  the  world,  and  a  reward 
offered  for  my  arrest,  I  find 
myself  again  in  England.  Want 
to  give  myself  np.  Apply  a1 
Scotland  Yard.  Am  referred 
to  local  police-station. 

Tuesday, —llKve  called  al 
local  pohoe-station,  but  can 
find  no  one  to  arrest  me ;  the} 
say  I  had  better  go  back  t« 
**  the  Yard."  Ex^ain  that  J 
have  already  been,  and  hav- 
been  referred  to  the  suburban 
branch.  Inspector  unreason- 
able. He  siurs,  if  I  create  : 
disturbance  he  will  '*  run  m* 
in."  I  say,  "That's  exaotlA 
what  I  want."  Then  he  telb 
me  to  "be  off."  So  **off'^ 
I  go. 

Wednesday,— %\SS1  at  large 
Most  annoying.  Here  have  J 
been  hunted  for  weeks  with- 
out being  found,  and  now  1 
want  to  give  myself  up,  can'i 
do  itl  Call  upon  a  news- 
paper. Newspaper  pleased  t< 
see  mCf  and  keeps  me  wait- 
ing while  it  gets  out  a  "  con- 
tents bilL"  I  am  asked  to  call 
to-morrow. 

Thursday, — Newspapei 
most  ^lite.  Has  sent  a  repre- 
sentative to  Scotland  Yard, 
but  authorities  there  decline 
to  interfere.  Newspaper  would 
have  liked  to  arrange  arrest  in 
its  own  office.  Could  not  be 
managed.  Another  day  gone 
and  still  at  large!  Wonder 
how  much  longer  this  sort  of 
thing  will  continue  I 

lyiday.—Phy  a  third  visit 
to  newspaper.  Distinguished 
representative  of  the  Press  not 


Scene — Sida  Entrance  of  Burlington  House» 
Receiving-Day  of  the  Royal  Academy,  Ajn-il  2,  1894. 

**R  A"  Porter  {to  Stodge,  who  takes  in  his  Picture  himself),  ** 
LOT  o'  Rubbish  sent  hin  this  Year,  Sift  1  Mos*  damagin*  to 
Sib." 


Stonishin' 

TH*   HeYK, 


quite  so  civil.  Told  politely 
that  '*  I  would  be  of  more  use 
to  them  if  I  were  arrested." 
But  how  am  I  to  become  ar- 
rested? That  is  not  their 
(newspaper's)  business,  but 
mine.  Have  another  shot  at 
the  Yard.  I  try  six  fresh 
locals.  No  use.  They  won't 
have  me  on  any  terms. 

i^a/tircfa^.— Eureka !  Man- 
aged it  at  last  I  Contrived  to 
get  taken  on  as  an  extra  con- 
stable. Appeared  in  my  uni- 
form, and  was  given  the  keys. 
Locked  myself  up  in  one  of 
the  cells,  and  threw  the  key 
out  of  the  window.  They 
can't  find  itl  So,  as  I  can't 
get  out,  must  stay  here  till 
Monday.  First-rate  I  Have 
just  sent  a  messenger  to  the 


of  the  Sunday  papers.  Wi 
send  him  **a  column,"  and  yet 
have  enough  ** stuff"  over  to 
form  interesting  articles  for 
the  morning  journals  of  Mon- 
day.        

Loirnoir  SricPHOirT  Coh- 
CBBTS.— An  Irish  gentleman 
said  he  intended  to  pat-ronise 
these  concerts  in  future,  as  he 
heard  that  the  performanoe 
of  the  overture  to  **  Corry 
CLan,**  as  given  last  Thurs- 
day, was  such  a  success.  He 
wants  to  know  the  name  of  the 
composer  P  [Mr.  Hskschsl 
thinks  he  must  mean  Beet- 
hoveh's  overture  to  '*  Corio- 
Ian,"] 

Ajr  Anti-British  Fbench- 
MAN.  —  **Aha!  mon  ami" 
cried  a  very  stout  and  jocund 
Frenchman  to  an  English 
friend,  **  I  trample  on  all  your 
flags  !  "  Quite  true  :  they 
were  walking  down  Regent 
Street. 


THE  OFFICIAL  GAME  OF  HUNT  THE  SLIPPER. 

From  the  Pr^m-r  to  the  Ch^nc-ll-r  of  the  Exch-q-r, 

Doionina  Street, 
I  ENCLOSE  letter  herewith.    Read  it,  and  if  you  think  there  is 
anything  in  it  send  it  to  ^e  W.  0.,  and  ask  them  to  act  upon  it. 
{JEnclosure,) 
Honored  Sir,— Me  and  another  chap  stole  the  crown  of  the  King 
of  the  Cannibal  Islands.    I  am  uneasy  in  my  mind,  and  let  vou  know 
it.    Me  and  Bobbt  Brown  (the  other  diap)  hid  the  loot  in  the  court- 
yard of  the  Palace.         {Signed)        Thomas  Atkins  x  his  mark. 

From  the  Ch-nc-ll-r  of  the  Exch-q-r  to  the  S-cr-t-ryfor  W-r, 

Treasury, 

Above  is  self-explanatory.  If  you  can  help  at  aU.  do  your  best. 
Of  course,  it  would  be  useful  to  get  sometmng  (all  contribations 
ihankfully  received)  so  near  to  the  date  of  the  announcement  of  the 
Budget.    Send  it  on  when  noted  to  most  appropriate  authority. 

From  the  S-cr-t-ryfor  W-r  to  the  F-rst  L-rd  of  the  Adm-r-ky, 

Pall  MaU, 
Above  is  self-explanatory.     Think  we  can  spare  a  Militia  Regi- 
ment.   Sure  to  volunteer  for  service  abroad  on  receiving  a  small 
percentage.    But,  of  coarse,  you  would  have  to  supply  the  transport. 
We  can't  do  more.    Send  paper  on  to  anyone  you  please. 

From  the  F-rst  L-rd  of  the  Adm-r-Uy  to  the  L-rd  Ch-ne-llor. 

WhiUhaU, 

Above  is  self-explanatory.  We  can  easily  spare  a  ship  to  send 
over  the  Militia  Regiment.  But  is  not  the  scheme  illegal  ?  Seems 
rather  like  compounding  a  febny.  Please  send  on  the  paper  to  most 
appropriate  recipient. 


From  the  L-rd  Ch-nc-Uor  to  the  AU-m-y-G-n-r-l. 

Law  Courts,  Strand, 
Above  is  self-explanatory.    Have  not  the  leiBure  to  look  up  the 
I>oint.    Fancy,  too,  that  it  is  rather  in  your  province.    You  have 
Xnractised  in  the  inferior  courts  later  than  I  have.    Do  what  you 
please  with  it. 

lYom  the  Att-rn-y-G-n-r-l  to  Ch-f  C-mm-ss-n-r  of  P-Uce. 

Law  Courts,  Strand. 
Above  is  self-explanatory.  Don*t  think  there  is  much  in  the  point 
of  law.  Wonder  why  the  Chancellor  sent  it  to  me.  Of  course  it 
isn't  compoundini^  a  felony.  But  you  know  that  as  weU  as  I  do. 
Think  it  is  more  in  your  department  than  in  mine.  Perhaps  you 
had  better  return  it  to  the  Premier. 

From  the  Ch-f  C-mm-ss-n-r  of  P-Uce  to  the  Pr-m-r, 

Scotland  Yard, 
Have  the  honour  to  return  this  paper,  as  directed.  Do  not  con- 
sider that  either  Militia  Regiment,  Troop-diip,  or  Legal  opinion,  is 
necessary.  Probably  tbe  treasure  by  this  time  has  been  discovered 
and  appropriated.  Under  these  circumstances  can  only  express  a 
respectful  wish  that  the  Ck)vemment  may  quickly  recover  it. 


**A  FEARFUL  TRADE." 

Sib,— I  came  across  this  in  a  newspaper : — 

"  On  account  of  whom  it  may  concern.  On  Fridav  next,  the  6th  inat.,  at 
the  Law  Association  llooms,  Cook  Street,  Liverpool,  at  1  p.m.— Ahout  215 
bales  GREY  DOMESTICS,  £x  *'  Germanic"  (•),  lying  West  Side  Langton 
Dock,  LiverpooL    For  further  particulars,  &c.'* 

But  I  see  I  am  too  late  in  asking  you  to  use  your  influence  to  stop 
this  sale.    What  a  dreadful  finish  for  these  aged  servitors  I    Please 
do  your  best  to  prevent  this  sad  traffic  and  receive  the  thanks  of 
Yours  truly,  A  Shocdo)  Doksstic. 
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THE  VEEDEBEE'S  VI&ION; 

OR,  THE  EPPINO  HAMADRYAD'S  APPEAL. 

**  Halt  thou  not  dragged  Diana  from  her  car, 
And  driven  the  Hamadryad  from  the  wood  ?  " 
£.  A.  PoE. 

The  VigUaiU  Verderer  heareth  in  Vition  a  Voice 
from  an  JSpping  *'  Talking  Oak.'* 

Fpibe,   Woodman,    spare  my  tree  I    Good 
Civic  Verderer, 
Let  Nature  and  her  Nymphs  mpye  thee  to 
pity! 
Pan's  role  swift  narrows ;  wonldst  thou  play 
the  murderer 
To  the  poor  Muses'  train  P    Thou  hast  the 
City, 
The  formal  urban  nark,  the  prim  town-garden . 
To  play  the  pedant  with,  with  square  and 
angle ; 
Leave  London  its  last  patch  of  genuine  Arden . 
The  winding  wood- walk  and  the  untrimmed 
tangle. 
Lovers  of  lavish  leafery  and  branch-mszes. 
Of    bosky    brushwood    and    tumultuous 
bracken. 
Echo  my  plea,  and  wait  to  pour  forth  praises 
On  him  who  bids  the  axe  and  saw  to  slacken 
In  their  too  sweeping  work.    Sweet  Nature's 
fashion 
Of  opulent  overgrowth  and  rich  disorder. 
May  need   90fne   check,   but   the  Bceotian 
passion 
For  rectilinear  road  and  rigid  border, 
The  butcher-love  of  felling,  topping,  lopping, 
Trunk  pollarding,  and  blundering  branch- 
maiming  ; 
The  clumsy  gardener-rage  for  random  chop- 

pinR» 
The  cockney  taste  for  trimming  and  far 
training, — 
These,   Verderer,   need  the  Nature-lover's 
checking. 
The  winning  charm  of  wildness  is  a  rapture 
Art  cannot  give.     The  jocund  wild  oirds, 
peoldng 
And  jargoning    at    large  are   spoilt  by 
captm^; 
The  clipped  hedge  chills,  the  straight  drawn 
alley  sickens ; 
The  sapling  lopped,  the  tall  tree  mutilated, 
Enrage  and  sadden  every  heart  that  quickens 
At  Fan's  spontaneous  pipings.  Am  I  fated, 
I  and  my  true,  tree-loving,  Ariel-footed, 
Free  company   of   Wood-nymphs,    to  be 
banished 
Each  from  the  tree  wherewith  since  first  it 
rooted 
Our  being  blent?    Nay   Verderer!     Pan 
hath  vanished 
And  neither  charma  nor  frights  the  holiday 
oomers. 
Who  dance  not  as  the  fauns  did ;  but  the 
sweetness. 
The  glad  home-feelingr,  bom  of  countless 
summers 
And  long,  wild,  windy  winters ;  the  com- 
pleteness 
Of  the  green  earth's  inimitable  riory, 
Soul-restful  raptness,  and  ricn,  low-Toioed 
quiet; 
The  pregnant  peace  of  foreat  king-crowds 
hoary. 
Which  even  satyr  mirth  and  cockney  riot 
Cannot  destroy,— these  woodlands  still  are 
haunted 
By  those  glad  graoesi    Let  these  glades 
unbroken 
Still  keep  some  aemblanoe  of  the  woods  en- 
ehanted 
Of  Axden  and  Brooelimde! 

Be  it  spoken, 
The  word  that  oheoka  the  aze-f  alL    Wood- 
man spare  us  I 
My  oak  pcitshanoe  is  old,  gr«y-boll'd,  age- 
eaten, 


AFTER   THE    THEATRICALS. 


"What  on  ka.eth  mads  toxt  tell  that  appalliko  littls  Cad  that  hi  ouoht  to 
BAVB  trod  thb  Boards  OF  Ancibnt  Grbbcb  ?  You  surely  didn't  rrallt  admirb  his 
Acting?"        "Oh  no!    But,  tou  know,  thb  Greek  Actors  used  to  wbar  Masks  I" 


But  it  yet  spreads  brave  greenery.    Do  not 
tear  us 
Untimely  from  dear  earth.    Sun-warmed, 
gale-beaten 
Long  centuries  through,  he  yet  can  breast 
the  thunder. 
And  drink  the  shower  this  many  and  many 
a  season; 
Shelter  sport-heated  holiday  groups  there- 
under. 
And  harbour  warbling  bird-choirs  I  'Twere 
sheer  treason 
To  noble  woodcraft,  as  to  woodland  lovers. 

To  fell  or  maim  this  monarch  prematurely. 
Nay ;  while  the  dove  o'er  its  sproad  branches 
hovers, 
Let  the  tree  stand;  let  Faunns  pipe  securely 
At  quiet  mom  in  its  cool  shade,  sly  hidden 
In    uncleared    undergrowth    oi    tangled 
greenery; 
Let  axe  and  saw  and  billhook  be  forbidden 
To  turn  these  bosky  breadths  of  forest 
scenery 


To  a  trim-planted,  straight-walk'd    park. 

Oh.  listen  [sad  buraen ! 

To  the  lond  Wood-nymph's  plaint  and  its 

And  gladness  in  a  thousand  eyes  shall  glisten, 

The    Nature-lover's    gratitude    be    your 

guerdon. 


IN  ROTTEN  ROW. 
{ToAlthea,/rom  "  Wandering  fFUlie.") 

When  the  Row  is  in  its  pride. 
When  the  riders  come  and  go, 

Though  I  can't  afford  to  ride, 
Is  it  not  a  pretty  show  ? 

With  a  ^lint  of  golden  hair 

€k>es  a  nder  fleet  and  fair. 

We  have  never  spoken  yet. 
Often  as  you  've  ridden  by, 

Only  once  your  eves  I  met 
And  you  bowed  and  so  did  I. 

Still— I  wonder  if  you  know 

Why  I  walk  in  Rotten  Row! 
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AT  A   CATTLE   MARKET. 

Ax  AuTUMK  Reminiscence. 

ScKKE— ^  larae  open  space  near  a  cathedral  town.  Fat  old  farmers 
in  iohite  hats,  and  smart  voung  farmers  in  Newmarket  coats 
and  neat  riding  boots ;  elderly  shepherds  in  blue^  grej/,  and 
white  smocks.  From  time  to  time  there  is  a  stampede  of  hetril- 
dered  bullocks^  whose  hind  legs  are  contimtally  getting  hitched 
over  each  other*s  horns.  Connoisseurs  lean  over  pen-rails  and 
examine  pigs  reverentl^^  as  if  they  were  Old  Masters,  Others 
prod  them  perfunctorily.  The  pigs  bear  these  inconveniences 
meekly f  as  part  of  the  penalty  of  greatness.  Sheep  look  over 
one  another  s  shoulders  and  chew  nervously  on  one  side  of  their 
motUhs, 

By  the  Pig-Pens. 


Int,  Purch,  Ah.  {A  pause  apparently  spent  in  mental  calculation.) 
What  might  ye  be  askin'  for  'un  now  F 

Seller,  For  them  yoes  ? 

Int,  Purch,  Ah. 

Seller  (falls  into  a  brown  studt/^  from  which  he  at  length  emerges 
to  tap  the  nearest  ewe  on  the  forehead  and  expectorate).  I  wawnt 
five-an* -twenty  shellin'  a  yead  for  them  yoes. 

Int.  Purch,  Five-an' -twenty  P 

Seller,  Ah,  that*R  what  /  wawnt.        [A  longer  silence  than  ever. 

Int,  Purch,  I  8^ pose  ye  aint  seen  ole  Jnc  'Ar&ows  'bout  'ere  this 
mamin\hevyeP 

[After  some  further  prelimiharies  of  this  kind  the  moment  at 
length  arrives  at  which  a  bargain  can  be  struck  without  any 
suggestion  of  unbecoming  haste  on  either  side. 

First  Rustic  {Just  out  of  the  County  Hospital).  An*  they  putt  me 
under  that  theer  chlorryfum — an'  I  simmed  to  go  right  oop  into 


First  Enthusiast.  Did  y*  iver  see  sech  a  sow  as  that  theer  ?    /  'Evin— yes,  I  wur  oop  in''Evin  fur  a  toime,  sure  'nough. 
niver  did,  and  (aggressively)  naw  moor  yo'  didn't  neither,  'Enkry,       Stcond  Rustic  (with  interest).  An'  did  yejear  a  piMiner  ? 


did  ye  now  ? 

^Enery  (unimpressed).  I 
doan't  see  naw  'dyantage  in 
heving  pigs  so  big  as  that 

First  Enth.  Big!  She's 
like  a  elephant !  Theer 's  a 
lop  ear  now — weighs  thiitty- 
foiir  stoan  if  she  weighs  a 
bounce,  she  do ! 

[The    Soic   grunts    com- 
placently, 

^Enery,  Ah,  I  'ad  one 
loike  'er,.  I  'ad.  Eat  three 
buckctsful  a  day,  she  did,  |fj 
and  (with  a  sense  of  unfor- 
gettable injury)  mis  able 
little  pegs  she  'ad  with  it 
all! 

Second  Enth,  I  go  in  fur 
Berkshire  myself.  But 
Sussex  are  very  good;  tbey 
scale  so  much  belter  'n  they 
look ;  full  o'  liesh  they  are 
— weigh  a  good  stun  moor 
nor  ye'd  tf£e  *em  fur,  and 
then  they  cut  up  so  well! 
( With  a  dreamy  tenderness,) 
Ves,  I  'm  fond  o'  they  Sus- 
sexes,  I  am — very  fond  of 
'em! 

A  Dealer  (trying  to  dis- 
pose of  a  litter  of  small 
black  pigs).  Seven  good  ole 
stiddy  Utile  pigs!  I  don't 
care  ^oo  buys  'em  {as  if 
he  usually  requirea  tlte 
strictest  testimonials  to 
character),  I  must  sell 
'em.  Pig-buyin'  to-day, 
Sir?  You'd  better  'ave 
that  little  lot.  Sir. 
[Persuasirelyy 


'•  I'at  old  fiirmers  in  white  hata." 
think  he  had  much 


^     to    a 
Passer-by^  who  however  appears  to  think  he  had  much       Muster  Sp,  (withmt  appearing  to  envy  the  dead  meat  on  tl 
better  not,                                                                                 ,  account).  Ah,  that 's  it.     le  cannot  reckon  on  moor  nor  thrippen< 
By  the  Sheep-Pens.                                      I  — an'  your  own  expenses,  i'  ooorse. 
Intending  Purchaser  (to  Seller),  What  d'ye  carl  them  yoes  now  ?       First  Stockbr,  An'  thet  's  borderin'  nigh  on  fowerpence ;  an'  when 
Southdowns  P  i  it  comes  to  two  pound  a  bullock ! 


Elderly' Farmer  (who  is 
being  applied  to  for  the 
character  of  his  kite  shep- 
herd). No,  I  never  'ad  no 
fault  to  find  wi'  the  fellow 
— (conscientiously)  not  as  I 
knows  on.  He  unnerstan*8 
shep— I  will  say  that  fur  'en 
— ^he's  a  rare  'un  at  doc- 
torin'  of  'em,  too.  An'  a 
stiddy  chap  an'  that,  keps  a 
civil  tongue  in  'is  yead,  and 
don't  go  away  on  the  b  x>ze. 
No,  /  aint  ffot  nawtht-n*  to 
say  'gainst  th'  man. 

The  Inouirer,  Would  ye 
hev  any  oojeotion  to  sayin* 
why  ye  're  Mrtin'  wi'  'en  ? 

Eld.  F.  Well,  I  dunno  as 
theer  was  any  partickler 
reason  for  't.  (lie  endea- 
vours to  think  of  one  in  a 
puzzle-headed  way.)  Is'pose 
I  must  ha'  thowt  I 'd  make 
a  bit  of  a  shift  like — and 
theer  ye  hev  it. 

First  Stock-breeder  (//> 
Second).  Well,  an'  how 's 
Muster  Spuddock  to-day  ? 

Muster  Spuddock,  Oh, 
'mong  th'  middlins — ^*monir 
th'  middlins.  Pretty  well 
fur  an  old  'un ! 

First  Stockbr.  An'  how 's 
trade  with  yoM.  eh  ? 

Muster  op.  (beaming).  Oh, 
nawthen'  aoin'  —  nawthen* 
doin"tall! 

First  Stockbr,  (with  equal 
cheerfulness).  Same  *Vre, 
Sir— same  'ere.  On'y  thing 
that's  got  money  has  been 
th'  dead  meat. 

this 
ce. 


[He  fixes  his  eyes  on  the  Cathedral  spire ^  and  awaits  the  next 
•  move. 

Seller  (after  watching  a  rook  out  of  sights  stirs  up  the  sheep  medi- 
tatively, and  decides  on  candour).  Well— 'bout  aaft  an'  aaff. 

Int,  Purch,  Old  yoes— well,  ye  know,  'taint  like  young  yoes,  be  it 
now? 

Seller  {when  he  has  finished  shredding  tobacco  in  the  palm  of  his 
hand).  That's  true  enough. 

Int,  Purch,  I  dunno  as  I  can  do  wi'  any  moor  shep  just  now,  if 
'twas  iver  so. 

Seller  (listlessly),  Cann't  ye,  now  ?  Theer 's  bin  a  gen'lman  from 
Leicestershire  'ere,  wawntin*  me  to  run  'im  off  a  dozen  or  so— fur  his 
perrk,  d'  ye  see  ? 

Int,  Purch,  (with  unaffected  incredulity).  Ah. 
[A  protracted  silence^  employed  by  each  in  careful  inspection 
of  his  boots. 

Seller  (addressing  space).  They're  a  tidy  lot  o'  yoes. 

Int,  Purch,  (as  if  this  was  a  new  view  of  them^  which  would 
require  consideration).  Come  off  o'  your  own  farm  ? 

Seller,  Druv  'em  in  myself  this  very  mamin'. 


[They  shake  their  heads  with  an  unsuccessful  attempt  to  look 
lugubrious  at  these  cryptic  consideratums. 
Muster  Sn,  Well,  well ;  sheep-food 's  goin'  to  be  plentiful,  too, 
right  up  to  Christmas. 
First  Stockbr,  That 's  the  way  to  look  on  it. 
[They  po  off  to  dine  at  the  ordinary^  with  a  sense  that  matters 
might  be  worse, . 

ELECTION  HEK.  FOR  MONTGOMERYSHIRE. 

OwENjproved  payin',  though  no  doubt  run  hard ! 
The  WYNN-ticket  was  not  the  true  winning  card ! 


Bad  Times.— **  Ah,"  says  Mr.  Short,  on  'Change,  **  no  goin^r 
abroad  this  jear  for  me  and  my  family.  No  Swiss  tour.  *  Point 
d* argent^  point  de  Suisse.^  " 

So  NICE  OF  her!— **He  is  not  mad/'  said  Mrs.  R.,  charitably 
explaining  the  strange  conduct  of  a  fnend;  **he  is  suffering  from 
a  trumpery  abrasion  of  the  intellect."                #       r-^r->^r^lr> 
jitizod  by  VjOOV  LtT 
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TO  PHYLLIS. 

In  Fashionaffle  Jtlirf, 

I  LIKE  your  bow — or  is  it  called  a  tie  ? 

That  *8  just  the  kind  of  thing  I  never  know. 
Perhaps  it  is  because  I  never  try — 
1  like  your  bow. 

Somehow  I  fancv  that  it  seems  to  go 
Extremely  well  with  what  you  're  wearing.    I 

Delight  in  harmonies  of  colour — though 
These  reasons  up  to  now  are  all  my  eye. 

Theonly  true  one  i  H^e  still  space  to  show. 

YoH  wear  it,  Sweetheart.    That 's  the  reason  why 
1  like  your  bow. 


AT  THE   GOUPIL    GALLERY. 

Being  a  bit  of  an  impressionable  myself,  and  understanding  that 
Qoapil  Gallery  oontains  best  one-hone  wow  of  its  kind,  went  to 
take  a  ^/eereoscopic  view  of  same.  Find  that  I  am  misled  about 
one-horse  business;  actually  quite  a  herd  of  steers.  Always  re- 
garded impressionist  as  one  who  ^ves  you  his  impression  of  a  thing, 
and  leaves  you  to  form  yours  of  his.  Here^  however,  is  artist  nving 
his  impressions  of  a  lot  of  other  impressionists'  impressions  of  things, 
and  leaving  you  to  form  yours  of  his  or  theirs.  Sort  of  iridescent 
palimpsest. 
Natural,  perhaps,  in  one  who  has  plainly  travelled  a  ^ood  deal— to 
the  Isle  of  Wight,  for  instance,  and 
even  Boulog[ne-sur-Mer.  Notice  no 
fewer  than  six  out  of  a  totalof  fo^br- 
f  our  pictures  admittedly  inspired  oy 
this  classic  watering-place.  You 
will  begin  with  No.  1.  It  is  the 
Casino  at  Boulogne,  and  the  catalogue 
says  it  is  the  proi)erty  of  T.  Huii- 
PHBET  Wa&d,  Esq.  In  that  case  let 
me  tell  this  gentleman  that  I  very 
strongly  disapprove  of  the  system  of 
Peiita  Chevaux  as  praotisea  on  his 
property.  Have  calculated  the 
chances,  and  find  that  bank  makes 
9*1  per  cent,  on  all  moneys  laid  on 
table.  Should  have  complained  to 
Mr.  Wabd  before,  but  was  under 
impression  that  Casino  was  worked 
by  local  Municipalityr;  otherwise 
could  not  account  for  public  gambling-table  beiufi:  allowed  in  country 
where  it  is  illegal.  No.  23  shows  the  Hotel  Imperiale  at  the  same  resort. 
Observe  that  all  the  windows  have  been  plastered  up  since  I  was  there. 
Pathetic  touch  in  foreground— black  man  bathing.  No  ocean,  nor 
all  the  House  of  Pears  will  ever  rectify  this  Ethiopian's  skin  I  Do 
not  easily  weep,  but  was  honestly  affected  at  this  thought. 
*'  Bouloffne— evening ' '  (No.  25)  has  also  human  appeal  in  it.  So  have  I 
seen  this  harbour,  biliously  patchy,  impossibly  crooked,  after  an  ex- 
purgative  passage  from  Folkestone.  ^^  Boulogne  Sanas**  (No.  32). 
are,  I  see,  the  property  of  Professor  Bro\\'n.  But  professor  of  what  r 
For  professors  are  many,  but  performers  few ;  chiefly  on  the  tight- 
rope are  they  found  together.  And  for  that  any  sand  is  bad,  but  this 
sort  of  sand  very  bad.  Again  I  ask  myself  if  Mr.  Brown's  property  in- 
cludes the  figures.  If  so,  his  responsibility  is  indeed  great,  and  I 
offer  him  my  respectful  sympathy.  If  he  will  accept  my  advice  as 
well,  he  will  hang  the  picture  the  other  way  up.  Sand,  sea,  and  sky 
are  all  pretty  indifferently  ribbed,  and  I  think  the  figures  would  b« 
perceptibly  improved  by  the  change.  The  gentleman  that  owns 
the  pier  (No.  43)  might  perhaps  have  the  structure  raised  a  little. 
At  present  it  dips  into  the  sea  at  one  comer.  Have  thought 
this  may  represent  the  levelling  process  of  which  the  Radicals  sp^&k. 
Also  there  are  figures  on  the  pier  that  would  improve  the  picture  if 
they  were  removed.  Am  not  a  draughtsman  myself,  but  should  cer- 
tainly draw  the  line  somewhere  short  of  the  length  of  these  young 
people's  femora.  No.  38  is  the  pier— no,  peer—oi  the  other.  Girls 
running  (the  catalogue  says  they  are  **  girls,"  and  ** running")  are 
shown  m  strong  sunlight.  A  \ivid  thing,  and  true  to  Nature  in  at 
least  one  particular.  Oould  never  bear  to  look  at  strong  sunlight ; 
could  not  Dear  to  look  at  this  picture. 

Still  on  foreign  tour,  we  approach  Isle  of  Wight  in  No.  2.  Here 
we  have  Steer  at  sea  (ritulus  marinus).  Naturally  enouj^h,  off 
Cowee,  with  buUs'-eyes  distributed  along  shore.  No.  15  nves  an 
Iceberg  race  run  in  strong  f^ea-soup,  and  watched  by  Nausst, 
Fpaxkuk.  and  others,  as  seen  in  foreground  insecurely  oalanced  on 
—is  it  a  wnale,  or  only  backed  like  a  weasel  P  Observe  that  it  is  the 
property  of  Miss  Jaive  Haerison.  Have  great  respect  for  this  lady 
as  authority  on  Greek  Art.  This  Art  also  Greek  to  me. 
Walk  up  to  charming  girl  seated  on  sofa ;  curious  to  know  more 


about  her.  Look  in  catalogue  and  find  that  she  is  **  Croquet.'^  Am 
prepa.red  for  a  good  deal,  but  have  doubts  this  time  of  the  purity  of 
my  vision.  Closer  investigation  shows  part  of  ticket  to  bo  concealed 
behind  frame.  Actual  title  of  picture  (No,  34,  not  4)  proves  to  be 
*'  l^ie  *SVi/f7,"  lurid  light  thrown  on  subject  by  this  revelation 
practically  clearing  up  lady's  ]past  history.  Turn  to  the  real  No.  4 
(**  Croquet ").  Find  more  children,  as  happy  and  careless  as  the 
artist,  sporting  ankle-deep  beside  sea.  Have  heard  of  Olyminan 
races  run  in  deep  sand,  but  never  remember  croquet  played  under 
these  conditions.  *^  Bathinq-machines"  (No.  13)  recalls  Mr, 
Punches  prehistoric  peep — "I^o  Bathing  to-day."  This  time  it  is 
the  shore  that  is  covered  with  horrid  creeping  things.  **  /«  a 
Wood"  (No.  40)  gives  similar  effects.  Lady,  properly  terrified, 
knet^ls  deprecatingly  to  vast  army  of  green  beetles,  begging  them 
not  to 

Much  attracted  to  delightful  young  person  in  No.  3.  Reminds  me 
of  subject  of  my  unpublished  Irish  ballad : — 

My  MoLLV  sheM  the  natest  waist, 
And  (hakes  like  cheniee  at  a  faist, 
So  soft  to  touch,  so  swatti  to  taste,  &e. 

Pleased  to  find  title  of  same  beginning  "  MoUe  meutn."  So  far  so 
good ;  but  oontinues  darkly  as  follows : — 

levibus  oor  est  yiolabile  telis, 
£t  semper  causa  est  cur  ego  semper  amem. 

Inspect  picture  carefully  to  detect  bullet-marks.  Find  some  half- 
dozen  on  background ;  really  excellent  shots  but  a  little  wide  to  the 
right.  Interested  to  recognise  same  lady  in  No.  44.  Besieging 
party  in  this  case  much  more  succesful.  Figure  completely 
covered  with  pellets.  Caught  napping,  which  may  account  for  it. 
Note  also,  that  she  has  changed  hands  and  become  the  property  of 
another  gentleman.  Seems  consistent  with  description  of  ner  eclectic 
temperament. 

Am  finally  petrified  before  No.  42.  Commonly  amuse  myself  at  im- 
pressionist collections  by  guessing  subject  of  picture  before  referring  to 
catalogue.  Remember  one  at  Oraf  ton  QaUery  last  year  which  I  took 
to  be  the  green-room  of  the  Folies  Bergdree,  and  found  that  artist 
thought  it  was  Sunday  morning  in  Sweden.  Proceed  to  speculate  on 
abysmally  despondent  girl  in  No.  42.  Has  she  also  iust  crossed  from 
Folkestone  ?  is  it  the  liver  (absinthe,  perhaps)  or  *'^is  there  a  nearer 
one  yet  and  a  dearer,"  that  nas  jdayed  her  false  ?  Cannot  endure 
furtner  suspense,  and  so  look  in  catalogue.  Answer— **(?tW  tn  a 
large  hat,"  Wonder  that  I  had  not  thought  of  that  before.  See 
that  she  is  the  proi>erty  of  Geoege  Moobb,  Esq.,  who  has  taken  us 
into  his  confidence  in  me  Speaker^  and  says  that  she  has  been  his 
for  now  several  montiis,  ana  that  he  grows  fonder  of  her  every  day. 
Thank  Heaven,  I  have  a  soul  above  envy,  and  I  sign  myself, 

OXE  MOBE  (or  LkSS)  btPBSSaiONABLE. 


PEERS,  IDLE  PEERS! 

Or,  The  Wail  of  the  Eldest  Som,  i. 

[Mr.  Gbo&oe  Curzox,  Mr.  St.  John  Brodrick,  and  Lord  Woliibr 
(in  the  Nineteenth  Century),  lament  tiic  doom  of  eldest  sone  of  Peers, 
prospective  banishment  from  the  Commons  and  burial  in  the  LordB.] 

Peebs,  idle  Peers !    I  well  know  what  thai  means. 

Peers  I    Oh,  it  fills  me  with  divine  despair. 

Hearing  the  **  Noes,"  and  listening  to  the  *'  Ayes," 
And  looking  on  those  happy  Commons  seats, 
And  thinking  I  may  soon  sit  there  no  more. 

Fresh  is  the  first  cheer,  rising  like  "  All  hail ! " 
When  one  is  brought  into  the  Lower  House. 
Siid  is  the  last  which  murmurs  over  one. 
Who  sinks,  with  all  the  chance  of  fun,  upstairs! 
So  sad  't¥rill  be  when  we  sit  here  no  more ! 

Ah,  sad  and  strange,  amidst  the  robes  and  lawns. 
The  peevish  pipe  of  half -awakened  Peers 
On  age-dull^  ears,  and  dim  and  drowsy  eye^, 
'Midst  owlish  moans  and  glimmering  despair ! 
How  dull  our  doom  when  we  sit  here  no  more ! 

Dear  as  remembered  **  sprints  "  when  scant  o*  breath 
Will  be  those  cheers,  by  hopeless  fancy  feigned 
From  lips  that  shout  for  others.    Kicked  upstsira  P 
Ah.  there,  above,  we  '11  numm  with  wild  regret, 
Midst  Death  in  Life,  the  days  that  are  no  more  I 


THE  UNION  JACK  OVEK  THE  HOUSE  OF  L0BD8. 

But  fiags,  like  men  of  stoutish 
Must  fail  to  fly  for  lack  of  wind. 


The   Flag  that   flies   in  any 

fray 
Will  last  to  fly  another  day ;  - 
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IT'S   an: EAST   WIND   THAT    BLOWS    NOBODY   GOOD. 

"  Here  ookss  the  Carriage,  Maxtd  !    Fancy  havino  to  go  and  pat  Calls  in  such 
Weather  1    It  's  enough  to  give  one  one's  death  of  Cold  1 " 
"Worse  than  that,  Mother!    Everybody  's  sure  to  be  /a-/" 


LEMON-SQUASH. 

Know  ve  the  land  where  the  tax-papers 

hurtle, 
And  rates  will  run  up,  e'en  though  incomes 

ran  down? 
Where  the  people  of  culture,  the  lovers  of 

turtle, 
Don*t  pay  their  full  whack,  whilst  the  poor 

are  done  brown. 
Know  ye  the  land  of  distraint,  fee  and  fine  ? 
Where  the  taxes  still  swell,  and  the  rates 

ne'er  dedine ; 
Where  the  L'ttle  shop  sUve  in  his  little  back 

room. 
Waxes  faint  as  his  lilac  trees  burst  into  bloom ; 
Since  in  spring  Schedule  D  is  in   angry 

pursuit. 


And  the  voice  of  the  Tax-grabber  never  is 

mute; 
Where  the  tint  of  the  summons  resembles  the 

skv. 
Though  the  heavenly  suggestion  is  just  all 

my  eye; 
And  it  *^ gives  you  the  blues"  of  the  dis- 

mallest  dye ; 
Where  'tis  Seven  pence  now  (and  next  year 

may  be  Nine)* 
Tet  men  haven't  the  spirit  to  kick  up  a  shine ! 
'Tis  the  dime  of  much  fog,  and  occasional 

sun,— 
Can  he  shine  on  the  deeds  that  Exchequers 

have  done  f 
Ah !  wild  are  men's  looks,  as  they  answer 

the  bell,  [they  tell  I 

And  a  tender  heart  abhes  at  the  tales  that 


What  word  whispers  low  on  spring's  easterly 

breeze? 
The  old  word  of  command  from  the  Treasury 

'Tisn't  music  to  millionaires  dwelling  at  ease. 
But  to  the  hard-uppish  'tis  horror;  hearts 

freeze 
At  that  voice  of  the  Treasury  Vampire— 

Soueeze!  Squeeze ! 
Oh !  the  rack  is  not  nice,  but  a  rose-bed  'tis 

found 
To  the  torture  of  lord  knows  how  much  in 

the  pound 
Which  out  of  poor  strugglers  is  annually 

pound 
On  the  harsh  Inland  Revenue  Ghoul^s  yearly 

round. 
And  they  shorten  your  grace,  and  it  comes  in 

one  lump. 
And  they  tighten  the  screw,  harder  pull  at 

the  pump, 
Till  it  makes  your  brain  whirl,  and  it  makes 

your  heart  thump. 
And  gives  you  what  cads  call  '*  the  bloomiu' 

Old  hump ! " 
Every  year  makes  it  worse ;  they  are  stuck- 
up  and  starch ; 
What  in  August  you  paid,  you  must  now  pay 

in  March, 
For  the  gold-stream  must  flow  as  it  suits  them 

to  pump  it. 
And  if  you  don't  like  it,  of  course  you  can 

•*  lump  it" 
Ah  I  pity  the  worries— though  nobody  ttt'Uf— 
or  the  poor  little  victimof  Tax,  Kate,  and  Bill! 
If  quidnanos  indulge  in  a  big  naval  scare, 
Or  a  summer  too  hot  bids  rum- vendors  despair ; 
The  income-tax  payer,  though  nigh  '*  stony- 
broke," 
Must  expect  a  fresh  **  squeeze  "  as  the  crown 

of  the  joke  I 
Squeezer  Squeeze!!    SQUEEZE!!! 
You  may  shrink  as  you  please, 
You  poor  little,  often-drained,  much-wilted 

lemon ; 
Your  sighs  will  not  soften  the  Treasury  Demon. 
For  squeezing  and  squashing,  you  see,  is  his 

trade, 
And  he  cannot  conduct  it  without  Zeinon-au^/ 
And  be  sure  he  won*  t  slacken  the  lever  or  screw. 
While  he  thinks  he  can  drain  a  drop  more  out 

of  you  ! 

^90P  UP  TO  DATE. 

A  certain  man  and  a  lion,  who  considered 
himself  just  domestic  enough  but  not  too 
domestic,  were  journeying  together  and  dis- 
puting, as  is  the  wont  of  feUow-travellers. 

**  At  any  rate,  we  agree  thus  far,"  said  the 
man,  **that  fitness  for  ladies'  society  must 
accompany  every  daim  to  domesticity." 

The  lion  was  gradously  pleased  to  assent. 

*'  Then  just  you  listen  to  this,"  continued 
the  man,  producing  a  pocket- volume  of  Shaks- 
PBARE  and  reading  in  a  triumphant  tone : — *  *  A 
lion  among  ladies  is  a  most  dreadful  thing ! " 

The  chivalrous  beast  was  taken  aback  some- 
what. 

*'And  this,"  he  sighed,  "despite  your 
former  belief  and  admission  that  we  have  ever 
been  in  the  habit  of  treating  young  ladies,  who 
deserve  it,  with  peculiar  respect  I  However, 
this  is  only  your  statement  oi  your  case  after 
all.  Pray  let  me  have  your  patient  attention 
for  one  moment  now.  You  navcj  of  course, 
read  or  heard  about  a  certain  affair  at  West- 
minster, where,  in  addition  to  a  heavy  whip, 
an  iron-spiked  pole,  *not  to  put  too  fine  a 
point  on  it,'  is  at  least  en  Mtlence,  WeU,  so 
nave  we.  You  have  only  to  wait  until  we  lions 
turn  authors,  and  you  will  discover  that  we 
hold  judt  the  contrary  opinion  to  yours.  I 
doubt  not  that  our  greatest  poet,  when  he 
arrives,  will  put  it  that  *  a  lady  among  lions 
is  a  most  dreadful  thing.  J"     r-\r-\r%\r> 
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LEMON-SQUASH. 


William  H-rc-kt  {the  Barman).  *»  WONDER  IF  I  CAN  SaUEEZE  ANY  MORE  OUT  OF  fflJfr' 
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A   POINT  TO  THE   GOOD. 

ScKNE — Immediately  after  a  Poini-to-PoifU  Race, 

Friend  (to  Eider  of  Winner),  "By  Jove,  old  Chap,  that  was  a  close  Race  I    Thought  you  were  beaten  just  on  the  Post.'* 
Mider  {Irish),  "Faith,  me  Boy,  that  dimonstrates  the  advantage  of  a  Bio  Horse;  fob,  if  ye  saw  the  Tail  of  him  a 
theikle  Behind,  shure  the  other  end  of  him  was  a  wee  bit  in  Front  I "  j 


SPRINGES  HA.KBINGERS. 

(By  a  Valetudinarian  Villa- Resident,) 

Oh  yes,  I  know  the  Cuckoo  is  cuckooing 

{At  least  they  tell  me  so  in  all  the  papers), 
And  that  the  sun  the  bursting  buds  is  wooing 
(The  hiUcher^s  son  *s  performing  similar 
capers 
With  my  new  maid  down  by  the  snug  side- 
entry), 
I  know  tne  violets  are  coyly  peeping 
(Not  that  I  erer  in  ehiU  woods  stand  sentry 
To  catch  them  from  the  clammy  mosses 
creeping) ,  [again '  * 

I  know  that  primroses   are   '*  popping   up 
( Likeoldex-premiers),  that  suburlran  codgers 
Are  tittivating-up  each  dull  old  shop  again 
With  "Latest  Style  Spring  Goods !^'  (the 
artful  dodgers  / ) 
I  know  that  facias  are  being  fresh  painted 
(Ihr    at   the    horrid    stink    of  oil    and 
turpentine 
From  our  next  neighbour's  front  I  nearly 
fainted), 
I  \aaow  young  fools  are  bathing  in  the 
Serpentine 
(The  rery  notion  makes  a  man  feel  shivery) ; 
And  poet's  heart  for  Spring's  green  livery 
throbbing 
(It  doesnH  mote  my  heart,  but  makes  me 
'Uivery%  [jobbing, 

I  know  lawn-mowers  poor,  and  gardeners 
Peripatetic  pests,  announce  the  season 
By   keeping   my    door-bell    in   constant 
tinffle, 
And  robbing  me  of  my  last  ray  of  reason. 
I  know   that   crocuses   and  crock-shards 
mingle 


Upon  my  **lawn"  (when  the  street-boys  will 
let  'em), 
I  know  that  '*  All-a-blowing ! "  roughs  are 
howling 
For  my  old  **  duds  " — (I  wish  that  they  may 
get  'em ! )  [prowling 

I  know  predacious  hearthstone-ooys  are 
Once  more  at  early  mom  about  my  premises. 
But  there's  one  **harbiiiger''^ beyond  all 
others 
That  visits  me,  a  ver^  Vernal  Nemesis, 
And  **  Spring's  delights"  in  mortal  misery 
smothers.  [ing  I '' 

Howl  on  ye  hawkers  of  **  fine  plamts  a-grow- 
I'll   not  be  drawn   by   your   stentorian 
shindies. 
The  one  true  '* plant"   /  know  that's  all 
a- blowing  " 
That  vernal  (and  infernal)  dashed  East 
Wind  is! 


MORE  WIGS  THAN  LAW. 

Scene— -4  Law  Court  in  the  Strand,     Ocer- 
toorked  Judge  on  the  Bench,     Well  filled 
with  Solicitors,  and  Desks    **  reserved 
for  Counsel'  crowded  with  Barristers, 
Mr.  Briefless  conspicuous  by  his  absence, 
and  even  Junior  Bar  sparingly  repre- 
sented. 
His  Lordship,  Now,  gentlemen,  I  must 
beg  you  to  act  with  expedition,  as  I  have  an 
immense  list  to  ffet  through. 

First  Counsel,  May  it  please  your  Lord- 
ship, but  there  is  an  important  case  that 
should  have  been  tried  in  anol^er  Court,  but 
owing  to  the  absence  of  his  Lordship  on  busi- 
ness elsewhere,  it  cannot  be  readied    Would 


your  Lordship  have  any  objection  to  its  being 
added  to  your  own  list  ? 

His  Lordship,  Very  sorry,  but  utterly  im- 
possible. I  have  already  told  you  that  I  have 
more  to  do  than  I  can  manage.  I  would  be 
only  too  pleased  to  assist  any  of  my  Brothers, 
but  unfortunately  it  is  out  of  my  power. 

Second  Counsel,  I  was  about  to  make  a 
siifiilar  application  to  your  Lordship. 

Third  Counsel,  And  so  was  I^  my  I^ord. 

Fourth  Counsel,  And  I,  too,  if  your  Lord- 
ship pleases. 

Hts  Lordship,  Extremely  sorry,  but  it  is 
utterly  impossible. 

Leader  of  the  Bar,  If  I  nught  venture  to 
intervene,  my  Lord,  I  would  suggest  that  Mr. 
Justice is  sitting  to-day  at  the  Guild- 
hall, and  from  what  I  am  told,  is  likely,  I 
believe,  to  get  through  his  list  rather  rapidly. 

His  Lordship,  I  am  much  obh'ged  to  }rott. 
I  will  consult  with  my  Brother  at  the  Guild- 
halL  (Speaks  through  the  telephone,)  I  have 
an  awful  lot  to  do,  can't  you  help  me  ? 

His  Lordship's  Brother  at  the  OuildhaU 
(through  telephone),  Yerj  sorry,  but  can't 
get  away  from  here.  Very  dull  work,  but  it 
keeps  me  tied  to  the  bench. 

His  Lordship  (through  telephone.)  What  is 
your  work  ? 

His  Lordship^s  Brother  (throuqh  tele- 
phone), I  am  engaged  in  trjring  to  kill  flies 
with  a  paper-knife.  There  are  not  many  flies 
at  this  season  of  l^e  year,  but  they  are  more 
numerous  than  the  cases  in  my  cause  list. 

His  Lordshio  (addressing  his  Court),  I  am 
afraid  my  Brotner  can  do  nothing  to  help  me, 
so  I  must  go  on  single-handed  as  well  as  I 
caiL  [Scene  closes  in  upon  a  view  of  legal 
congestion.      Q  Q  (J  |  p 
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OUGHT  JUDGES  TO  SLEEP 
IN  COURT. 

Deas  Sib,— You  will  re- 
member that  some  short  time 
nnoe  I  i>romi8ed  at  an  early 
opportunity  to  recur  (of  course 
with  your  kind  permission)  to 
the  question  with  which  I  have  | 
headed  this  letter.  I  wish  at  i 
once  to  say  that  the  effect  of 
my  preyious  reference  to  the 
subject  has  been  extraordi- 
nary, to  put  it  at  the  lowest. 
One  learned  Jud^e,  not  un- 
known for  his  fondness  for 
tempering  justice  (to  others) 
with  forty  winks  (for  himself), 
took  occasion,  in  a  case  in 
which  at  a  moment's  notice  I 
held  a  brief  for  a  friend,  to 
saj  that  I  had  conducted  it 
with  **the  ability  and  know- 
ledge which  we  always  expect 
and  get  bom  Mr.  Couiysel." 
It  was  the  first  time  I  had  eyer 
practised  before  him  in  my 
life.  Another  Judffe,  whose 
reputation  for  slumber  neyer 
sleeps,  asked  my  wife  and  my- 
self to  dinner  on  the  ground 
that  he  fancied  my  father  and 
he  were  College  contempo- 
raries. My  father,  as  a  fact, 
neyer  went  to  College,  but  that 
did  not  preyent  me  going  to 
the  dinner.  A  third  Judge 
eyen  went  so  far  as  to  giye  me 
a  judgment  in  a  case  in  which 
I  was  clearly  out  of  Court. 
As  I  had  pledged  my  reputa- 
tion to  this  effect  to  my  client, 
who  had  steadily  taken  an 
opposite  yiew,  the  Judge's 
attention  to  me  was  a  cruel 
kindness. 

Such  haye  been  the  attempts 


FROM  THE   SISTER    ISLE. 

"  Akb  T0T7  ▲  Protestant  f  I  K&ysR  hire  ▲  Car  unless  it  's  DEiysN 
BY  A  Protestant." 

"Well,  Ma'am,  I  'm  not  a  Protestant  mebelf— but  sure  me  Horse 
IS  I  ••  "  You  're  a  ysRY  Impertinent  Person  ! " 

"Well,  Ma'am,  I  'm  sure  op  it  ;  for  I  'ye  been  dhrivin'  him  Two 
Years,  and  he  's  never  been  down  on  his  Knees  yet  1" 


LAST  SUMMErS  STRAW 
HAT. 

"  Oil  tont  U$  neiaes  d*antan  V^ 

They  don't  concern  me. 

Where  is  that  old    straw 

hat  of  ninety-three. 

Cod  to    my    feyered    brow 

tho'  sunshine  bum  me, 

Hot  as  can  be  P 

April  has   come,   not    April 
changeful,  chilling ; 
Showers,  cold  winds,  slight 
snow  we  do  not  fear ; 
Summer-like  sun  brings  me- 
mories of  grilling 
Days  of  last  year. 

Where  is  my  old  straw  hat? 
This  sprinfftime  summer 
Temots  one  fiom  toppers. 
Buds  are  on  the  limes, 
Hedgerows  grow  green,  tne 
cuckoo,  early  comer. 
Sings— see  The  Time*, 

Ah,  here  it  is  I    Ye  CK)dB,  it 
is  a  colour! 
Just  what  the  artiste  of  the 
"haUs"  prefers, 
Choo8in|[  her  hair— perhaps  a 
tnfle  duller. 
Darker  than  hers. 

Hers  is  that  lemon    ^hade, 
astounding,  glaring. 
This  is  a    browner    gold. 
That  hat  would  shock 
Ole  do'men's  nenres ;   I 
reduced  to  wearing 
My  billycock. 


am 


French  Originals  and 
English  Adaptation.— In  no 
instance  is  this  more  apparent 
than  in  a  certain  'Arry-like 


by  the  exposure  of  what  after  all  is  a  yery  natural— BhaU  I  say  fail-  I  expression,  with  the  yerb  **  played  "  before  it,  was  used  in  a  new 

ing?    But,  after  all,  one  has  a  dutjr  to.  the  public,  and  the  proposition  comedy  at  the Theatre,— well,  neyer  mind  the  name,  but  it  must 

of  law  which  I  want  to  make  good  is,  that  no  jud^e  ought  to  ^eep  on  >  haye  bisen  a  Very  '*  Independent  Theatre." 
the  bench  for  longer  than,  say,  half  an  hour  at  a  time.    I  assume  that 


there  must  be  sleep,  because  my  obsenration  leads  me  to  see  that  to 
look  for  any  other  condition  of  affairs  is  hopeless. 

There  are  wideawake  Judges,  of  course ;  just  as  there  are  white 
blackbirds,  llie  general  position  is,  howeyer,  clear.  The  right  of 
a  Judge  to  pleep  on  the  Bench  is  regarded  as  an  inalienable  privilege, 
to  take  adyantage  of  which  is  cot  only  natural  but  meritorious.  If 
you  go  into  Court— especially  in  the  afternoon— it 's  pretty  well  an 
eyen  chance  that  you  will  find  his  Lordship— well,  not  awake. 

I  notice  that  a  discussion  has  lately  taken  place  as  to  the  best 
method  of  waking  Judges  under  these  circumstances.  The  best 
method  would  aopear  to  be  a  yiolent  forensic  fight  between  counsel 
—a  **  put  lip  job,"  designed  to  arouse  the  Court.  1  know  another 
eoually  good— to  stop  the  case  absolutely.  I  well  remember  the 
effect  of  this  on  one  occasion.  The  Judge  had  slept  heayily.  Slowly 
he  woke,  to  find  that  the  witness  had  been  accommodated  with  a 
seat,  and  that  the  learned  "silks"  and  "stuffs"  were  busily  engaged 
conferring  with  their  clients  in  other  cases.    *"     '   '  ^   • 


ESSENCE   OF   PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED  FROM  THE  DIARY  OF  TOBY,  M.P. 


S*ni9e  of  CommonB,  Monday.  April  2.~  Some  uneasiness  in 
official  quarters  an  to  what  course  The  Macoregob  might  take.  On 
eve  of  adjournment  for  Easter  Holidays  he  formally  and  publicly  in- 
timated to  Leader  of  House  that,  certain  of  his  injunctions  ana  re- 
commendations having  been  slignted,  he  **  would  not  be  responsible 
for  peace  in  the  Highlands."  The  fact  that  the  Squibe  sits  for 
Derby  makes  him  peculiarly  susceptible.  *'  Historicus,"  of  all  men, 
not  likely  to  forget  how,  in  similar  crisis,  the  Highlauders  swept 
through  the  dales  and  beleaflnered  Derby.  Reports  from  secret 
police,  who,  in  yarions  guises,  haye  followed  The  Macobegob  since 
he  sounded  his  pibroch,  state  that  he  spent  Sunday  with  his 
WW  ,  f<K>t  on  his  natiye  Heath  (Hampstead).  Asked  his  name  he  curtly 
The  Judge  saw  what  responded  *'  Macobboob." 


hadhappened,  and,  with  imperturbable  grayity,  said,  **  I  think  we'll  This  undoubtedly  looks  bad;  but  there  is  eyer  disposition  to 
take  the  adjournment  now."  But  it  was  noticed  that  the  incident  exaggerate  in  times  of  oommotioiL  Whether  The  Macobegob, 
robbed  his  Lordship  of  his  sleep  for  weeks  afterwards.  I  taking  note  of  the  aotiyity  of  the  police,  has  postponed  warlike 

There  I  leaye  the  matter.    I  only  wish  to  add  that,  when  I  am  ele-   demonstration,  or  whether  tne  whole  scare  is  due  to  guilty  conscience 
yated  to  the  Bench,  I  f ull.y  intend  to  carry  out  the  best  traditions  acting  upon  ima^atiye  disposition  is  question  differently  yiewed. 


associated  with  the  ermine— by  sleeping. 
102,  Temple  Gardens,  £.C. 


Yours  faithfully, 
L.  Ebned  Counsel. 


Reoictde  awd  BiCTCxnro.— On  Thursday  in  last  week  the  King  of 

the  Belgiaks,  while  riding  on  a  bicycle,  was  shot off  into 

a  rhododendron  bush.       

^  Tkk(n)a»t.Btoht.— The  new  M.P.  for  Berwickshire  (not  to  men- 
tion the  oQtanng  Mrs.  AsiQulTH). 


What  is  certain  is,  that  The  Maogbegob  to-day  presented  himself  in 
the  ordinary  modest  dress  with  which  he  used  to  lend  an  air  of 
respectability  to  Penrith,  what  time  he  was  Medical  Officer  and 
Public  Vaccinator  for  the  district.  This  again  may  be  a  ruse 
designed  to  throw  the  Squibb  off  his  guard,  and  circumyent  the 
police.    Whilst  appearances  are  satisfactory  it  would  not  be  wise  to 

I  lorget  that  The  Macgbs60B*8  words  remain  on  recoid  unrecalled. 
The  House  of  Commons  and  a  recklees  Ministry  haye  been  told  that  in 

I  continuance  of  certain  eircomstancet  he  (The  Macj&bzgdb)  will  not 

!  be  responsible  for  peace  in  the  Highlands. 
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A  sense  of  something  darkly  impNBndmg  from  the  back  bench 
where  Tqe  MACOBEOQjt  9it9,  Jookiner  wiser  than  mortal  man  ever  was, 
cast  a  gloom  over  what  should  have  been  genial  debate.  Treyeltak 
moved  resolution  remitting  Scotch  business  to  Grand  Committee  of 
Scotch  Members,  with  fifteen  hapless  foreigners  thrown  in  with 
prospect  of  a  session's  serious  enjoyment.  With  aU  the  skill  of  a 
master  of  literary  art  Tbetelyan  drew  picture  of  halcyon  times  in 
Grand  Committee  room.  Orators  Scotch;  audience  Sdotcui ;  seventy- 
two  Scotchmen  a]l  told,  with  fifteen  feeble  Southrons  ill  wuh  haggis. 
No  passage  in  the  most  delightful  of  modem  biographies  more 
finished  or  more  effective. 

•*Mon!"  said  Donald  Macpaelane,  furtively  wiping  away  a 
tear  with  dexterous  fiing  of  the  last  half  yard  of  his  beurd,  **it's 
deWci)U!«.  It  pr3mises  the  fullest  possible  realisation  of  Paradise 
Regained." 

The  effect,  though  swift  and  marked,  was  but  momentary. 
Prtkce  Abtbur,  sti  red  to  the  depths,  flashed  forth  a  brilliant 
replv.  Then  Scotch  M-tubers  took  the  floor,  and  the  rest  went  forth 
on  the  Terrace  or  in  the  Tea-room  to  think  over  \>hat  they  might 
possibly  be  going  to  say. 

Business  dme. — Tkevelyan  sketches  a  Parliamentary  Elysium. 

Ji/c»</riy.— Ai.HEKT  UoLLiT  is  the  gentleman  whom  a  Conserva- 
tive, angertd  at  f^orne  evidence  of  inde- 
pendence, hit  off  in  a  phrase  that  hngelv 
delighted  the  party.  **The  proposal," 
he  said,  alluding  to  a  motion  before  the 
House^  **  receives  the  support  of  gentle- 
men sitting  on  this  side  of  the  House; 
it  is  approved  by  gentlemen  who  sit  on 
the  other  side;  and  it  is  accepted  by 
the  Member  for  South  Islington,  who 
endeavours  to  sit  on  both  sides  of  the 
House." 

That,  meant  as  a  sneer,  was  really 
tribute  to  judicial  mind,  and  freedom 
from  party  servility.  Rollit  delivered 
admirable  speech  to-night  in  support  of 
Motion  for  Select  Committee  to  inquire 
whether  anything  ean  be  done  to  im- 
prove procedure  of  House.  Dilke, 
another  model  of  the  judicial  mind, 
supported  him.  Grakdolph,  strangely 
angered  at  suggestion,  replied  with  great 
vigour  to  speeches  which  Rollit  and 
DnjLE  from  time  to  time  insisted  they 
had  not  made.  Geandolph  knew  better, 
and  pounded  away.  Whilst  objecting  to 
taking  this  particular  step  towajrds  alter- 
ing Parliamentaij  procedure,  he  intro- 
duced an  innovation  of  his  own.  Instead 
of  referring  to  mover  of  Motion  as  **  the 
Hon.  Member  for  South  Islington,"  he 
lightly  alluded  to  him  as  **  Rollit." 
House  almost  convulsed  with  horror.  You  may,  within  certain 
bouuds,  say  almost  anything  about  a  man  in  the  Commons,  but  you 
must  not  mention  his  name. 

Some  time  before  House  got  over  the  shock.  The  consequent 
paralysis,  though  temporary,  had  probably  something  to  do  with 
what  followed.  The  Squire  intended  to  take  part  in  debate  and 
state  views  and  intentions  of  Government.  When  Speaker  went 
out  for  his  chop,  Squire  followed,  in  search  of  modest  refection  to 
support  him  in  forthcoming  effort.  In  his  absence  Cap' en  Tommy 
Bowles,  overcominghabitualmodesty,  and  reluctantly  coming  tofront, 
undertook  to  keep  the  thing  going.  He  decided  against  the  motion. 
Rules  of  the  House  which  had  served  for  his  forefathers— going  back 
if  not  to  spacious  times  of  Elizabeth,  at  least  to  the  Commonwealth 
—would  do  for  him.  Having  nobly  sacrificed  himself  in  the  dinner- 
hour,  the  Cap' en's  audience,  though  fit,  was  few.  Not  to  put  too 
fine  a  point  upon  it,  there  were,  including  the  Speaker,  eleven.  So 
remarkable  was  the  effect  of  the  Cap'en's  eloquence,  that  when  he 
sat  down  it  was  felt  there  was  nothing  more  to  be  said.  The  Speaker 
put  the  question ;  bells  clanged  through  all  the  corridors ;  Members 
trooped  m  amazed  to  find  debate  that  had  promised  to  go  on  till 
midnight,  concluded.  With  them,  torn  away  abruptly  from  his 
hasty  meal,  came  the  Squire,  **his  mouth  full  of  cabbage  and  con- 
tradiction," as  the  Cap'ex  profanely  whispered  in  the  ear  of  the 
abashed  Bartley.  Nothing  to  be  done  but  to  vote.  Members, 
angry  at  being  disturbed  at  their  dinner,  voted  in  a  mass  against  the 
proposaL  Business  done,—  Committee  on  Procedure  refus^  by  136 
votes  against  41. 

Thursdau.—Rcuse  set  itself  to-night  to  illustrate  practice  of  How 
Not  to  Do  It— It  being  business.  Attempt  a  brilliant  and  ei^courag- 
ing  suooess.  Accident  helped,  but  should  not  be  permitted  to 
detract  from  eredit  of  manaff ert  of  performance.  Nearly  three  hours 
occupied  in  diaoussion  of  ftivate  Bill.    This  poasibiHty  one  of  the 


'  Bobbie  "  smiles. 


choicest  surprises  of  Parliamentary  procedure.  A  Member  having  in 
charge  a  piece  of  legislation  more  or  less  closely  affecting  welfare  and 
prosperity  of  Emi>ire,  must  take  his  chance  at  the  ballot  Mav  or 
mav  not  find  opening  early  or  late  in  Session*  But  if  his  Bill  aeals 
with  strictly  private  and  commercial  matters,  the  affairs  of  a  water 
company,  a  railway  company  or  the  like,  then  he  may  name  any  day 
he  pleases,  and  as  soon  as  House  has  fortified  itself  with  prayer  the 
private  Member  takes  possession  of  the  place  and  holds  it  till  his 
affairs  and  those  of  his  comnany  are  settled. 

To-night's  sitting  solemnly  eet  apart  for  resumed  debate  on  Scotch 
Grand  Committee.  Urgent 
Whips  out  clamouring  for 
attendance.  Over  five  hun- 
dred Members  in  their  places, 
having  set  aside  all  other 
engagements  in  response  to 
Whip.  Twelve  o'clock  Rule 
E>UHpeDded  as  final  precau- 
tion against  opportunity 
slipping  bjr.  On  ordinary 
days  questions  over  by  four 
o'dodc;  debate  on  Scotch 
Committee  would  have  been 
thereupon  resumed,  and 
after  eight  hours  further 
talk  no  one  could  have  ob- 
jected to  division.  But  a 
Sriyate  Water  Company, 
esirous^  of  extending  its 
commercial  undertaking, 
selects  to-day  for  bringing 
on  Second  Heading  of  its 
Bill.  There  is  no  appeaL 
Imperial  business  takes  a 
back  seat;  the  Ministerial 
programme  is  peremptorily 
set  aside ;  and  through  three 
hours  of  fr^hest  portion  of 
the   sitting  the 'tap    of  the 

East  London  Water tk)mpany  ^  f,^        ^j,^  xips  in  -  Whippine" 
serenely   fiows,    submerging  the  Master  oYthe  Buckbo^ct. 

aU  pro85)ect  of  making  pro-  (Sketch  in  Lobby, \ 

gresa  with  pubhc  business. 

**And  yet,"  said  Lord  Justioe  O'Brien,  surveying  scene  from 
Distinguished  Strangers'  Gallery  (Peter  was  pack^  in  amongst 
layers  of  Parliamentiuy  agents),  ^'  they  say  the  £nglish  are  a  nation 
of  shopkeepers  I  Why  there  isn*t  a  dealer  in  small  wares  who  could 
keep  his  establishment  going  for  a  year  on  these  principles." 

Business  done, — None.  Alarums,  excursions  into  the  Division 
Lobby;  hot  words  across  tiie  table  between  Leaders.  Georois 
ELavilton,  temporarily  abandoning  the  habit  diligently  ^ursfued  of 
tearing  up  bits  of  paper,  suddenly  rose,  mov^  Adjournment, 
and  tore  to  tatters  last  hope  of  doing  any  business.  Campbsii.- 
BAmfERMAK,  most  immoveable  of  men,  hotly  retorted.  JoHir 
MoRLEY,  almost  inarticidate  with  wraA,   denounoed  proceeding 


Ironi 


as  *•  greatest  outrage  ever  witnessed  on  usages  and  proprieties  of 
debate."  **  Sir  "  said  Arthur  B.alfotjr,  smihng  with  awuily  sweet- 
— -  •  ••  ♦*•-  "'-ht  hon.  gentleman's  indignation  is  entirely  thrown 


ness;  "the  rig:] 

away  on  this  side  of  the^ble." 


you."    "  You  had  better  blush  a  little  for  yourself  while  you  art 
about  it,"  said  Mrs.  Prio. 

Friday  nfV/^^.— Having  done  no  business  yesterday.  House  made 
up  for  it  to-night  by  getting  itself  counted  out  at  a  quarter-past 
eight.    Business  (/o/ig.— None. 

In  Memoriam  Loben. 
Poor  Lobkwoula's  dead  I    No  fear 

Of  captive  fate  now  tracks  him ; 
'Tis  vain  to  point  a  moral  here. 

When  others  point  a  Maxim ! 

**  The  Bar  Association."— By  a  large  majonty,  at  a  very  full 
meeting,  on  Saturday  last,  it  was  decided  that,  in  view  of  the  expected 
exceptionally  hot  summer,  theChancerv  Bar,  the  Parliamentary  Bar, 
the  Common  Law  Bar,  and  the  Criminal  Bar,  should  all  be  assimilated 
in  practice  to  the  American  Bar,  where  iced  drinks  are  always  itady. 
Sir  Charles  Rtjssell,  as  President,  undertook  to  ascertain  the  best 
receipt  for  an  Eye-Opener.  The  proceedings,  which  were  of  a  Bome- 
what  dry  character,  were  brought  to  a  pleasant^  finish  by  the  entranoe 
of  Conveyancers  with  draughts.  Several  eminent  Q,ueen*a  Counsel 
had  brought  their  own  "  refreAer^'^g^  byXjOOglC 
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CAST  BE  BETTEB  THAH  BEST. 

Mr.  J.  L.  Toole  is,  as  he  always  is,  yery 
dioll,  cela  ra  sans  dire,  and  seeing  that  a  certain 
Mr.  Price  PuUlow,  Chairman  of  the  Oreat 
Southern  Railway,  appears  as  Mr.  Tools  in  Mr. 
Ralph  Litmlet's  comio  plav  of  The  Best  Man, 
it  is  only  good  logic  to  say  that  Mr.  Price  Putt- 
low  aforesaid  is  as  droll  as  Mr.  J.  L.  Toole. 
The  plot  is  not  ill-contrived,  though  the  author 
has  scarcely  used  his  own  materials  to  the  host 

Sossible  advantage.  As  to  the  dialoffue,  it  is 
ecidedly  not  bnlliant.  One  or  two  little  bits, 
which  are  calculated  to  make  the  judicious 
grieve,  ought  to  be  operated  upon  by  the  excise 
officer  at  once.  If  I  rememW  nghtly  they 
occur  in  the  part  of  Mr.  Minch,  which  is  capi- 
tally played  by  Mr.  Gsokoe  Sheltok.  Granted 
Mr.  TooLE  as  the  Best  Man  then  is  Miss 
Beatrice  Lake  the  Best  Woman  in  a  part 
which  certainly  suggests  Mrs.  John  Wood's 
peculiarities  at  every  turn  of  it ;  but  Miss  Laxb 
IS  quite  equal  to  the  occasion.  Miss  Eliza 
Johnstone  squeezes  the  regulation  **  chamber- 
maid "  and  gets  out  of  it  all  that  was  put  into  it. 
Miss  Alice  Eingslet  and  Miss  Fordyce  do  all 
that  can  be  done  with  two  girls  not  strongly 
individualised,  and  Miss  Cora  Poole  makes  a 
decided  hit  as  a  young  lady  who«  through  a 
considerable  portion  of  the  play,  has  lost  her 
voice.  Her  pantomime  miehthave  been  stronger, 
and  the  scenes  in  which  this  new  edition  of  the 
**  Dumb  Belle  "  appears  might  have  been  comic- 
ally developed  with  benefit  to  the  piece.  Mr. 
Billington  in  Brown  Boots,— Brown-booted 
BiLUNGTON, — ^is  a  fine  specimen  of  the  theatri- 
cal middle-aged,  jovial,  fiery,  country-loving 
Baronet,  a  variation  of  the  genus  **  peppery 
Colonel ''  character  of  old  farce  and  venerable 
comedy.  Mr.  Lowne  is  a  gentlemanly  and  un- 
obtrusive portrait-painter,  ^*  taking  things  very 
easel-ly "  (as  Mr.  Toole,  for  a  wonder,  does  not 
say),  and  Mr.  Coventry  gives  capitally  a  bit  of 
novel  character  as  an  untidy  youth  much  in 
love.  It  is  not  a  piece  with  ^reat  opportunities,  but  it  will  serve  till 
Mr.  J.  L.  Toole  gets  something  better.  The  B  nr  the  Box. 


Toole  in  seTeral  Pieces, 


Suggestion  for  New  Registration  Bill.—^^AU  Polls  on  one 
Day."    Mark  it  in  the  Calendar  as  "  AU  Poll^  Bay.'' 


MORE  PLEASANT  TNAN  WELCOME. 

Dear  Mr.  Punch,— I  know  the  British  Farmer 
has  a  reputation  for  always  grumbling.  But  for 
all  that  at  last  he  has  a  real  grievance.  Nothing 
can  be  more  intolerable  than  the  present  weather. 
The  sun  is  shining  brightly,  the  birds  are  singing 
their  loudest,  and  the  trees  are  covered  with 
foliage.  Notning  could  be  more  unsatisfactory. 
How  are  we  to  live  if  this  sort  of  thing  ^oes 
onP^  It  was  bad  enough  last  year,  but  it  is 
worse  this. 

And  yet  when  we  are  all  asking  for  water  there 
are  certain  misguided  persons  who  go  about  exult- 
ing in  what  they  call  ^*  this  delightful  weather." 
Delightful  indeed !  When  we  shall  have  no  grass, 
no  com ,  no  fruit, "  no  nothing. ' '  And  here  allow  me 
to  apolc^se  for  relaosinff  into  the  old-fashioned 
expressionit  of  my  half -educated  father ;  but  these 
dreadful  times  are  enough  to  make  one  forget 
everything— even  the  style  one  acquired  at  a 
public  school,  with  a  university  to  follow.  And 
this  very  traminff  has  proved  a  curse  rather  than 
a  blessinff .  In  tiie  olaen  davs  my  father  never 
troubled  himself  about  the  why  or  the  wherefore. 
H  things  were  *'  uncommon  bad,"  he  expressed 
the  sentiment  in  homely  common-place.  Me  did 
not  trouble  to  polish  his  diction,  and  round  off 
his  sentences.  He  knew  nothing  about  chemistry, 
and  merely  uttered  a  bucolic  exclamation  when 
anyone  xderred  to  scientific  cultivation.  He 
was  better  off  than  I  am.  Unfortunately  I  can 
i^redate  cause  and  effect^  and  consequentlv 
regard  the  present  disgusting  sunshme  with 
loathing,  and  the  monotonous  song  of  birds  with 
a  scowl  that  would  not  be  unbecoming  on  the 
burnt-corked  face  of  a  transpontine  theatrical 
villain. 

But  why  am  I  writing  to  you  P  Why,  indeed  ? 
It  is  in  uie  feeble  hope  that  the  thoughtless 
and  the  frivolous  who  read  these  lines  may 
remember  that  a  smile  in  the  presence  of  a 
farmer  swearing  at  the  sunshine  is  a  cruelty, 
and  a  word  >o$  praise  about  the  "delicious 
weather"  a  deadly  insult.    Yours  truly, 

Gtles  de  Grogotns. 

P.S.^My  solitary  satisfaction  lies  in  the  thought  that  the  weather 
in  this  wondefful  country  is  so  ohuigeable,  that  by  the  time  these 
lines  appear  m  iirint  it  may  be  snowing. 


SPRINGITHOUGHTS. 

(At  ihe  Sign  of  the  "  THU  'UnJ') 

There  is  the  pond  that  was  frozen ; 

It  is  not  frozen  now ! 
Ajid  a  nesting  bird  has  chosen 

To  build  on  the  bare,  black  bough. 
The  wintry  bough  that  was  black  and  bare 
Before  the  leafage  of  Spring  was  there. 

There  is  the  roadway  miry 

Where  rainy  puddles  lay 
What  time  the  cab-horse  fiery 

Splashed  all  my  best  array ; 
But  the  pools  are  cby,  and  the  mire  is  dost, 
And  the  norse  is  with  the  saints  I  trust. 

And  there  is  an  army  of  sweepers 

Sweeping  the  ground  so  dry, 
And  the  ways  are  filled  with  weepers 

As  the  pillars  of  dust  go  by. 
And  each  man  speereth  as  best  he  can 
For  the  mystical  hydrostatic  van. 

Above  are  the  dark  clouds  mooring, 

Laden  with  goodly  rain, 
And  it  seems  that  their  freight  down-pouring 

Never  can  cease  again. 
And  what  is  that  rumble,  heavy  and  slow  P 
Is  it  the  foot  of  the  thunder  P    No! 
For  the  rain  is  tiring,  in  April's  way.    fplay. 
And  the  sparrows  flock  down  to  sjuasEi  and 
Forth  of  its  prison,  like  hog  long  dried, 
By  water  at  length  revivified. 
Shamed  by  the  shower  to  play  its  part 
Comes  the  long-lingering  water-cart ! 


LOSING  HIS  TRAIN. 


Danobrovs 


A  Danobrovs  Precbdbnt.  —  Mr.  Gbouob 
Brown  (Spetker's  Train-bearer)  quits  the  train 
while  It  is  still  in  motion ! 

The  British  Constitution  ? 
A  better's  hard  to  find; 


Yes, 


But  is  there  really  such  a  thing 
When  /have  just  resigned P 

The  House,  its  Speaker  gone,  would  sink 

In  ruin  irretrievable ; 
And,  docked  of  train,  a  Speaker  seems 

Aoeing  inconceivable. 

^  I  'm  the  invot  of  the  State, 

Its  Atlas,  if  you  will ; 
And  all  is  Anarchy  till  they 

My  vacant  office  fill. 

For  thirty  years  I  've  duly  dogged 

A  Speaker  to  his  chair ; 
Thou^  all  that  time  I  've  borne  the  train. 

The  strain  I  cannot  bear. 

The  woes  of  Members,  when  compared 
With  mine,  are  faint  and  frail ; 

They  only  catch  the  SpNeaker's  eye, 
I  had  to  catch  his  tail ! 

My  first  was  Speaker  Denison, 

liy  second  Speaker  Brand  ; 
And  Mister  Peel  *s  the  last— not  least— 

Of  my  presiding  band. 

From  mom  to  midnight  were  my  hours — 
(The  dockyard  hands  get  eight) ; 

Oft  in  my  clothes  I  *ve  had  to  sleep— 
(A  fact  I  blush  to  state). 

Yet  still,  in  dreamland,  I  shall  hear 

The  legislative  drone, 
And  spectral  robes  for  ever  bear 

Toward  a  phantom  throne.  %q  I  p 
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"FINDING  SALVATION." 

[In  riew  of  the  approaching  celebration  of  his  ''  Jubilee,"  General  Booth 
of  the  Salvation  Anny  has  received  letters  of  warm  congratulation  and 
approval  from  Sir  William  Harcourt  and  Sir  Edward  Clarke,  Q.C. 
Tiie  former  said  the  Generars  work  was  **  noble  and  successful/*  the  latter 
declared  it  **  altogether  admirable.*'] 

Oh  I  Salvation  Wilhemina  has  donned  the  bonnet  bine, 
And  Halleli^'ah  Eddard  has  joined  Uie  scarlet  orew, 
And  there  is  loud  rejoicing  within  the  halls  of  Booth, 
About  the  tambonrioing  lass  and  drum-bedmbbing  yonth, 
For  these  have  **  found  salvation  "  upon  a  lanrer  plan, 
Than  gratified  the  worldly  wit  of  CAKPBEix-BAinrBBMAK. 

A  Camp-Belle  (on  a  biggish  scale)  is  WiLHEMnrA  now, 
And  Edda&o  as  a  Banner-man,  will  take  the  oake  I  tiow ; 
For  WiLHXMnrA  ever  had  a  ^e  flamboyant  style, 
And  Edda&o  hath  a  prim-set  mouth  and  true  post-office  smile. 
Oh,  hand  her  out  the  tambourine,  the  big  drum  strap  upon 
The  shoulders  wide  of  Edda&o.    Both  have  ** found  sal-va-ti-on !  ** 

There's  a  charm  for  WiLHEMurA  in  a  declamation  windy, 
And  Eddard  is  susceptible  to  the  song  of  (holy)  shindy. 
That  Puritanic  bonnet  fiU  the  lass's  lofty  ^*  forred," 
And  Hallelcnsli  Eddard  won't  denounce  red  shirts  as  horrid  I 
Hurroo !    The  nattiest  of  bhoys,  the  bounoingest  of  girh, 
Bethumps  the  biggest  of  big  arums,  the  tambourine  oetwirls. 

The  Jubilee  I    The  Jubilee!    'Tis  coming!    Sceptic  malice 
May  mock  that  hanniversar^  all  at  the  Crystial  Pallis ; 
But  '^J^^rtuous  WiLHKHiKA  IS  uo  wickcd  worldly  wag, 
And  'Oly  Eddard  loves  to  raise  this  species  of  red  flag ! 
Oh,  how  the  marshalled  mvriads  will  be  sublimely  stirred 
When  these  two  lead  the  Army  Band  upon  July  the  Third ! 

One  pictures  Wilhemika  as  she  lifts  her  voice  and  states 
How  nious  contributions  swell  these  Army  Estimates ! 
One  dreams  of  'Oly  Eddard,  as  with  neat  nutcracker  jaw. 
He  tottles  up  the  Profits,  and  likewise  lays  down  the  Law ! 
Sublime  !    And  the  Ridiculous  can  never  (can  it  P)  verge 
Thereon— in  scarlet  sweaters,  and  in  garments  of  olue  serge ! 

Oh,  Salvation  Welhsmika  !    Hallelujah  Eddard,  oh ! 

Great  is  the  histrionic  Booth,  mighty  are  Sound  and  Show ! 

Vociferous  vulgarity,  and  nuoibustio  noise. 

To  Hallelujah  Lasses  and  to  Go-to-Glory  Boys 
Are  not  confined.    No,  secular  seekers  after  fame  and  fun 
In  following  the  multitude  have  oft  "  found  sal-va-ti-on  !  " 


THE  ART  OF  EXPLANATION. 

{Extracts  from  the  *'  Leader  •wriUv's  Manual") 

Bte-El£ctton8  (for  Cokservattvk  Use). 

Whxk  tbe  Liberal  wins  by  a  decreased  majority,  this  is  a  Radical 
Reduction  which  shows  that  the  country  is  sick  oi  a  set  of  political 
poltroons,  who  only  are  enabled  to  keep  office  through  the  votes  cS.  a 
brigade  of  Irish  Factionists. 

Should  the  election  result  in  the  gain  of  a  seat  for  the  Conservative 
party,  multiply  the  above  by  ten,  interlard  with  peremptory  demands 
for  an  immediate  dissolution,  and  serve  in  leaded  type  and  authorita- 
tive paragraphs. 

If  the  Radical  improves  his  position,  the  election  was  clearly  mot 
fought  on  Home  Rule,  but  the  Newcastle  Programme  was  dangled 
before  the  eyes  of  a  deluded  Electorate,  who  nibbled  tbe  bait,  and  in 
swallowing  the  Newcastle  jam,  also  swallowed  the  Irish  pilL  This 
is  a  mixture  of  metaphors,  but  it  looks  vigorous. 

Bts-Electioks  (for  Liberal  Use). 

Any  Electoral  mishap  should  be  attributed  to  the  influence  of  the 
Church  and  the  Public  House,  about  which  some  choice  flowers  of 
speech  should  be  keot  in  stock — alliterative  for  clM>ice.  For  instance, 
Hiy  that  the  Liberal  Flowing  Tide  has  been  checked  by  the  Tory 
Flowing  Tied  House. 

Should  the  poll  be  favourable,  insist  strongly  that  the  jwesent 
Government  is  the  most  admirable  .and  most  enlightened  whidi  has 
ever  controlled  the  destinies  of  the  country.  Lay  special  stress  on  the 
fact  that  a  new  era  has  commenced.  Don't  be  deterred  from  saying 
this  by  the  fact  that  you  don't  know  what  the  old  era  was. 

It's  a  useful  thing  at  times  to  accuse  the  other  side  of  intimida- 
tion. When  you  are  challenged  to  give  instances,  say  that  the 
intimidatee  {ue.,  the  person  who  was  intimidated)  would  be  ruined  if 
you  gave  his  name.  It 's  not  magnificent  this,  even  if  it  is  war,  but 
it 's  quite  safe. 


WHAT  DOES   LITTLE    BIRDIE   SAY! 

Uncle  Charles,  "If  WE  could  ttnderstand  the  Lakguaob  of 
Birds,  Tommy,  we  should  understand  what  Dicky  's  saying 
sow" 

Tommy  {who 's  going  hack  to  School),  '  /  think  he  's  asking  for 
A  Tip,  Uncle  Charles  I  " 

Special  note.—Ji  it  comes  to  the  worst,  blame  the  out  voter.  '*  The 
legitimate  voice  of  the  residents  has  been  drowned  bv  the  imported 
votes  of  those  whose  only  right  to  vote  consists  in  this,  that  their 
names  are  on  the  voting  list."  A  carping  critic  might  call  this 
bathos.   But,  notwithstanding,  it 's  oftoi  capital  journalism. 


THE  COLOUR  OF  COLLERY'S  SUCCESSOR. 

["The  resignation  of  Mr.  Collrrt,  M.P.,  has  not  been  acted  uoon, 
becauM  neither  Uie  Dillon  nor  the  Healv  diyision  of  the  Anti-Pamellite 
party  can  agree  aa  to  the  complexion  of  the  candidate  who  ia  to  be  selected 
to  fill  the  vacant  tetLt.*'— Standard,] 

A  ST&AKGS  disagreement  to  stop  an  election ! 
They  can't  come  to  terms  on  a  Doint  of  complexion. 
If,  his  cheeks  being  sallow,  he  looks  like  an  ill  'un. 
Is  he  likely  to  please  or  displease  Mr.  Dillon  P 
Shsdl  his  colour  be  rich,  shall  his  colour  be  mealy, 
If  he  wants  to  find  favour  with  Timothy  Healy  Y 
Of  one  thinff  I  *m  certain,  whatever  his  hue. 
Being  kept  in  the  cold  he  is  bound  to  look  blue ; 
And,  when  Irish  meets  Irish,  and  whack  follows  whack. 
To  Uie  blue  will  be  added  a  touch  of  the  black. 
Yet  the  true  Irish  colour,  wherever  I  *ve  been 
(They  swear  by  and  wear  it),  was  always  the  green. 
Soon,  soon  may  there  come  of  the  strife  an  annuller 
To  settle  this  Colleric  quarrel  on  colour. 


**  Oraiwe-Peel."— Sir,  I  agree  with  the  writer  in  the  St.  James's 
Oatsette  last  Saturday,  and  I  beg  to  second  the  proposal  for  a  bill  to 
do  away  with  diuckiiig  orange-peel  on  the  pavement.  I  'd  hi  for 
Qtceptuig  Ireland  from  the  Act,  and  let  there  be  as  much  orange- 
peel  chucked  about  there  as  will  upset  the  Ribbon-Nationalists. 
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AN    "UP-TO-DATE"    BALLET. 

{As  it  impressed  an  UnsophisticaUd  Spedalar.) 
When  a  friend  of  mine,  who  is  intimately  oonneoted  witli  tliis 


periodical,  heard  that  I  was  comingr  up  to  town,  he  urged  me  to  send 
nim  an  account  of  anything  I  might  see  at  places  of  popular  enter- 
tainment which  appeared  to  me  worthy  of  record.     Why,  I  cannot 
think — ^for  I  am  a  quiet  county  person,  and  have  led  hitherto  hut  a 
studious  and  secluded  life,    fiut  when  I  raised  this  ohjection,  he 
replied  that  there  would  he  a  value  in  the  impressions  of  anyone  who 
came  to  a  performance  with  what  he  descrihed  as  **  a  fresh  eye."    I 
think  1  may  claim  that  hoth  my  eves  are  tolerahly^  fresh,  and  so  I 
promised  to  let  him  have  the  heneht  of  my  ohserrations  whenever  an 
opportunity  presented  itself.    It  presented  itself  the  other  evening, 
i   nad  heen  dining  with  a  very  dear  old  friend  of  mine.  .  .  . 
{Description  of  friend  and  dinner  otnitted  for  want  of  s^ace, — ^Ed.) 
and  lat^in  the  evening,  he  proposed  that  we  should  drop  lato  a  place 
of  amusement  known  as  the  *  ^Empire,*'  and 
see  the  ''  Up-to-Date  Ballet"  there.    I  was 
greatly  struck  on  entering  hy  the  interior. 
.  •  .  {Description  omitted  as  superfluous, — 
Ep.)    We  found  ourselves  just  in  time  to 
witness  a  species  of  optical  illusion  called 
**  living  Pictures,"  which  were  indeed  mar- 
vellously deceptive,  some  of  the  figures  heing 
so  exquisitely  painted  that  it  was  difficult  to 
heUeve  that  they  were  not  veritable  flesh  and 
blood.    I  could  almost  have  sworn  I  saw  one 
or  two  of  them  move.   My  companion— think- 
ing, 1  fear,  to  take  advantage  of  my  inex- 
perience—endeavoured to  persuade  me  that 
they  were  actually  alive  but,  Provincial  as  I 
am,  I  was  rather  too  old  a  bird  to  be  caught 
like  that.    Then  there  was  some  juggling  by 
a  gentleman  called  CmQUKVALLi.    I  took  a 
great  fancy  to  him— he  was  so  modest  and 
unpretending.     He   seemed  surprised   and 
almost  apologetic  when  his  feats  succeeded, 
which  they  almost  invariably  did,  as  if  he 
couldn't  account  for  it^  and  nad  really  had 
very  little  to  do  with  it  personally.    But  I 
did    not    like    his   attendant.     He   was   a 
saturnine  young  man  with  a  baleful  eye,  and 
it  was  easy  to  perceive  that  he  had  no  belief 
in  his  employer,  and  expected  each  trick  to 
fail,  being  malignantly  disappointed  when  it 
didn't.    I  think  he  had  discovered  that  they 
were  accomplished  by  using  specially  con- 
structed implements,  and  that  lir.  Cn^auB- 
VALLI  was  obliged  to  bear  with  him  for  fear 
he  should  suddenly  turn  round  and  expose 
him.    If  I  were  a  juggler  myself,  I  should 
insist  upon  my  attendant  preserving  at  least 
an  outward  respect  for  me  in  public.    I  fear 
Mr.  CiNQiTEVALLi  is  uot  quite  flnn  enough 
with  him. 

But  the  crown  of  the  entertainment  was  of 
course  the  Ballet,  which  was  called— I  don't 
know  why—"  The  Girl  I  Left  Behind  Me.*' 
It  began  at  Epsom  on  the  Raoe-oourse,  and 
young  Harry  Overdale,  a  nice  curly-headed, 
smooth-faced  boy,  in  a  grey  frock-coat  ana 
hat,  who  looked  much  too  young  and  innocent  to  frequent  such 
places,  came  in  and  explained  by  signs  to  the  crowd  of  sportsmen, 
bookmakers,  gipsies,  and  acrobats,  that  he  had  been  betting,  and 
lost  all  his  money,  which  seemed  to  interest  but  not  astonish  them. 
They  were  still  more  interested  when  the  villain,  Gentleman  Jack, 
aime  in,  and  taunted  him  with  his  ruin.    The  ^ain  was  plump : 
he  had  a  high   complexion,  and  a  good  deal  of  bade  hair ;  ne 
wore  a  straw  billycock  hat,  a  cocoa-coloured  suit,  and  chocolate 
nding-boots,  and  he  carried   a  hunting-crop,    whir    ' 
Harry  triumphantly,  together  with  a  slip  3  blue  paper.    Then 
Mary  Mayrose,  **  in  love  with  Harry,''  entered  with  her  father, 
Cotenel  Mayrose,  a  stem,  elderly  mihtarv  man,  who  forbade  him— 
pubhcly,  80  that  there  should  be  no  mistake  about  it— to  have  any 
further  communication  with  his  daughter,  and  took  her  reluctantly 
from  her  lover's  arms.    I  have  never  been  to  the  Derby  myself,  but 
I  can  readily  believe  that  domestic  scenes  of  this  sort  are  not  un- 
usj^  between  the  races.    After  that,  Harry  and  Gentleman  Jack 
both  h^  their  fortunes  told  by  the  gipsies,  and  Harry  went  home, 
resolved  on  suicide.     We  next  saw  him  in  his  ehambm,  which 
se^ed  to  be  mosUy  mantelpiece,  preparing  to  Uow  his  brains  out 
with  a  pistol,  but,  on  reflection,  deciding  to  deep  over  it    So  he 
went  to  sleep  on  the  floor,  and  had  a  singular  dream.    He  dreamed 
le  was  in  a  lurid  kind  of  cavem,  wit^demons  and  fiends  perched 


about  the  walls,  and  a  roof  composed  entirely  of  pla3ring-cards.   The 
Spirit  of  Gambling  introduced  nim  to  a  lady  on  a  couch,  and  then 

Sior  Harry  became  so  hopelessly  involved  in  a  ballet  of  Clubs, 
earts.  Spades,  and  Diamonds,  and  was  beginning  to  feel  so  awk- 
ward and  in  the  way,  that  the  Demon  of  Vices  was  compelled  to 
come  in  and  extricate  him.  Next  he  was  tempted  by  a  lady  who 
pranced  all  round  him  in  very  short  crimson  skirts,  conduct  which, 
at  first,  only  shocked  and  distressed  him— and  very  properly  too— 
but,  gradually,  he  found  himself  observing  her  feet  with  interest, 
and  admiring  her  ability  more  and  more— until  he  was  actually  on 
the  point  of  embracing  "her !  Fortunately  the  Genius  of  Honofir 
and  Courage  appeared  just  when  all  seemed  lost,  and  directed  his 
attention  to  Mary  Mayrose^  standing  on  a  rock  at  the  back.  So  he 
woKC,  with  the  fixed  determination  to  go  and  enlist  for  a  soldier,  and 
his  stout  and  faithful  servant,  on  being  informed  of  his  intention, 
shook  fa^  by  the  hand,  and  in^sted  on  enlisting  too. 

So  they  were  both  enlisted  by  a  recruiting  serp:eant  in  front  of  the 
Horse  Guards,  and  thero  was  a  painful  interview  between  Harry 
and  his  mother,  a  melancholy  lady  in  grey — 
the  family  colour^— who  intimated  oy  a  sort  of 
stately  springiness  in  her  action,  that  he  had 
brdi^en  herheart  After  this,  the  proceed- 
ings wero  enlivened  by  the  entrance  of  Mies 
mayrose's  maid,  NeUie,  a  very  comely  youn^ 
woman  in  a  muslin  cap,  a  pink  frock,  ana 
black  silk  stockings— which  last  I  cannot 
help  mentioning  because  they  wero  somewhat 
forced  upon  our  notice  in  the  course  of  an 
eccentric  dance  whidi  she  executed  in  the 
presence  of  a  crowd,  and  with  a  disregard  of 
appearances  which  I  confess  surprised  me. 
1  cannot  think  that  a  young  lady  with  Miss 
Mayrose's  evident  sense  of  propriety  would 
have  approved  of  her  maid's  oancing  wild 
breakdowns  in  broad  daylight  in  so  public  a 
thoroughfaro  as  Whitehall.  I  would  rather 
believe  that  such  an  incident  is  exceptional^ 
but  I  intend  to  go  and  have  a  look  at  the 
Horse  Guards  myself  some  mommg  and  see 
what  reaUy  goes  on  there. 

Next  we  were  shown  a  quay,  with  a  troop- 
ship reeAy  to  start  for  Burmah.     Gentleman 
Jack  appeared  in  blue  serge  and  a  white 
yachting  cap,  swelling  with  suooeBsful  vil- 
lainy, tnough  I  failed  to  discover  exactly 
what  he  had  been  about.    But-;  like  all  real 
villains— he  had  a  soft  spot  in  his  heart,  and 
he  could  not  restrain  himself  from  pulling 
out  a  large  brass  locket  containing  a  likeness 
of  Miss  Mavrose,  and  nizing  at  and  kissing 
it  passionately.    Then  Harry  came  on  in  his 
new  uniform  with  his  mother  and  sweetheart. 
He  had  joined  a  Highland  regiment,  which, 
by  an  odd  coincidence,  was  going  out  to 
Burmah  under  the  command  of  Colonel  May^ 
rose.    The  villain  tried  to  prevent  him  Sy 
showing  the  Colonel  another  slip  of  blue 
paper,  which  had  just  been  brought  in  by  a 
miessenger  boy— but  his  cunning  plot  failed, 
as  the  Colonel  seemed  unable  to  seize  the 
drift  of  the  paper,  which  he  pooh-poohed 
altogether.     Presently    Harry's    regiment 
marehed  in  with  flying  colours,  and  turned  out 
to  be  a  set  of  as  nice-looking  young  ladies  as  I  ever  remember  to  have 
beheld,    /should  have  expected  that  poor  Mrs,  Overdale  and  Miss 
Maurose  would  both  have  oeen  pleased  to  know  that  their  boy  was 
drafted  into  sueh  a  nice  regiment,  but  it  did  not  seem  to  console 
them  in  tiie  least.     Perhaps  they  thought  that— considering  the 
vicissitudes  of  Indiian  warfare— he  would  be  safer  in  action  with 
more  masculine  comrades — ^but  the  young  women  (who,  I  daresay, 
were  **  Daughtera  in  Revolt")  drilled  to  absolute  perfection,  and  did 
which  he  showed  !  not  seem  paracularly  terrified  by  their  own  fire-arms. 
Li  r.«  y^^  ^^j^  ^^^  taken  to  an  encampment  by  moonlight ;  XeUie,  the 

lady's  maid,  had  found  her  way  to  Burmah  in  the  guise  of  a 
Hospital  Sirter,  and  danced— though  with  greater  restraint,  as 
became  her  new  calling — ^in  front  of  the  Officers'  tent.  There  was  a 
night  attack  by  three  black  men  in  turbans,  and  young  Harrp 
saved  the  regimental  oolours  and  his  Colonel's  life,  for  which  his 
Oommanding  Officer,  much  to  his  surprise  and  confusion,  insisted  on 
■Kalniip  hai&  with  nim.  But  Gentleman  Jack  turned  up  in  white 
linen,  in  pursuit  of  Mary  Mayrose,  who,  it  appeared,  had  not  beat 
left  behind  after  all — (there  wasn't  any  girl  that  I  could  find  who 
had  been— except  the  soldiers) — and  was  acting  as  an  ambulance 
nurse.  He  forgot  l>*iMfttf  so  fkr  as  to  selEe  her^  lay  his  hand  on  her 
mouth,  and  attempt  to  abdnot  her  by  foroe^  lust  outside  the  very 
tent  to  which  the  old  Cobnel  had  re&ed  with  his  arm  in  a  sling — 


**  A  Gentleman  called  Cinqueralli." 
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which  was  rash  to  the  verge  of  indiscretion,  for  of  oourse  the  gallant 
officer  came  out  directly  and  caught  him  in  the  act!  After  that 
Colonel  Mat/rose  could  no  longer  maintain  his  ohjection  to  Harry  as 
a  son-in-law,  and  he  and  Mary  were  united,  and  Gentleman  Jack^ 
stroking  his  wrists  and  pointing  to  the  ground^  to  express  repent- 
ance, retired  in  discomfiture.  Then  the  vanquished  Burmese  got 
up  a  magnificent  fete  in  celebration  of  HapryU  gallantry,  and 
danced  nimbly  ana  gracefully,  and  waved  gilded  palm  branches, 
while  the  Colonel  pinned  a  medal  on  the  young  henrs  breast  The 
Burmese  seem  a  pleasant  race,  entirely  free  from  malice  or  ill- 
feeling.  They  have  wonderfully  fair  complexions,  too,  and  are 
remarkably  attractive  in  appearance.  They  wear  costumes  adapted  i 
to  the  climate.    Altogether  I  liked  the  Burmese.  , 

I  have  endeavoured  to  give  a  faithful  account  of  the  spectacle  as  I  > 
saw  it,  and  1  wish  to   state   my  conviction  that  these  **  Up-to-  i 
Date  "  Ballets  serve  an  excellent  purrtose  in  presenting  a  true  and  I 
realistic  picture  of   contemporarv  1  fe  and   manners.    Except   in  I 
respect  to  that  dance  in  front  of  tne  Uorse  Guards.    I  camio^  believe 
a  reed  lady's  maid— however  up  to  date  she  might  be— would  have 
done  that— at  least  with  quite  so  much  abandon.    But  of  course  I 
am  not  familiar  with  the  ways  of  this  great  metropolis,  and  I  may 
be  quite  wrong.  SmoN  Pubefot. 


OUR  BOOKING-OFFICE. 


**  I  MAT  be  ri^ht  or  I  may  be  wrong,"  quoth  the  Baron ;  **  but, 
being  in  a  sporting  mood,  I  am  prepared  to  oack  my  opinion  of  the 
high  merits  of  Makioit  Craitforo's  Katherine  Lauderdale  from  the 
Machillan  stables,  and  I  feel  pretty  confident  that  she  will  take  a  deal 
of  beating  by  any  other  novel  of  her  own  size  and  weight."  Excellent 
as  are  most  of  Marion  Crauford's  works  by  reason  of  their  well- 
sustained  interest,  their  dramatic  situa- 
tions and  their  oaref  ully-drawn  characters, 
J  ret  hitherto  nearly  all  of  them  have  been 
ocalised  in  Italy,  and  the  dramatis  per- 
son<B  consist  of  tvpes  unfamiliar  to  the 
majority  of  EngUsn  readers.  But  here,  ih 
the  story  of  Catherine  Lauderdale  we 
are  at  home  among  our  English-speaking 
American  ooudns,  whose  more  or  less 
EngUsh  habits  and  manners  our  un- 
travelled  oountrvmen  can  understand. 
The  story  of  Katnerine  Lauderdale^  so  far 
as  Marion  Crauford  has  narrated  it  in 
these  three  volumes,  is  admirable  in  its 
simple  pathos,  its  unforced  humour,  and, 
above  all,  in  its  truth  to  human  natore. 
As  Zola,  in  his  terribly  fascinating  style, 
has  given  us  the  history  of  that  fiendish 
Hougon-Macquart  family,  so,  as  appears  from  the  final  chapter  of 
this  novel,  M!arion  Crauford  intends  telling  us  the  story  oi  those 
members  of  the  Lauderdale  family  whose  acquaintance  we  make 
while  reading  about  Katherine  Lauderdale,  The  novel  is  not  yet 
ended,  these  three  volumes  are  only  an  appetising  instalment.  The 
Baron  has  two  faults  to  find,  andT  one  question  to  put.  The  first 
fault  is,  that  most  of  the  characters,  espedally  the  light-hearted 
and  intentionallv  epigrammatio  personages,  talk  at  too  great  a 
length.  The  talk  is  ffood,  but  in  real  life  tn^  persons  would  be 
bores  of  the  first  magmtude.  The  second  fault  is  the  employment  of 
so  old  a  device  as  the  detention  of  a  letter.  True  that  this  familiar 
modus  operandi  is  well  done,  and  granted  that  the  action  may  be 
consistent  with  the  character  of  the  man  who  is  guilty  of  such  mean- 
ness, though  that  this  is  so  is  not  made  absolutely  clear.  But,  where 
all  the  other  incidents  of  the  complication  are  so  naturally  arranged, 
and  where  so  much  eriginality  is  shown  in  the  combination,  surely 
just  another  turn  of  the  thinking  machine  would  have  provided  the 
author  with  a  newer  device  than  this.  Now  comes  the  Baron's  one 
question.  When  Katherine  Lauderdale  was  secretly  married  to  Jack 
Jlalstonj^e  came  out  of  the  Church  with  the  wedding  ring  on  her 
finger.  The  story  does  not  say  so,  but  we  may  take  the  fact  for  granted. 
Now,  the  last  thin^  any  true  woman,  on  becoming  a  bride,  would  do. 
is  to  take  off  that  nng.  It  is  not  mentioned  that  Katherine  removed 
it.  How  does  the  author  account  for  the  ring  having  escaped  every- 
body's notice^  especially  that  of  Ker  mother  and  her  married  sitter  f 
Of  oourse,  if  Katherine  took  it  off  soon  after  it  was  put  on,  there  is 
the  answer;  but  *''tis  not  in  the  bond,"  I  cannot  find  it  in  the 
book,  and.  if  it  be  there,  would  that  action  be  consistent  with 
Katherine  s  character  P  Mayhap,  the  author  of  her  beinff,  Marion 
Crauford  himself,  will  tell  us  ''^in  his  next."  But  long  malogne  or 
short  dialogue,  incident  probable  or  improbable,  there  is  not  a  tedious 
page  or  paraffraph  in  the  three  volumes,  even  when  the  author  pauses 
to  analjse  the  motives  of  the  beinjgs  to  whom  he  has  given  local 
habitation  and  name.    At  least,  such  is  the  opinion  of  the 

Baron  db  Book- Worms. 


READY,   AYE    READY! 

The  New  Parlour-Maul.  "  Mistress  told  me  to  tkll  you  she  was 
NOT  at  Home,  Sir." 
He,  **  Oh— ER— really  !    Then  tell  her  I  didn't  Call  I " 


MISTER  BAILEY'S  BOAST. 

(A  Song  of  the  Conciliation  Board.) 

J'*  Mr.  Bailey  Ium  repeated  his  complaints  afi:ain8t  Lord  Shakd,  but  he 
I  fails  to  grasp  the  difference  between  the  duties  of  the  Conciliation  Board 
and  the  duties  of  the  Chairman.  ...  We  trust  Ur,  Bailby  will  soon  calm 
down  and  get  to  business.'* —  VTeitminster  Gazette.] 

Air—**  Miss  Bailey's  Ohost." 
A  cote  at  Hucknall  Torkard  turned  the  touchiest  of  Tarters ; 
On  a  **  Conciliation  Boud  '*  he  railed.    Oh,  stars  and  garters ! 
He  said  his  oonsdence  smited  him,  and  made  him  grumble  daily ; 
But  'twas  his  narsty  temper  what  so  worked  on  Mister  Bailey. 
Oh,  Mister  Bailey  I    Unfortunate  Mister  Bailey  ! 

Consamin'  of  the  Minimum  Wage  he  got  into  a  fever, 
Sajra  he,  **  That  Shaxd  *s  a  clever  man,  but  he 's  a  slv  deceiver ! " 
He  pounded  on  in  platf ormese  until  his  face  blanched  palely ; 
He  was  a-fighting  of  a  ghost,  poor  bitter  Mister  Bailey. 

Oh,  Mister  Bailey  I    Unfortunate  Mister  Bailey  ! 

*'  Avaunt  Conciliation  Shaih)  ! "  he  shrieked  in  accents  squeally, 
But  people  thought  the  Chairman  he  had  used  most  nngenteelly. 
As  a  Conciliator  Afister  Bailey  acted  frailly, 
And  even  Colliers  couldn't  all  back  up  poor  Mister  Bailey. 
Oh,  Mister  Bailey  !    Hl-tempered  Mister  Bailey  I 

Oh  boasting  Bailey  your  account  with  anger  once  for  all  dose  ! 
Keep  on  your  hair,  and  be  your  shirt  tucked  well  within  your  small- 
clothes I 
ConeOiation  needs  good  temper ;  then  'twill  go  on  gaily,      [Bailey. 
And  Labour  as  true  friends  will  then  remember  Shakd— and 
Oh  Mister  Bailey  !    Well-meaning  Mister  Bailey  I 

At  the  Lyceum.— On  Saturday  night  Faust- Terries  was  revived 
by  Mevhistopheles-Irving,  Miss  Ellek  Tkrry,  as  Oretchen,  was 
more  cnarmingly  in-terry-estinff  than  ever.  Faust  rejuvenated  is 
evidently  able  to  go  in  for  a  good  run. 
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LOVE'S   LABOUR    LOST;    OR,    LAYING    IT  ON   TOO  THICK! 

The  Cfolontl,  **TmH— A— VERT  pamionatb  Love-Stort  is  bvidimtlt  written  bt  a  Woman   I  should  sat— and  a  doosid 

rOLY  ONE  INTO  THE  BAROAIN  |  "  The  MoJoT,    "  WhY  ?      Is   IT  80  IMPROPER?" 

The  Colonel,  *' Yes— beastly  t    But  not  only  that,  it's  so  full  of  abject  and  orovblling  worship  of  the  Male  Sex! 
It  positively  makes  me  sick  !    No  Good-looking  Woman  ever  thinks  about  us  like  that  ! " 


THE  BLA.CK  BABY. 

Mr,  Bull  loquitur:— 

Well,  of  all  the  doors  for  contmnal  knocks, 
And  of  all  the  streets  for  unoeasing  riot, 

Mine  are  the  worst  I  'Tis  a  series  of  shocks. 
With  no  interval  of  quiet  I 

Why  every  post  bringrs  its  budget  of  bills, 
And  every  knock  means  a  bore,   or   a 
bundle; 

A  orate  or  a  case  every  comer  fills. 
And  the  casks  are  ever  a-trundle  I 

Flotsam  and  jetsam,  waifs  and  strays, 
Foundlings  and    derelicts,   tag-rag-and- 
bob-lfotl 

How  they  accumulate  I    One  of  these  days 
I  *11  be  selling  them  off  as  a  job-lot ! 

L^timate  business  is  all  very  fine ! 
But  have  I  arrived  at  the  *' moony  old 
Mug"  age 
That   everyone  fancies  this  warehouse   of 
mine 
A  home  for  the  world's  Lost  Luggage  ? 

Ban'ta-ra^rumble'rackety^BAva  ! 

Another  knock,  and  by  jingo  a  rouser ! 
They  expect  me  to  answer— oh  let  'em  go 
hang  I— 

Li  the  twitch  of  a  tarry-breeks'  trouser. 

Hillol   What'sthisP  WeU,  of  all  the  cheek! 

Another  brat,  and  this  time  a  black  'un  I 
I  am  getting  now  about  one  every  week. 

It  seems  tune  the  shower  should  slacken. 

Uganda  t    Ohves.    I  know  that  stock. 

Poor  little  heh>les8,  neglected  mortal ! 
Well,  I  cannot  forget  the  suggestive  knock 

Poor  Portal  gave  at  my  portal. 


What  will  I  do  with  you  young  un,  hay? 

Can't  leave  you  to  perish,  poor  piccaninny ! 
You  '11  cost  me  a  pile  ere  I  nuike  you  pay. 

That  I  '11  bet  my  bank  to  a  guinea. 

"  Ooo^roo  I  goo-roo  I "    Oh  there,  that  will 

do  I  [charter 

Where  are  those  chaps  whom   I  jrave  a 

To  deal  with— well,  black  little  devus  like 

youP 

No  I  'tis  Bull  is  pilgarlic  and  martyr. 

They  're  off  by  the  special ;  the  game  didn*t 
pay. 

Presently  they  'U  be  demanding  indemnity. 
You  black  little  brat,  do  not  stare  in  that  way, 

With  that  air  of  appealing  solemnity ! 

Prestige  Migt  I    Well,  of  all  I  possess 
Prestige,  1  fear,  comes  the  most  expensive. 

But  I  must  add  this  Black  Baby,  I  guess. 
To  a  circle  already  extensive. 

If  I  leave  vou  here  there  '11  be  mischief  afoot. 

My  neighbours  are  watching  with  glances 
quite  cursory ; 
And  so  1  suppose,  you  little  black  brute, 

I  must— send  you  up  to  the  nursery. 


More  Free  than  Welcome. 

r'Kr.  T.  Fbemantlb,  the  runner,  of  Eton 
College,  called  at  our  office  yesterday,  and  informed 
us  that  there  were  only  two  *  e*s  *  in  his  name,  and 
not  three  as  printed  on  the  card  of  the  L.  A.  C. 
sports."— ij^»ftif»y  Faper,] 

Mb.  Fbsmantle,  Sir,  for  the  future  your  fame 
Shall  saye  you  from  finding  three  '*  e's  "  in 

your  name. 
Such  statements  of  course  a  young  runner 

displease. 
For  the  last  thing  he  wants  is  superfluous  ease. 


THE    POOR    (PSEUDO-)    OSTREO- 

PHA0I8T  TO  HIS  DOCTOR. 

(Medical  men  haye  lately  been  disparaging  oysten 
as  articles  of  diet.) 

A  BAN  on  my  bivalves?     Oh  doctor,  what 
bosh! 
Your  veto  is  surely  ironic. 
The  Native  not  wholesome  P    Nay,  that  will 
ito^  wash! 
'Tis  tender,  and  toothsome,  and  tonic. 
I  speak  from  long  knowledge ;  and  not  the 
whole  College 
Of  sapient  Physicans  shall  alter 
My  views.    But— bohoo !— there  *s  a  worser 
taboo, 
And  that — not  ^oiir  ban —makes  me  falter ! 
I'd  risk  indigestion;    but   that's  not   the 
question. 
I  love,  as  I  've  alwavs  adored  'em. 
But  (oh  I  it 's  a  cozen  i)  at  six  bob  a  dozen. 
Confound  it !— /  cannot  afford  Vm  / 


PHYLLIS'S  REPLY. 
{To  her  BoW'Admirer,) 

Mt  charming  bow— its  other  name  t«  tie— 

You  like  you  say.    I  'm  very  glad  to  know 
You  think  I  acted  sensibly  to  try 

My  charming  bow. 

Before  I  pleased  myself  I  had  to  go 
To  ouite  ten  shops.    The  price  was  very 

It 's  w^ui  the  toil  since  you  approve,  although 
I  own  I  meant  that  it  should  catch  your 
eye. 
You  call  me  **  Sweetheart."     In  return  I 
show 
My  gratitude  bv  greeting  you  as  my— 

My  charming  beau  1^  i  ^ 
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ARS   POSTERA. 


*'  Venu8  Damiua." 


Mr.  AiBREY  Beer  de 

Beees, 
You  Ve  getting  quite 

a  high  renown  J 
Your  Comedy  of  Leers, 

you  know, 
Is  posted  all  about  the 
town; 
This  sort  of  stuff  I  can- 
not puff, 
As    Boston    says,    it 
makes  me  *'  tired*'; 
Your  Japanee-llossetti 

girl 
Is  not  a  thing  to  be 
desired. 

Mr.  Aubrey  Beer  de 

Beers, 
New  English  Art  (ex- 
cuse the  chaff) 
Is  like  the  Newest  Hu- 
mour style, 
It  's   not  a  thing   at 
which  to  laugh ; 


I  But  all  the  same,  you  need  not  maim 
A  beauty  reared  on  Nature* s  rules ; 
I  A  simple  maid  au  naturel 
I     Is  worth  a  dozen  spotted  ghouls. 

I  Mr.  Aubrey  Beer  de  Beers, 

You  put  strange  phantomson  our  walls 
If  not  80  daring  as  To-day* s^ 

Nor  quite  so  Hardy  as  St,  PauVs : 
Her  8id!elong  eyes,  her  giddy  guise,— 
'      Grande  JJame  Sans  Merci^e  may  he; 
I  But  there  is  that  about  her  throat 

Which  I  myself  don^t  care  to  see. 

Mr.  Aubrey  Beer  de  Beers, 

The  Philistines  across  the  way. 
They  say  her  lips— well,  never  mind 

Precisely  what  it  is  they  say  • 
But  1  have  heard  a  drastic  word 

That  scarce  is  fit  for  dainty  ears  ; 
But  then  their  taste  is  not  the  kind 

Of  taste  to  flatter  Beer  de  Beers. 

Bless  me,  Aubrey  Beer  de  Beers, 

On  fair  Elysian  lawns  apart 
Burd  Helen  of  the  Trojan  time 

Smiles  at  the  latest  mode  of  Art ; 
Howe'er  it  be,  it  seems  to  me. 

It 's  not  important  to  be  New : 
New  Art  would  better  Nature* s  best. 

But  Nature  knows  a  thing  or  two. 

Aubrey,  Aubrey  Beer  de  Beers, 
,     Are  there  no  models  at  your  gate, 
I  Live,  shapelv,  possible  and  clean  ? 
j     Or  won  t  tney  do  to  "  decorate"  ? 
The  a  by  all  means  bestrew  your  scenes 
With  half  the  lotuses  that  blow, 
Pothooks  and  fishing-lines  and  things, 
But  let  the  human  woman  go  I 


BEFORE  SUPPER. 

Slow,    dignified   dancing,    a   decorous 
tight, 
Prevails  before  supper,  when  people  are 
oool; 
The  accurate  Lancers,  infallibly  right, 

The  waltz,  grave  and  stately— no  play- 
;  ing  the  fool, 

I  As  does  Toole. 

Then  elderly  charmers,  still  trusting  to 
I  chance 

'     To  brin?  them  all  partners,  corapla- 
!  cently  wait 

For  elegant  gentlemen  eager  to  dance- 
Not  Tooles,  rather  Ir vinos,   grand, 
graceful,  grave,  great, 
And  sedate, 

AFTER   SUPPER. 

When  supper  is  over  frigidity  goes, 
Frivolity  comes— now  for  playing  the 
fool! 
In  Lancers  linked  lines  dart  regardless  of 
toes. 
In  vigorous  barn  dance  they  caper,  for 
who'll 

Now  be  cool  ? 

The  sad,  weary  wallflowers  watch  with 

dazed  eyes 
I     Such  dancing  as  they  have,  no  doubt, 
j  never  done. 

What  matter  if  they  should  evince  some 
j  surprise  ?  ^ 

When  supper  is  over  the  best  of  the 
I  fun  Has  begun. 


"0  SWALLOW,  SWALLOW!" 

Toe  Boa  at  the  Zoo,  aa  Punch  sang  long  ago, 

"  A  Speckled  Enthusiast,"  bolted  a  blanket, 
And  died  of  dyspej)sia.     Now  you  must  know 

An  Adeluide  Boa  has  just  made  a  banquet 
(That 's  Ingoldsby's  rhyme  !)  of  a  huge  railway  rug, 

And  yet  has  survived.    Here  *3  your  health,  brave  Constrictor  I 
Society  though,  would  be  cheery  and  snug, 

And  mirth  over  boredom  and  dulness  be  victor, 
The  Dinner  were  gay,  and  the  Drawing  Room  glad, 

Stupiditv  cease  for  a  season  to  "crank  "  it, 
The  dullard  play  Kilkenny  Cat  to  the  **  fad," 

K  each  (social)  bore  would  but  bolt  a  (wet)  blanket ! 


THE  LITIGANT  IN  PERSON. 

Dear  Sir, — I  have  often  in  the  communications  which  you  are  good 
enough  to  insert  in  year  pages,  and  which  there  are  read  throughout 
TOUT  Kingdom— the  wide,  wide  world— I  have  often  referred  to  the 
lact  that  legal  business  is  bad.  The  depression  in  trade  is  respon- 
sible, no  doubt,  for  a  good  deal  Litigation  is  an  expensive  luxury, 
and  a  reduced  income  leads  its  owner  to  use  bad  words,  and  indulge 
in  fewer  actions.  Lawsuits  are  among  the  first  articles  of  which  a 
man  divests  himself.  Still,  bad  trade  is  not  responsible  for  every- 
thing.  The  law's  delay  is  another  cause,  and  I  know  of  many  others. 
Of  one  I  should  like  to  express  myself  in  terms  which  I  am  sure  you 
wouldn't  print.  So  as  to  save  yon  the  pain  which  I  am  confident  you 
would  feel  at  using  the  blue  j)encil,  I  will  restrain  myself,  and  merely 
sum  np  what  1  mean  by  saying  that  when  a  litigant  becomes  personal 
he  (or  she)  becomes  offensive. 

The  litigant  in  person  is^  in  my  opinion,  one  of  the  reasons  why 
we  men  at  the  Bar  are  having  hard  times.  Jt  is  obvious  at  once 
that  every  one  of  this  class  of  wretched  ortotores  means  that  we 
have  been  defrauded  of  at  least  one  brief,  prolMibly  very  many  more. 
Appearing  in  p^son  seems  attraotiye  very  often  to  la&iet.  I  even 
reooUect  one  case  within  my  own  knowledge  where  a  Udj  conducted 
her  own  case  against  a  formidable  array  at  counsel,  which  included 
two  leading  silks.  She  did  it,  I  am  bou^id  to  say,  extremelv 
wellj  and  it  was  decidedly  inspiriting  to  hear  the  lady— who  haa 
considerable  personal  attractions— reterring  io  an  eminent  Q.C.  as 
**  my  learned  friend."  She  was,  however,  an  exception.  Speaking 
gen^Brally ,  personal  litigants  take  iruineas  out  of  our  pockets,  conduct 
their  own  case  in  the  worst  posoDle  way,  spoil  the  tempers  of  our 
sweetest-mannered  Judges  (tnereby  makuig  miserable  the  countless 


counsel,  who  feel  the  effect  of  the  spoilt  temper),  and  by  disar- 
ranging and  delaying  the  business  of  the  Court  bring  the  law  into 
contempt. 

As  to  what  can  be  done,  I  confess  I  have  no  remedy.  I  should  like 
to  think  that  this  exposure  would  have  some  effect,  for  in  that  case  a 
grateful  profession  and  a  benetited  public  would  not  fail  to  give  the 
credit,  at  least  in  part,  to  1:  ours  faithfully, 

102,  Temple  Gardens,  E,  C,  L.  Erned  Counsel. 


TO  SIR  TOBY. 

{As played  by  Mr,  Jarnes  Lavisy  in  tM  IQOtk  per/ortiiarux  of  **  Ttcelfth 

Night  "  at  Daly's,  April  19.) 

"  l)o8t  thou  think,  because  thou  art  virtuous,  there  shall  be  no  more  cakes 
andaleV"— 5ir  Toiy. 

Here  's  to  you,  Sir  Tvbt/^  uproarious  old  toper ! 

In  punchy  like  true  Britons,  your  health  we'll  propose, 
Since  Toiy  and  Punch  to  eacn  milksop  and  mopor 

And  upstart-3fa/ro/ib.for  long  have  been  foes ! 

You  're  three  hundred  years  old,  but  yet  jolly  and  fris^ky  ; 

Still  slily  you  joke  with  a  reprobate  tongue ! 
Though  bom  ere  the  age  of  split  sodas  and  whiskey, 

You  noisy  old1>oy,  you're  eternally  young. 

Most  potont,  irreverend  senior  and  songster. 
What  think  you  of  England  and  us  of  to-day, 

Of  *•  movements  "  and  **  questions"  that  our  petty  throng  stir. 
Of  Anarchy,  Woman,  and  "bards  of  Decay  P 

Nay,  I  hear  you  dismiss  such  **  kickshaws"  with  a  hiccup — 
rou  date  rrom  the  rollickinjg  times  of  Queen  Bess  I 

Your  motto  profound 's  **  Tillivally,  and  snick  up  I " 
(The  meaning  I  '11  leave  the  kind  reader  to  guess.) 

Still  may  you  delight  us  with  **  rousing  the  night-owl," 
Extracting  with  catches  **  a  weaver's  three  souls  I " 

liOng  may  you  **do  that,"  though  Blue-Ribbonites  might  howl 
At  sucn  Bacchanalian,  roystering  roles  I 


Spobtino  Note.— It  is  reported  that  a  forthcoming  volume  of  the 
Badminton  Library  will  be  Dancing,  Decidedly  interesting  to  have 
this  invigorating  amusement  recognised  as  a  sport.    One  chapter,  no 

doubt,  mil  be  *' Sitting-Out,"  whilst  we  hope 


inserted  for  Chanerones. 
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ScENB— ^  Study. 
Clergyman  {who  has  been  arranging  for  the  Wedding  oj  a  Labourer  in  his  parish),  **  And 

NOW,    MIXD    YOU    ARE  ClEAN   AND  TlDY  ON   THE   EVENTFUL  DAY.      I  SHOULD  NOT   LIKE  YOU 
TO  MEET  YOUR    BRIDE   IN   THE  CONDITION  YOU  NOW  ARE." 

Son  of  Tail  {smiling  grimly).  *'Aw  wish  yer  saw  Hur!" 


A  CALL  FROM  ARMS. 

{Extracted  from  the  Note-Book  of  our  Prophet 
Reporter,) 

The  first  meeting  of  the  nations  summoned 
by  the  Arbitration  League  was  numerously 
attended,  and  as  equality  was  to  be  the  first 
consideration,  it  was  unanimously  agreed  that 
the  proceedings  should  be  oarriea  on  without 
the  assistance  of  a  chairman. 

JoHsr  Bull,  as  the  orinnator  of  the  move- 
ment, was  the  first  speaker.  He  said  there 
was  no  doubt  that  a  very  large  sum  was  ex- 
pended upon  armaments.  If  the  money  that 
was  paid  away  upon  guns  and  ammunition 


could  be  used  for  other  purposes  there  was 
no  doubt  that  the  expenditure  would  be  of 
far  ffreater  practical  utility  to  the  people  it 
was  his  pride  and  honour  to  represent. 

Madame  La  Republique  cordially  endorsed 
the  sentiments  of  her  Western  neighbour.  She 
was  fond  of  thrift  herself,  and  believed  that 
war  was  an  unmixed  evil.  It  would  be  so 
much  better  to  save  the  millions  of  pounds 
expended  up6n  soldiers  and  sailors.  What 
would  they  want  with  anned  men  if  every- 
one oonsented  to  live  in  peace  and  give  up 
quarrelling  ?  By  all  means  abolish  standing 
armies,  and  avoid  the  cost  It  would  be  so 
much  wiser  to  save  than  to  squander. 


The  German  Exfbbgb  (who  insisted  npan 
appearing  in  person)  was  of  the  same  opinion. 
He  was  very  fond  of  soldiering,  but  no  fonder 
of  that  empbyment  than  of  any  other.  He 
believed  he  would  be  just  as  happ^  Bta|[e- 
managing,  or  preaching,  or  teaching  lus  entire 
people  eveiything.  He  had  reasons  for  be- 
lieving that  the  military  service  in  the 
Fatherland  was  a  drain  upon  the  oountry. 
This  was  not  only  injurious  to  the  Teutonic 
race  in  general,  but  (what  was  of  far  greater 
importance)  to  the  HohenzoUem  iwooXLj  in 
particular.  By  all  means  let  the  nations 
disarm.  It  was  a  most  admirable  idea.  How- 
ever, he  did  not  think  that  a  universal  and 
simultaneous  disarmament  would  be  possible. 
He  for  one  would  decline  to  lay  down  his 
arms  bdPore  Madame  La  Republiqus  had 
set  him  the  example. 

The  meeting  was  then  addressed  by  repe- 
sentatives  of  Kus&ia,  Austria,  Italy,  Tudey, 
and  even  SjMun.  After  a  very  long  discussioi^ 
JoHX  Bull  said  that  he  was  nothing  if  not 
practioaL  The  first  thin^  to  be  done  was  to 
disarm,  as  suggested  by  his  young  friend  the 
German  Empebor.  But  who  should  be^  ? 
He  begged  to  move  that  a  decision  be  arrived 
at  as  early  as  possible. 

The  subject  was  still  under  consideratian 
when  our  report  left,  and  an  immediate 
settlement  seemed  highly  improbable. 


BALLADE  OF  THE  EIGHTS. 

(For  those  about  to  Train  or  in  Training  for 
'*  the  College  JSights.'*) 

The  burden  of  hard  training— eat  away 
Each  morning  at  thy   porridge  and  thy 
steak, 
Cram  down  thy  buttered-eggs  and  whiting — 

Of  marmalade  unsparingly  partake  ; 
Of  j)ort— a  little,  for  thy  stomach*  s  sake 
At  night  to  wake  thy  strength  and  manly 
fire; 
Pat  from  thee  pipes  and  Wills  his  Gtdden 
Flake. 
This  is  the  end  of  every  man's  desire. 

The  burden  of  long  journeys— when  the  coadi 
Runs  on  the  bank  with  loud  and  wrathful 
cries. 
And  heaps  thy  head  with  heavy,  hard  reproach. 
Praying  that  Fate  may  overtake  thine  eyes 
To  their  complete  destruction,  in  this  wise : 
**  Bow !  when  you  finish,  bring  those  hands 
up  higher, 
And  as  you're  swinging"  {language)  '*  let 
them  rise." 
This  is  the  end  of  every  man*s  desire. 

The  burden  of  much   bumping — when  the 
swing 
Grows  shorter  than  the  swing  of  heretofore, 
A  burden  without  ioy  in  quickening 
Thy  stroke  from  thirty-seven  to  two-score. 
When  those  thou  scomedst  paddle  on  b^ore. 
And  those  thou  mockedst  at  come  nigh  uui 
nigher, 
And  curses  reach  thee  from  the  farther 
shore. 
This  is  the  end  of  every  man's  desire. 

But  when  thy  toil  is  over,  take  thy  rest ; 

And  if  thou  hast  a  sweet  and  juicy  bnar. 
Light  it,    and   cease  &om   sadness,    bemg 
blessed. 

This  is  the  end  of  every  man's  desire. 


New  CLXJB.~It  is  reimrted  that  **  The 
Souls "  have  ceased  to  exist.  They  will  be 
replaoed  by  **  The  No  Bodies.'*  The  number 
of  members  will  be  unlimited.  %rT|/> 
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THE  BOOK  MANIACS' 
VADE  MECUM. 

Question,  I 'suppose  you 
believe  yourself  to  oe  a  sup- 
porter of  literature  ?  ^ 

Answer,  Distinctly.  I 
spend  enormous  sums  for 
books  at  one  time  a  tithe  oi 
their  eiistingr  value. 

Q,  Are  volumes  without 
their  covers  of  any  use  ? 

A,  It  depends  entirely 
upon  the  date  of  their  pubh- 
cation.  Some  works  are  more 
valuable  than  others  when 
they  appear  in  their  early 
paper  leaves. 

Q,  And  yet  a  common 
doUi  shield  may  make  an 
enormous  difPerence  in  the 
price  of  a  book  published  in 
the  earlier  decades  of  the 
century? 

A,  Assuredly. 

Q,  As  a  collector,  would 
you  desire  the  paires  to  be  in 
perfect  condition  P 

A,  Certainly ;  and  I  should 
esteem  it  a  great  advantage 
if  they  were  uncut. 

Q,  If  there  were  a  mis- 
take in  the  setting  up  of  the 
type,  would  you  count  that 
as  a  flaw  P 

A.  No.  On  the  contrary, 
if  the  error  were  subse- 
auently  corrected,  1  should 
deem  the  misprint  a  icreat 
find,  and  one  to  be  highly 
valued. 

Q.  You  say  that  you  would 
like  the  pages  to  be  uncut ; 
would  not  that  cause  the 
reading  of  a  book  to  be  diffi- 
cult, if  not  impossible  ? 

A,  Certainly ;  but  that 
would  be  no  disadvantage. 

Q.  Then  vou  do  not  pe- 
ruse the  works  you  purchase  ? 

A,  Why,  of  course  not;  I 
only  desire  to  possess  them. 


"DABBT  AHD  JOAV;"  OB,  THE  EAPPT  ''PAIS." 

['*  Mr.  Gladstone  wm  paired  for  the  erening  with  Mr.  Villiers,  *  The  Father 
of  the  House.' "— "  7iiiw»,»'  April  10.] 


Awful  Coktessioh  of 
R  E  G  I  c  I  n  E.— Mrs.  R.*8 
nephew  read  aloud  from 
the  Westminster  Oazetts 
of  last  Thursday  "8.  F. 
^Coltby"  writes,  '*!  have 
I  killed  sixty  queens  between 
I  March  29  and  April  3.*'  But 
Mrs.  E.  would  not  hear  any 
more.  She  threw  up  her 
hands  in  horror.  **But," 
she  interrupted  vehemently, 
"where  were  the  police?" 
It  was  quite  a  quarter  of  en 
hour  before  the  good  lady 
could  be  made  to  understand 
that  the  queens  in  question 
were** Queen Waups,"  '''*-« 
she  tras  pleased  1 1 


Then 


Grand  Old  Joan  ehirpeth  cheerily : — 


Dakbt,  dear,  we  are  old  and  grey. 

Sixty  years  since  our  opening  day. 

Ins  and  outs  are  for  every  one, 

As  the  years  roll  on ! 
Daebt,  dear,  we  had  fallen  awryr ; 
(We  differed  on  Home  Rule,  did  you 
andl)  , 

Ah !  lad,  though  it  pained  us  theu, 
Here   we   are,  happy,  and   paired 
again! 
Always  tnie  game,  Dabbt  my  own. 
Always  true  game  lad,  and  so 's  your 
JoikI 


Dabbt,  dear,  we  're  a  Grand  Old  Pair ! 
Are  there  the  likes  of  us  anywhere  ? 
Now  we've  retired  (as  perhaps  is  b€«t). 
And  we  seek  for  rest  I 
Di&BT,  dear,  all  our  elder  band 
Have  shew*d  the  way  to  the  better  land. 
Ah,  lad  I  though  we  feel  no  fear. 
Life  gets  dimmer  and  Heaven  more 
near. 
To  the  last    though    you*re  game, 

Darbt,  my  own. 
Game  to  the  last,  lad,  and  so's  your 
JoAir! 


Maw  and  Beast.— From 
a  recent  case  it  would  ap- 
pear that   lions  and   other 

wild  fowl "  are  unprotected 
by  the  law  against  cruelty 
because  they  are  not  **  do- 
mesticated '*  animals.  If  so, 
the  Law  in  this  case  is  in- 
deed **  a  hass,"  a  veritable 
**  Bully  bottom."  If  the  lion 
is  not  to  be  **  protected  *'  J 
against  man,  it  seems  only 
fair  that  man  should  not  bie 
Drotected  against  the  lion. 
Let  lion  and  man  be  left  to 
settle  it,  with  Nature's  wea- 
pons, out  in  the  open,  and 
probably  the  **  domesticated 
beast "  would  be  the  first  to 
howl  for  **  protection." 

By  an  Anglo  -  Paeisiav 
IxgriBEB.  —  Where  would 
the  Emperor  of  Rctssia  natu- 
rally take  up  his  residence 
on  visiting  Paris  ? ,  Why,  of 
course,  **  a  r  Ecole  des 
I  Beaux  Czars!!'' 


^^  Shall  Laymen  he  ad-- 
mitted  to  the  Pulpit  V  Ahem 
—well,  how  many  at  a  time  P 


ESSENCE   OF   PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED  FROM  THE  DIARY  OF  TOBY,  M.P. 

House  of  Commons.  Monday^  April  9. — Sqitibe  of  Malwood  in 
excellent  formf  to-night.  All  the  morning  papers  aflame  with 
apprehension.  Ministerial  crisis  imminent.  Cfovemment  proposed 
to  take  the  time  private  Members  had  laboriously  won  at  the  ballot. 
Private  Members  naturally  resented  the  flat  burglary.  Now 's  the 
opportunity  for  Opposition  to  strike  in  and  bowl  over  Ministry.  The 
Pamellites  have  broken  away ;  the  Nationalists  no  longer  come  up 
to  time ;  the  Liberal  private  Members  in  state  of  revolt ;  days  of  the 
Biinistry  surelv  numbered. 

House  crowded  to  fullest  capacity,  in  anticipation  of  critical  divi- 
sion. Must  be  anxious  moments  on  Treasury  Bench.  Within  next 
eight  hours  Government's  fate  settled.  There  may  be  other  evictions 
to  consider  beyond  those  that  concern  the  Irish  tenant.  A  great  occa- 
sion ;  much  depended  upon  whether  the  Squibb  would  rise  to  it.  He 
did  better  still.  He  (apparently)  fell  far  below  it.  Temptation  for 
ordinary  man  in  such  circumstances  to  raise  the  war-whoop :  take 
up  with  grand  air  the  challenge  thrown  down :  make  a  speech  that 
should  animate  friends,  irritate  foes,  fill  the  thronged  House  with 
exhilarating  thunder  oi  cheers  and  counter  cheers.  Squibb  not  an 
ordinary  man.  Proved  himself  a  great  artist.  Successf uUy  affected 
to  be  wholly  unconscious  of  any  condition  approaching  crisis. 
Nothing  more  common-place  than  the  situation.  It  was  the  9th 
of  Apru.  At  least  no  one  could  deny  that.  According  to  present 
arrangements  Ministers  had  eight  nights  a  month  in  which  to  carry 
on  business  of  the  nation.  Supposing  House  sat  till  lOth  of  August, 
that  would  be  thirty-two  days. 

There  was  a  movement  in  the  quarter  behind  the  Front  Opposi- 
tion Bench  which  Mr.  Mellor  cannot  see.    Hon.  gentlemen  sitting 


there  would  like  to  have  denied  the  Squire's  assumption  that  four 
tights  are  thirty-two.  But  it  couldn't  be  done.  Even  if  it  were 
possible,  who  so  stony-hearted  as  to  be  disposed  to  utter  note  of  con- 
tradiction addressed  to  big  meek  figure  standing  at  table,  hoping  it 
did  not  intrude,  but,  being  there,  cooing  little  nothings,  none  much 
in  itself,  but  the  procession  irresistiblv  leading  up  to  the  conclusion 
that  the  House  would  gracefully  yield,  to  necessity  and  give  up  to  the 
Government  what  was  meant  for  private  Members. 

Pbikcb  Abthur  visibly  affected.  Had  come  down  prepared  to 
flght ;  was  disarmed  as  he  entered  the  lists.  To  strike  at  the  figure 
now  modestly  seated  on  Treasurv  Bench,  withdrawing  itself  as  far  as 
posFible  from  public  gaze  under  the  compression  of  folded  arms, 
would  be  like  hitting  a  woman.  Prince  Arthur  couldn't  do  it. 
Joseph  less  susceptible :  when  his  time  came  girded  at  the  Squire 
and  the  Ministry.  But  he  was  evidently  out  of  tune  with  the  general 
feeling.  His  asperities  found  no  echo  save  in  the  jeering  cries  of  the 
Members  oi)posite  mad  with  delight  when  once,  losing  his  way  under 
unwonted  circumstances  of  his  reception,  the  Speaker  called  him  to 
order.  One  by  one  the  private  Members  whose  ewe  lamb  had  been 
taken,  kissed  the  hand  stretched  forth  to  rob  them.  Only  two  Par- 
nellites,  including  the  Leader,  showed  up,  and  when  division  bell 

;  rang  they  shrank  from  voting  against  the  Government.    So  the 

I  black  thundercloud  melted  away  and  the  sun  shone  on  the  Squire's 

j  pathway. 

Business  done, — Ministers  demand  and  receive  Vote  of  Confidence. 

'  Moreover  than  which  they  get  Tuesdays,  and  Friday  mornings  for 
rest  of  Session. 

Tuesday,— Ytbist  Lord  of  the  Adviraltt  had  a  clear  offing  in 
Peers'  Gallery  to-nig:ht.  He  mi^ht,  indeed,  have  cruised  about  with- 
out fear  of  collision  in  Distinguished  Strangers'  Gallery,  in  the  upper 
reaches  of  the  Strangers'  Gallery,  and  even  in  the  bay  below,  last 
night  densely   crowded   with   craft.     The   place   almost   empty; 
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Arnold-Fobjster*8  Toioe  Bounded  through  it  with  curious  echo. 
**  I— I— I"  as  he  spoke  reverherated  under  the  Gallery,  hehind  the 
Speaileb's  empty  chair,  along  the  gangways,  over  the  Gallery,  and, 
happily,  out  hy  the  ventilator  with  other  vitiated  particles  of  atmos- 
phere. 

Ages  ago  Grandolph  fell  upon  ScLikiEB-BooxH  with  8avag:ely- 
spoken  declaration  that  he  had  ever  observed  tiiat  mediocrities 
were  apt  to  furnish  themselves  with  double-barrelled  names.  A 
pretty  remark^  as  was  felt  at  the  time,  to 
fall  from  the  hps  of  a  Spexceb-Chuhchill. 
In  case  of  Member  for  Belfast  the  accident 
of  double-barrelled  name  is  appropriate  and 
explicable  for  quite  other  reasons  than  those 
alleged  in  case  of  a  gentleman  who,  as 
speM-ily  as  possible,  lost  his  obnoxious  appel- 
lation in  the  title  of  a  Peerage. 

**  Listening  to  him  on  any  subject,"  savs 
th?  Member  for  8ark,  **more  especially  the 


Navy,  one  instinctively  feels  that  an3rthing 
short  of  a  double-barreUed  name  would  be 
ludicrously  out  of  proportion  with  Arnold- 
FoRSTEB*s  personality.  He  could  not  sup- 
port all  he  knows  on  monosyllabic,  or  even 
Disyllabic  name,  such  as  Gladstone  or 
Harcouet  or  Balfour." 

It  is  the  Navy  to-night  *  Shipbuilding 
Vote  under  discussion;  millions  of  money 
involved ;  safety  of  Empire  at  stake ; 
audience  varies  between  a  dozen  and  thirty ; 
at  no  time  durine  sitting  a  quorum  present. 
If  SeOTctary  of  Admiralty  had  come  under 
suspicion  of  purloining  piece  of  old  rope,  or 
been  unable  to  account  for  disappearance  of 
a  canvas  bag--K)ontingencies,  it  need  hardly 
be  said,  utterly  remote  from  possibility  of 
association  with  Kat  -  SHcrrrLEW0RTH*8 
blameless  life  and  almost  clerical  purity  of 

faci^  expression-House  would  have  been     «He  (Mr.  Balpour)  was  not  endowed  by  Nature  ?*ve 
crowded  to  the  doors.     As  it  was  only  the  with  the  qualities  that  made  him  enjoy  a  sea  voyage."  ^^^^ 
British  Navy  at  stake.  Members  paired  in  —Speech  in  ffome  of  Cotnnums,  Monday,  April  9th,         out  all 
the  mass;  went  off ,  leaving  the  captains  and  Nav^  Estimates, 

admirals,  secretaries  and  ex-secretaries,  to  read  papers  to  each  other,  I     Friday, — Momiog  sitting  in  order  that  Registration  Bill  might 


the  First  Lord,  sitting  up  aloft  in  the  Gallery  to  watch  over  poor 
Jack,  blushing  like  a  cnerub  when  Arvold-Forster  graciously 
expressed  modified  satisfaction  with  the  shipbuilding  programme  of 
the  Admiralty.  Which  it  seems  was,  in  the  main,  not  8pencer*8, 
but  Arnold-Forster*8. 

Businestt  done. — Several  papers  round  Navy  Estimates  read  to 
empty  benches. 


be  brought  in.  Squire  proposes  and  Maior  Rasch  disposes.  Gen- 
tlemen behind  the  Front  Opposition  Bench  got  up  a  pleasant  smrprise 
for  Leader  of  House.  At  moment  Morlet  should  have  coime  on 
Rasch  stepped  in  {  moved  adjournment  in  order  to  discuss  as  nxvent 
public  question  Ministers*  neglect  of  interests  of  amculture.  Over 
three  score  Members  gave  necessary  support,  and  Kasch  reeled  off 
bis  speech,  followed  by  Walter  Long  and  Chaplik.  Jesse 
CoLLixGS,  in  Joseph's  seat  opposite,  biLsy  making  notes.  Half-a- 
Thursday,— ^iaoe  Whitehead  left  the  Mansion  House  has  never  dozen  of  the  real  friends  of  Honos  in  other  parts  cKt  House  sunilarly 
been  so  astonished  in  his  life  as  he  was  just  now.  Mundella  had  engaged;  evidentlv  going  to  make  afternoon  of  it. 
moved  for  leave  to  introduce  Railway  Rates  Bill.  That  a  subject '  Then  Squire  had  hi»  Utile  surprise.  Moved  the  Cloeure.  Spraksb 
Whitehead  has  marked  for  his  own.  Was  leading  member  of  not  only  accepted  it,  but  uttered  solemn  words  of  waminf  npan  the 
Select  Committee  which  sat  last  year.  Acted  as  tiie  honoured  i  practice  of  oDstruoting  public  business  just  honoured  by  Rasch. 
representative  of  agricultural  and  other  trading  interests.  Labours  **  An  hour  and  a  half  lost,  but  something  gained,"  said  the  SariRE 
of  Select  Committee  having  resulted  in  Bill,  House  and  country  cheerfully.  "  I  think  we  may  strike  a  balance." 
would  naturally  look  for  a  few  words  from  Whitehead.    Should  I      Business  done, — Registration  Bill  introduced. 


not  be  disappointed.  Prepared  one  of  those  felicitous  little  addresses 

which  to  tms  day  remain  tradition  of  his  brilliant  year  of  office  at 

Mansion  House. 
Whitehead  nothing  if  not  ^:ood-natured.     Mukdella,  sitting 

below  hirn^  probably  anxious  at  interruption,  which  might  threaten 

or  delay  his  measure,  should  be  at  once  reassured. 
**  Mr.  Speaker,  Sir,"  said  the  ex-Lord  Mayor  of  Loadcm ;  '*  I 

oflpor  no  opposition  to  this  Bill.    On  the  contrary " 

Speaker  interposed.  With  bland^t  air 
explained  that  if  Sir  James  did  not  rise  to 
otfer  opposition  he  was  out  of  Courts  **I 
am  bound,"  said  the  Speaker,  **  at  this  stage 
to  hear  speeches  against  the  Bill,  not  to 
listen  to  any  in  favour  of  it." 

For  a  moment  old  instincts  of  Lord  Mayor 
prevailed.    Whitehead,  with  lips  parted 
oy  unfinished  sentence,  remained  on  hit 
feet  confronting  Speaker.    Would  he  call 
on  his  sword-bearer,  his  mace-bearer,  and 
eke  his  chaplain  to  come  forward,  carry  forth 
the  right  hon.  gentleman,  and  bring  him  up 
at  the  Mansion  House  ?    Possibly  had  hie 
been  still  in  office  he  mi^ht.  in  the  dr-  I 
cumstances,  have  felt  justified  in  adopting  I 
that  exb^me  but  constitutional  course.    But  I 
long  ago  he  stepped  down  from  the  Civic  | 
throne.    He  had  no  lonsrer  at  beck  and  eall  . 
sword-bearer  or  mace-oearer,  and  had  to 
share  the  common  ministrations  of  a  chs^  ' 
lain.    In  circumstanoes,  especially  as  angry 
cries  of  **  Order !  "  were  risinpr  round  him, 
he  sat  down,  ruefully  pocketing  the  notes 
of  his  speech. 

••Ah!"  said  Cap'en   Tommy   Bowlb, 

always  ready  to  point  a  moral ;  •  •that  oomes 

of  agreeing  with  people.    Now.  if  /  'd  got 

up  to  speak  on  MuirDELLA*8  Bill  it  woiuld 

,  have' 


THE  BUDGET  WASTE-PAPER  BASKET. 

{Imaginary  Samples  of  Possible  ConterUs,) 

Dear  Sir  Wiluam,— Now  that  you  are  busily  employed  in 
preparing  your  Budget.  I  think  it  the  duty  of  everyone— inclusive, 
of  course,  of  members  oi  my  sex~to  send  you  suggestions.  Although 
I  could  have  married  over  and  over  again,  had  I  pleased,  I  have 
preferred  to  remain  single.  Still,  I  know  that  many  of  my 
dear  female  friends  have  never  received  a  single  proposal.  No,  my 
dear  ^>ir  William,  not  one.  It  is  in  their  aid  that  I  make  the 
following  suggestions : — 

1.  Let  every  Club  with  a  subscription  of  two  guineas  and  upwards 
be  taxed  at  the  rate  of  eighteen  shillings  in  the  pound. 

2.  Let  every  man  attaining  the  age  of  five-ana-twenty  be  asked  if 
he  proposes  to  marry,  and  then,  if  he  does  not,  let  four-fifths  of  his 
income  be  annexed  for  the  use  of  the  State. 

3.  Let  a  ten  shilling  duty  be  imposed  upon  Manilla  cheroots,  and 
a  pro  rata  duty  upon  cigars  of  a  yet  more  expensive  quality. 

There,  mv  dear  Sir  Willl\m,  if  you  take  these  hints,  I  am  sure  you 
will  not  only  get  a  satisfactory  revenue,  but  please  the  ladies.  And 
what  more  can  you  want  ?  Yours  gushingly, 

A  Maiden  well  out  of  Her  Teens. 

Right  How.  Sie, — Por  the  last  five  years  I  have  been  staying  in 
retreat  at  Hanwell,  attempting  to  solve  the  great  problem  of  how  to 
make  both  ends  meet   with    a  rising  expenditure  and  a  falling 


revenue.    Ton  follow  me,  Right  Hon.  Sir  P    With  a  rising  expendi- 

!  ture  and  a  falling  revenue  I    Now  it  seems  to  me.  Right  Hon.  Sir,  if 

I  you  take  the  Death  Duties,  multiply  them  by  ten,  and  then  think  of  a 

I  number,  you  must  ret  within  reasonable  distance  of  a  surplus — say 

that  of  the  Archbishop  of  Canterbury.    But  failing  this,  why  not 

trust  to  the  Income  Tax.    Why  not  remit  as  much  of  this  impost  as 

will  serve  for  a  lever,  and  then  put  the  remainder  on  to  the  winter 

favourite  for  the  Derby  P    I  merely  throw  this  out  as  a  suggestion, 

with  a  right  of  pre-emption  vested  in  the  Beadle  of  the  Burlington 

Arcade.    And  now  to  breakfast  with  what  apnetite  ye  may ! — Yours 

to  the  last  drop.  The  Emperor  of  China,  disguised  as 

Balbus,  who  built  a  Wall. 

Dear  Sir  William  Harcourt,— I  don't  know  you,  and  you  don't 
know  me.  But  my  father  often  talks  of  you  and  sajs  how  well  you 
are.  I  daresav  he 's  right.  From  what  he  says  it  seems  you  are 
framing  a  Budget.  Well,  frame  away,  I  don't  mind.  But  if  you 
want  a  real  tip  you  take  my  advice.  Tax  all  the  schoob.  They  are 
not  a  bit  of  good,  and  a  serious  nuisance  to  men  of  talent  until  they 
reach  the  age  of  nfteen  and  upwards. 

Your  affectionate  little  friend,  Jones  Minor. 

My  Dear  Sir.— You  will  have  come  to  me  in  the  long  run.  You 
may  have  a  free  breakfast  table,  a  free  luncheon  bar,  a  free  ererjr- 
thing,  but  they  wonH  help  you.  Take  my  advice  and  stick  to  tne 
income  tax,  and  for  final  advice  rely  on 

Yours  truly,       A  SmLi.nco  in  the  Pock  p. 


ApfiiL  28,  1894.] 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI. 


193 


ON    FAUST. 

Sib,— Patting  aside  the  admirable  acting, of  Hekbt  Irting  as 
MephiHopheU*.  of  Ellbn  Tbrbt  as  Margaret^  and  of  Mr.  Terriss 
as  Faust^  and  oismissiBg  from  our  ..^^^b^^^^^^^^^^^ 
minds  any  particular  representation 
of  the  play,  what  a  *' queer  story" 
(apologising  to  the  proprietor  of 
Truth  for  using  this  title)  is  this 
same  tale  of  Fatut  and  Margaret  I 
Is  Mephisiopheles  the  "  Tery  devil 
incarnate,"  or  is  he  a  subordinate 
fiend  P  If  he  is  the  devil  himself, 
why  all  this  trouble  to  catch  one 
soul,  to  the  apparent  neglect  of 
business  all  over  the  world  P  Is 
Fausl  so  bi^  a  fish  as  to  warrant 
his  mononolidng .  the  entire  atten- 
tion of  Mephistophelesf 

MephtMtophelss  is  a  Cretan  of 
Cretans.  When  can  you  believe 
himP  When  he  pled^  his  word 
to  the  bond  that  Fausi  signs, 
or  when,  as  in  Goethe's  dra- 
matic poem^-  he  says,  "  Save  I 
all  power  in  heaven  and  upon 
earth  f  PU  cloud  the  senses  of 
the  warder^ — do  thou  possess  thy- 
self of  the  keys,  and  lead  her  forth 
wUh  human  hand,  I  will  keep 
watch'  The  maaie  steeds  are 
waiting^  I  hear  thee  off.  Thus 
mttch  is  in  my  power  !*\  But 
surely  so  much  was  almost  in  the 
power  of  any  artful  human  being, 
provided  always  that  the  ^lers 
would  vield  to  the  temptation  of 
drink  (with  a  soporific  admixture 
in  it),  or  could  be  otherwise  *'  got 
at "  with  a  bribe. 

The  compact  entered  into  between 
Dr,  Henry  Faustus  on  the  one 
part,  and  Mephisiopheles  on  the 
other,  is  in  these  terms,  dictated 
by  the  Doctor  himself : — 
If  ever  to  the  paning  hour  I  My, 
"So  boautiful  thou  art,  I  thy  flight 
dehiy!»' 


Betting  Mephistopheles ;  or,  The  Magic  Bing-Man. 


moment  specified  in  the  contract  arrived,  then  and  not  afterwards, 
both  delinquents  willingly  sinning,  and  Faust  appredating  the 
present  moment  to  the  very  uttermost  Then,  according  to  the 
bond,  should  Mephistopheles  have  stepped  in.     He  could  have 

captured  both  fish  at  one  hauL 
Yet  Mephistopheles  allows  this 
time  to  pass,  and^  at  a  moment 
when  Faustus  sentiments  towards 
the  world  are  distinctly  in  opposi- 
tion to  those  mentioned:  in  the  con- 
ditions of  the  bond,  the  satirical 
jesting  fiend,  of  power  limited, 
says,  **  Come  with  me,"  and  with 
him  Faust  has  to  go,  in  sfiite  of  the 
voice  of  Margaret  heard  in  the  air 
cryin^faintiy,  **Hkhbt!  Heitbt!" 
—which,  by  the  by,  might  have 
been  leeitimately  and  appropriately 
retainea  in  the  Lyceum  version. 
If  Mephistopheles  can  take  him, 
at  any  time,  without  reference 
to  the  stipulated  conditions,  why 
were  they  ever  brought  into  the 
bond? 

And  there 's  this  peculiarity  about 
Mephistopheles^  namely,  that,  as  a 
personality,  he  is  always  and  every- 
where undoubtedly  popular  with 
the  entire  audience.  Tet  if  he 
were  on  the  Adelphi  stage,  a  human 
villain,  actually  seen  committing 
murder,  caught  as  it  were  on  the 
stage  red-handed,  and  aiding  and 
abetting  a  variety  of  other  crimes, 
induding  the  utter  ruin  of  a  young 
and  lovely  heroine,  and  all  the 
time  cynically  iestmg  about  his 
victims,  would  he  not,  while  ad- 
mired for  his  art,  be  called  before 
the  curtain  only  to  be  howled  at  and 
execrated  for  his  enormities  P  Cer- 
tainly. But  why  is  this  not  the 
inteal  Mephistophelesf  That  it  is 
not  so  is  evident.  The  Fiend  is 
popular.  There  is  "  no  deniging  of 
it,  Bbtst."  The  Fiend  is  abso- 
lutely laughed  at  as  an  absurd 
creation  of  a  satirical  dramatist.  I 
suppose  if  he  were  not  laughed  at 


Then  round  my  ioul  thy  fetters  throw :,    ,..,.,        ..,  ,  «-.r    ,        ..      .     ,^    ,^.    .^       .    »      «  bui/vvoc  **  a*^  w^v  *«/««.-»**«*  •« 

Then  to  perdition  let  me  go !  Mephistopheles  with  several     Monkeys  "  on  in  the  Kitcheswitchen  Scene,  the  drama  of  Faust  would  be  too 

But  what  happens  P    At  the  supreme  moment   when  Margaret  I  painful,  especiaUy  without  Oot7BOD*s  music,  which  in  the  Opera 
yields  herself  to  Faust,  Mephistopheles  is  off  duty !     Then  has  the  |  covers  a  mmtitude  of  sins. A  Studbnt  of  GoBTHKyBOBQ. 


ABOUT  A  DAUGHTER  OF  OPS. 

["  Mrs.  Behnard  Beebb  resting.    All  business  communication b,  &c.*' 

Daily  Telegraph,  April  17.1 
DoTH  extra  tax  on  spirits  make  them  dear  'f 
Do  many  wince  at  extra  tax  on  beer  ? 
•*  Let  beer  alone,"  say  they  ;  and  this  affiche 
Suggests  the  consummation  of  their  wish. 
For  ^*  Beeke  is  restinq  ". .'    All  are  glad  to  hear 
That  **  resting"  has  tne  best  effect  on  beer. 
Great  hops  for  Bebbe,  although  her  strength 's  relaxed. 
Gin,  stout,  rum,  porter  may 


Afford  the  tax  to  pay i — 
Let  this  Beebb  rest,  who  has  beei 


n  overtaxed. 


Mbs.  R.  Shocked.— Her  nephew  was  reading  aloud  from  the 
Daily  Telegraph  the  correspondent's  account  of  the  *' goings-on" 
before  the  Royal  Wedding.  **  Before  the  dew  be^an  to  dry,"  he 
read.  **  Princess  Victobia,  with  her  brother  and  sisters," — C*  How 
nice!  "  interrupted  Mrs.  R.  **  Go  on,  dear !  ")— ** had  started  for  a 
ride,"— (**  Charming !  "  ejaculated  our  loyal  friend.)—"  attended  bv 

the  Master  of  the  Horse,  Baron  von  Stabcb "    **  Good  gracious!** 

almost  shrieked  Mrs.  R.  **  Don't  pronounce  the  other  word !  I  'd 
rather  not  hear  it !  I  am  not  up  in  the  fashion  of  forei^  countries, 
but  surely  the  correspondent  might  have  described  him  as  *  Baron 
Vow  in  his  undress  uniform.'  But  *  stark ' — oh  no,  no ! "  When  it 
was  graduallv  explained  to  her  she  calmed  down,  but  stuck  to  it  that 
'*  nobody  ought  to  be  allowed  to  have  such  a  name ;  and  surely  his 
godfathers  and  godmothers  might  have  got  it  changed  for  nim. 
Don't  folks  often  change  their  name  for  proparty  ?  "  At  this  moment 
a  thought  suddenly  seemed  to  flash  actofs  her  mind,  and,  after  a  | 
patise^  she  observed,  *'  But  then  I  am  not  a  Baroness,  which  makes 
all  the  difference."  ! 


MRS.  MORE-OR-LESSINGHAM, 

The  acting  in  the  play  called  Mrs,  Lessinpham,  at  the  Garrick 
Theatre,  is,  on  the  whole,  about  as  good  as  acting  can  be.    Of  course 
it  happens  unfortunately  for  this  particular  drama  that  The  Second 
Mrs,  Tanaueray  came  first,  and  so  rather  bdittied  Mrs,  Lessingham, 
and  made  her  Mrs,  Less-and-Lessingham,    As  for  the  scenery,  the 
Dicture  of  The  Hi^h  Moor  near  Castle  Glen  is  certainly  one  of  the 
finest  and  most  stnking  examples  of  scenic  art,  that  is  of  genuine 
artistic  scene  painting,  at  present  to  be  seen  on  any  London  stage. 
I  For  a  long  time  it  will  be  indeed  very  hard  to  beat,  and  Mr.  W. 
Habpobd  is  to  be  heartily  congratulated  on  a  real  triumph.    The 
:  dramatic  scenes  as  they  stand  apart  are  g[pod  though  not  great ;  but, 
!  unfortunately,  the  foundation  of  the  piece  crumbles  away  at  the 
I  first  touch  of  critical  analysis.    It  is  said  that  Money  is  to  be  im- 
mediately revived  with  a  very  strong  cast,  which  is  to  include  the 
I  Bakcbofts.    If  there  is  little  interest  in  Mrs,  Lessinpham,  there 
j  ought  to  be  a  high  rate  of  interest  for  Money,    It  is  in  rehearsal ; 
I  so 'tis  not  as  yet  **  ready  Money,"    Orood  omen.    Success  in  view, 
and  **  Here  we  Hare  again !  "  say  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Baitcboit. 


Abolition  of  the  Upper  House. 

Conserratire, 

You  'd  see  without  the  Lords  so  gay 

St.  Stephen's  dull  and  cheerless. 

Jtadical, 

Oh,  no !  for  when  arrives  that  day 

Parliament  will  be  peerless. 


Si»oRiixo 
Fixture." 


TOL.  CVL 


Tebm,  hit  batheb  Contbadictobt.— **A  Jumping 
Digitized  by  CjOOQIC 
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DONNA  QUIXOTE. 

The  dreamy  Don  who  to  the  goatherds  told 
Lonp- winded  legends  of  the  Age  of  Gold, 
Finds  a  fair  rival  in  our  later  days ; 
The  newest  Chivalry  hrings  the  newest  Craze. 
Dear  Donna  Qcixote— and  the  sex  t>  dear, 
Even  when  querulous,  or  quaint,  or  queer- 
Dear  Donna,  like  La  Mancha's  moonstruck 

knight, 
Whose  fancy  shaped  the  foes  he  burned  to 

fiplit. 
Mere  book-bred  phantoms  you  for  facts  mis- 
take; 
Your   Wanderjahr  will  vanish  when  you— 
wake ! 

Yes,  there  you  sit  surrounded  by  wild  hosts 
Of     warring    wonders    which    indeed    are 

''  GhosW' : 
*'DoWs-House'^  delirium  sets  yoiir  nerves 

a-thriU, 
**  Dodo  "  hysteria  misdirects  your  will ; 
You  yearn— indetinitelv— to  Advance ! 
You  shake  your  lifted  latch-key  like  a  lance  I 
And  shout,  **  In  spite  of  babies,  bonnets,  tea. 
Creation's  heir,  I  must,  I  will  be— Free  1 " 

Morbid  conceptions  bom  of  books  ferment 
In  brains  a-bum  with  febrile  discontent ! 
So  the  dear  Don,  with  dream-disordered  head. 
His  fancy  fired  with  aU  that  he  had  read— 
Enchantments,     contests,     challenges,    and 

scars — 
Found  rustic  Arragon  a  world  of  wars. 
Windmills  tierce  foes,  and  e'en  domestic  sheep 
Destructive  demons. 

Donna,  could  you  keep 
That  trim-coiled  *'hair  on*'— pray  forgive 

the  slang  !— 
You  do  in  Dodo  /—let  the  fads  go  hang, 
And  **  realise  vourself  "  in  natural  sort, 
For  churls  and  cynics  you  should  make  less 

sport. 
These  shapes  are  things  of  mirage  and  the 

mist, 
Geadered  by  genius  with  a  mental  twist ; 
By  male  hysteria,  Amazonian  sham, 
And  the  smart  world's  great  Fin  de  SiecU 

flam! 
See  Mrs,  Cerberun  in  your  cloudy  vision. 
Keeping  the  portals  o'f  that  Home  Elyaian 
Which  cranks  now  call  a  Hades!      Home, 

sweet  home  ? 
Nay,  *tis  a  gaol  to  those  who  long  to  roam, 
Unchaperoned,  emancipate,  smd/ree, 
With  the  large  Liberty  of  the  Latch-key ! 
Materfarailias  and  the  chaperon  grim, 
Of  watchful  eye,  firm  mouth,  and  triple  chin, 
Are  Mrs.  Geundy's  brace  of  stout  supporters, 
Three  -  headed    guard    of    our    Revolting 

Daughters ! 
You,    Donna    Quixote,   to   this   ward— or 

thene — 
Would  but  too  gladly  plav  the  Hercules, 
Urged  by  the  Caikbs,  and  Crackaitthoepes, 

and  Gbands  ! 
These  demon- weavers  of  domestic  bands, 
Who  've  snared  the  Daughter  of  the  Day,  and 

bound  her. 
As  the  bard  sings,  with  dark  Styx  nine  times 

round  her. 
Bo  not  exist,  dear  Donna,  save  in  dreams, 
Like  QtrixoTE's  Caraculiambo  I     Gleams 
Of  common  sense  and  glorious  hope  illume 
(As  dawn's  first  rosy  streaks  break  night's 

black  gloom) 
The  sex's  future.    The  dull  despot,  man, 
Backed  by  the  bondage  of  the  social  plan, 
Shall  not  for  ever  unrestricted  sway. 
But  Donna  dear,  not  by  the  masher's  way,^ 
Or  Mill's  or  the  sham  Amazons,  or  CaIkd's 
OrHsDDA  Gableb's;  not  thrcrugh  cnmks  ill- 
paired. 
Or  franchise,  or  the  female  voluntenB, 
Eokbtok's  phantasiea  or  Dono's  Jeew, 


Jones,  '•  Evh-LO,  Hakdley,  old  Boy  1 

AND   HAVE   A   DRINK  !  "  ,  ,  tt       ^    „«     •«*      •«      "  ^«mV 

Total  Stranger  {turning  round).   ^'Unfoetunatklt  I  'm  not  Handley,  BUT— EB-    (waT- 
fuily)^*'*MioaT  I  HAYS  ms  Drink f" 


Shall  come  the  true  emancipation.    No ! 
The  Heavenly  Twins,  or  A  Qrey  Eye  or 

So,  ^    , 

The  Yellow  Aster— or  the  Yellow  Book, 
Latch-keys  or  key-notes  ;  all  the  **  thrills" 

that  shook 
The  Master-builder  s  minx,  or  moved  a  soul 
Midway  between  a  maniac  and  a  troU ; 
Music-hdl  freedom,  laxity  in  love, 
AffiniticH  that  range  all  rit^s  above ; 
Soul-swell    that    outgrows   marriage,   as   a 

plant 
Its  pot-bound  limitations— all  the  cants 
Of  culture's  cranks,  and  extra-ethic  dolts, 
Whose  fetifih  is  the  Gospel  of  Revolts,— 
Not  these  shall  shed  one  single  lustrous  raf 
Of  light  divine  upon  the  bitter  way, 


Or  help  with  human  melody  their  songs 
Who'd    "ride   abroad   redressing  womam 
wrongs," 

Therefore,    dear    Donna   Quixote,    be    not 
stupid,  ,  [Cupid, 

Fight  not  with  Hymen,  and  war  not  with 
Run  not  amuck  'gainst  Mother  Nature's  nlan, 
Nor  make  a  monster  of  your  mate,  poor  Man, 
Or  like  La  Mancha's  cracked,  though  noble, 

knight,  .       ,     ,       ^  -  ^ 

You  'U  find  blank  failure  in  mistaken  fight 


Thx  most  popular  **  CinU  and  Cliquea  "  of 
the  present  dav  inidpabt^y  arethe  Golf 
Clubs  and g^^^V^ 
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AN    EVENING  Vf\JH   A  THOUGHT-READER. 

Tke  Scene  is  an  Upper  Hall  in  the  Suburban  Aaaemblj/  Rooms  in 
tohich  Mb.  Ck)Lix  Mailiabd  m  about  to  give  an  exh&ition  of  his 
Thought-reading  powers.  On  the  platjorm  is  Mr.  Maillard, 
ujith  a  simple  apparatus^  consisting  of  a  black  board  and  a  de- 
canter of  water.  At  the  back^  on  a  row  of  chairs,  are  the 
Committee,  who  have  Just— after  prolonged  and  complicated  con- 
sultations such  as  attefid  the  formation  of  a  French  ministry — 
elected  a  Chairman,  Their  general  attitude  is  expressive  of 
acute  personal  discomfort,  combined  with  a  stern  sense  of  duty 
and  dark  suspicion  of  Thought-reading  as  an  imposition  which 
it  will  be  their  painful  mission  to  expose. 

Mr,  Colin  Maillard  {comina  forward),  I  shall  begrin  with  a  little 
experiment  which  I  performea  with  remarkable  success  before  His 
Majesty  the  Ein^  of  Dsnmabk  and  several  members  of  his  family. 

i  Several  ladies  m  the  front  rotes  smile  with  pleasant  anticipation.) 
am  going  to  ask  some  gentleman  on 
the  Committee  to  fix  his  thou|[ht8  in- 
tently upon  some  object  on  tms  plat- 
form. {To  a  Committee-man,)  Will 
yon  obLygre  me,  Sir  ?  Thank  you.  (The 
CotnmiUee-man,  having  consented,  be- 
gins the  experiment  bu  looking  par- 
ticularly foolish,)  When  you  naye 
settled  what  it  is  to  be,  ];>eniaps  you 
will  tell  the  Chairman— not  aloud^ 
and  it  must  be  something  on  the  plat- 
form, not  above  it ;  and  you  must 
think  of  nothing  else.  I  can't  make  a 
man  think  if  he  wonH^or  if  he  canH, 
{Here,  for  some  inscrutable  reason, 
the  Committee-man  takes  offence,  sus- 
pects that  it  is ''a  catch  of  some  sort,** 
and  abruptly  declines  to  have  anything 
further  to  ao  with  it :  whereupon  Mr. 
.  CoLiv  Maillard  expresses  his  feelings 
by  a  disgusted  shrug,  A  second  Com- 
mittee-mau  nobly  volunteers  to  assist 
the  lecturer,  selects  an  object  for  private 
meditation,  informs  the  Chairman  in 
strict  confidence,  and  Mr.  C.  M.,  after 
blindfolding  himself ^  pressing  the 
Thinkefs  hand  to  his  own  forehead, 
and  seizing  him  by  the  wrist,  proceeds 
to  rush  about  the  platform  with  a  view 
to  discovering  tne  article,  while  his 
companion  follows  him  passively,  evi- 
dently wondering  whether  lie  looks  as 
helpless  an  idiot  as  he  feels,  Mr.  Couir 
M.,  after  much  meandering^  has  made 
a  point  at  the  decanter,  wkwh  he  pats 
pensively  for  some  time,  until  he  is  in- 
formed that  he  is  on  a  false  track,) 


Very  well— you  're  sure  you  're  think- 
ing of  nothing  else  all  the  time  ?    I  '11 


nd  poping,  extracts  a  card  from  a 
'hinker  refrains  from  aiving  the 
e,  who  are  totally  in  tne  dark  at 


try  again  then.  (He  does,  and  almost 
upsets  the  black  board.)  Mind,  if  you 
donH  want  me  to  find  it,  I  canU,  (The 
Thinker  assures  him  that  he  does  want 
him  to  find  it  very  much,)  I  never 
had  so  much  difficulty  in  all  my  life  ! 
(He  has  now  worked  round  to  the  Com- 
mittee, and.  after  some  patting  and , 
member* s  breast-pocket;  the  Thin, 
slightest  indication  :  the  audience^ 

present,  lose  faith  in  Mr.  C.  M.,  who  is  obviously'^ annoyed  and  dis- 
concerted,) Am  I  wrong  again  f  Then  all  I  can  say  is— eh,  what  ? 
That  is  the  article  ?  1  a&  jou  to  tell  me  when  I  succeed.  Ladies 
and  Gentlemen,  this  is  the  object  thought  of,  and  I  have  found  it,  as 
I  undertook  to  do  I  (Loud  apphuse  from  the  audience  ;  the  Com- 
mittee reluctantly  concede  that  this  is  one  to  Mr.  Maillard,  but 
seem  hopeful  of  catching  him  before  the  evening  is  over.)  Now  my 
next  experiment  will  be  of  a  more  interesting  character.  I  shall  asx 
the  assistance  of  some  member  at  the  audience  who  is  able  to  draw. 
I  can't  draw  myself.  Can't  draw  a  bit!  But  if  anyone  will  think 
of  an  animal  that  he  wishes  to  have  drawn,  and  see  it  clearly  enough 
in  his  own  mind,  I  shall  be  able  to  draw  it  blindfolded  on  this  hotad 
before  you  all.  Is  there  anyone  here  who  can  draw  ?  iXo  response.) 
What,  no  one  I  ( JJ^ith  pathos.)  No  one  in  all  this  large  audience 
who  is  able  to  draw !  (The  audience  look  at  one  another  reproach- 
fully, as  persons  who  really  ought  to  have  acquired  this  useful 
accomplishment,)  Most  remarkable  thing  I  ever  knew  in  all  my 
an*t  draw.  I  can't  make  you. 

[Jle  regards  them  with  sorrow  and  pity. 


"  The  Committee-man  begiiu  the  experiment  by  looking 
particularly  foolish.*' 


life  I  .  .  ,    If  you  can\ 


A  Matron  (to  her  husband).  What  nonsenie.  Pal    You  can  draw 
animals  very  nicely  when  you  Uke  I 

Pa   (modestly).  Only  in  a  very  amateur  way,  my  love.    I  can 
do  a  pig,  and  so  on,  to  please  the  diildren,  that's  alL 

The  Matron,  Then  go  up,  Pa,  only  you  mustn't  make  it  a  pig,  or 
he  'U  guess  it  at  once. 

[Pa  rises,  amidst  applause,  and  is  invited  to  mount  theplai- 

form :  he  mentally  selects  his  animal,  and  tells  the  CJiair- 

man,  who  appears  to  think  highly  of  it,  Mr.  C.  M.  blindfolds 

himself  J  puts  Pa's  hand  to  his  forehead,  instructs  Ann  to 

hold  Aim  lightly  by  the  tcrist,  and  concentrate  his  whale 

powers  of  thougnt  on  the  animal ;  they  both  advance  to  the 

black  board,  amidst  intense  excitement. 

The  Matron  (/o  her  daughter).  Look,  Muinx,  he's  beginning  to 

draw !    Pa's  thinking  of  a  star— there  are  the  homt— or  else  it^s  a 

goat ...    I  don't  know,  though,  it 's  getting  more  like  a  horse  now 

— or  an  elephant. 

Itude  Person  in  a  back  seat  (as  the  impressionist  sketch  becomes 

more  complicated  at  eqch  stroke).  Call 

that  a  animal  I    It's  a  'ole  bloomin' 

wild  beast  show ! 

Minnie,  Oh,  he's  rubbed  it  all  oat. 
What  a  pity  I  I  'm  sure  it  waa  going 
to  be  like  something! 

Her  Mamma,  Pa  isn't  keeping  liia 
mtWonit.  Ah,  they 've  begun  anin. 
Xow  we  shall  see.  There,  I  toldjon 
it  was  an  eleph— no,  it  can't  be— it's 
got  pointed  ears ;  it's  more  like  a  rabbit 
^. .  no,  it's  got  wings.  • .  Well,  I 
declare  he 's  rubbed  it  out  again  ! 

Mr.  C.  M.  I'm  afraid  I  shaU  have 
no  chance  of  succeeding  with  this  par- 
ticular subject.  There  are  some  indi- 
viduals who  are  absolutely  incapable  of 
concentratinjg  their  thoughts  for  anj 
length  of  time,  and  this  gentleman 
appears  to  be  one  of  them. 

[He  politely  dismisses  Pa  €U  con^ 
ricted  of  incompetency,  and 
he  returns  to  his  seat  to  find 
his  popularity  departed. 
The  Matron.  WeU,  Pa,  a  nice  ex- 
hibition 3rou '  ve  made  of  yourself ! 

Pa  (with  a  feeble  smile).  I  rather 
thought  I  should  puzzle  hun,  my  love 
—it  was  a  rhinoceros. 

The  Matron.  I  mieht  have  known 
it  would  be  something  ridiculooa ; 
you  'd  better  have  stuck  to  apig  after 
all  I  (A  Member  of  the  Cfommittee 
has  represented  himself  ^  ^^  io 
draw  anything  except  animals,  and 
Mr.  0.  M.  has  been  reduced  to  aceart 
his  assistance,)  Now,  Pa,  watch  this 
man  thinkiny  and  see  how  he  does  it. 
Mr.  C.  2a.  (who  has  rubbed  o%U  one 
design  and  completed  another,  which 
is  Uke  nothing  m  the  world  except  a 
proposition  conceived  by  Euclid  in  ex- 
treme dotage),  I  can't  get  any  nearer 
to  it  than  that.  Would  you  mind 
drawing  your  own  picture  side  by 
side? 

[The  Committee-man  bashfully  executes  a  scrawl,  which,  as  he 
explains,  represents  a  yacht  under  full  sail, 
Mr,  C,  M,  (to  the  audience).  Ton  see,  there  is  a  certain  resem- 
blance between  the  two — only  I  drew  one  sail  on  the  other,  and 
mixed  the  masts  up  a  little.  Itold  you  I  couldn't  draw.  (AppUuse. 
The  Committee  waver,  though  several  are  still  inclined  to  scepHeism. 
A  Coloured  Committee-man  is  requested  to  choose  any  lady  among 
the  audience  to  whom  he  wishes  afiower  to  be  presented — whether  he 
knows  her  or  not.  He  confides  his  choice  coyly  to  the  Chairman. 
Mr.  C.  M.  is  blindfolded  and  drags  the  Coloured  (Gentleman,  who  is 
smiling  affably,  to  a  lady  in  the  middle  of  the  third  row.  whom  he 
presents,  greatly  to  her  confusion,  with  a  buttonhole,)  Mr.  Chair- 
man, will  you  kindly  inform  the  audience  whether  this  experiment 
was  correctly  perf  onned  or  not  ? 

The  Chairman  (risina  with  dignity).  Quite  correct  And  also  the 
manner  in  which  the  newer  was  presented  was  perfectly  correct.  I 
may  add  that  the  lady  is  a  relation  of  m^  own. 

[Enthusiastic  applause ;  the  Committee  regard  him  as  a  Lost 
Leader,  Their  demoralisation  is  complete  when  Mr.  C.  M. 
undertakes  to  write  up  on  the  board  the  number  of  a' 
bank-note  in  the  possession  of  the  greatest  seeptie  among 
them^^and  actually  does  it  without  a  fingk,  error ,_J7li 
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entertammeni  concludes  with  an  Amateur  Murder.  Mr. 
C.  M.  retires  lo  a  waiting-room  with  the  Chairman  and  a 
member  of  the  Committee,  Two  other  members  of  amiable 
and  harmless  exterior  are  chosen  by  the  audience  as  assassin 
and  robber  respectively.  They  select  a  rictim  for  sacrifice 
from  the  spectators^  lead  him  on  the  platform^  where  they 
seem  rather  at  a  loss  to  know  how  to  dispose  of  htm.  Finally^ 
one  throttles  him  from  behind  and  stabs  him  irith  a  pen^ 
knife,  while  the  other  holds  him  up  by  the  heels,  and  robs 
him  of  half-a-crown,  which  he  hides  in  a  hat  belongina  to 
somebody  m  (he  balcony.  The  audience  express  their  high 
aoproral  of  the  general  style  and  finish  of  this  criminal  ex- 
ploit,  and  the  victim  returns  complacently  to  his  seat,  Mr. 
C.M^is  called  back  and  blindfolded :  discovers  the  victim 
at  once,  takes  him  back  to  the  platform,  and  repeats  the 
crime  in  every  detail,  even  to  holding  him  up  by  the  heels: 
after  which  he  makes  an  impetuous  rush,  holding  the 
robber's  hand,  to  the  balcony,  where  he  triumphantly  eX' 
tracts  the  half-crown  from  the  hat.  Unanimous  applause, 
in  which  the  Committee,  who  are  now  completely  converted, 
join  ttith  enthusiasm. 
The  Chairman,  I  've  odIv  to  say  on  behalf  of  the  Committee,  that 

we  are  all  quite  oontented;  everything  has  been  perfectly  aooye- 

board  and,  (solemnly)  to  myself,  inexplicable. 

[Cheers,  after  which  the  spectators  disperse,  feeling  that  they 
have  spent  a  highly  instructive  andamueingevenina,  and  that 
Thought-reading  is  a  science  which^  if  only  ^^  followed  up,** 
fcill  lead  to  very  useful  and  practical  results  one  of  these 
days.  Pa,  however,  is  of  opinion  that  the  entertainment 
would  have  been  more  satiefactori^,  from  a  scientific  point  of 
view,  had  the  lecturer  succeeded  m  realising  his  rhinoceros  ; 
though-^s  he  admits  to  being  rather  hazy  as  to  whether  he 
meant  it  to  have  one  horn  or  two,  and  where  its  tail  went 
precisely — (his  objection  is  perhaps  a  little  unreasonable. 


DECIDEDLY    aXJAINT. 


What  must  have  been  a  most  interesting  ceremony  took  place  at 
the  Friends*  Meeting  House,  York,  when  the  Lord  Mayor,  who  is 
a  member  of  Uie  Society  of  Friends,  attended  the  s«nrvirr  m  s^^-, 
on  which  occasion,  as  appears  from  a  picture  in  the  iJtul;/  iitajjhic 
of  April  17,  somebody  diucked  the  sword  of  state  on  to  the  head  of 
His  Worship  sitting  below,  while  somebody  else  in  turn-down  collars 
most  unwarrantably  whacked  the  bald  skull  of  a  peaceable  old 
gentleman  with  the  official  mace  1 1  Some  of  the  excellent  Friends 
must  have  been  inclined  to  raise  a  protect  against  the  dramatic 
action  of  Punch  and  Judy  being  intrMuced  within  the  walls  of  a 
decorous  meetinpr  house.  Their  scruples,  we  may  'suppose,  were 
ultimately  satished. 

At  Kensin^tonian  Ooxiatantinople. 

Here's  Constantinople  I    and  of 

it 

I'll  say  as  I'm  leaving  the 

door— 

EiBALFT  I  oh  great  is  the  Profit  I 

BoLOSST !  no  loss  he  11  deplore. 


TffEN    here's   to   Bolgsst   Ki 
balft's 
Surpassingly  wonderful  Show  I 
How  many  must  wish  they  had 
halfhis 
Acumen  for  making  a  "  go." 


•*Hion  Spiwts,"  akd  a  "Liup"  Perfoemaitce.— The  Upper 
Angels  in  the  last  scene  of  Faust  at  the  Lyceum,  and  Mr.  Ibviko'b 
Mephietopheles, 


THE  BOOBYGONE. 

{By  the  Author  of  "  DmCtdonX'*) 
Book  I, 
She  sat  down  in  her  mother's  chair,  who  was  pouring  her  out  a  cup 
of  tea  (this  is  my  usual  arrangement  of  rslative  pronouns).   Then  she 
went  with  her  unde  for  a  ride,  who  disappeared  completely  after- 
wards ;  the  first  booby  gone.    Later  on  her 
father  also   disappeared ;    another  booby 
ffone.    In  facL  all  the  men  in  this  book  are 
Doobies.    Lord  Daze  was  a  booby  also,  who 
was  so  very  far  gone  that  he  asked  her  to 
marry  hifn.    **1  wiU  be  your  wife,"  she 
said,  letting  her  hands  drop  down  by  her 
side.     Being   a  oourteons  gentleman,  he 
_^  i— riLi.ia'M.     '  picked  up  her  hands  for  her.    I%e  looked 
^^\^  I ,  ill  IflilMilf  Jn.       at  him  steadily — and  the  elongated  chiaros- 
curo of  monotonous  meridians  had  passed 
a  aBfif'»*f™"PiFa*^         from  her  life  for  ever.    Not  long  after,  at 
c^  ^|g_jnj3>   Vi^^         Mentone  the  blue  horizon  was,  naturally 
oiough,  quite  weary  of  her  silences  and  her 
long  glances  which  showed  that  her  soul  had  awakened  with  throbs 
of  surprised  indignation. 

Thero  is  something  so  English  in  the  London  homes  of  the  aris- 
tocracy. They  aro  often  in  squares.  Taking  them  all  round^  the 
aristoOTats  aro  mora  in  the  squaro  than  on  the  square.  (Occasional 
puns  do  enliven  a  dull  book  so  much.)  The  dowager  was  sitting  in 
the  drawing-room  wearing  Dr.  Fadd's  Patent  Hygienic  Clothing, 
which  I  am  happy  to  advertise  here.  Then  Lady  Daze  oame  in, 
turning  a  neat  somersault,  and  they  discussed  the  modem  maiden  in 
violent  but  elegant.language. 

Book  II. 
Stodois  Stupidsobi  was  usually  in  love.  Perhaps  that  is  why  he 
was  the  greatest  booby  of  alL  But  he  had  a  sincero  affection  for  his 
mother,  and  once,  when  she  was  lost  in  the  snow,  he  actually  offered 
to  undergo  the  fatigue  of  taking  off  his  pumps  and  putting  on  thick 
boots,  so  that  he  could  go  out  to  rescue  ner.  But  he  did  not  really 
mean  to  do  it,  and  sat  comfortably  by  the  fire. 
This  brane,  noble  Englishman  is  tne  hero  of  my 
story.'  Bht  you  will  have  to  wade  through  a 
great  many  eptsodes  bef oro  you  oome  to  ^  his 
meeting  with  the  heroine.  To  fill  up  the  time, 
she  went  to  Algiers  with  her  husband  and  Mr. 
Habmkean,  another  male  booby.  While  he  was 
making  love- to  her.  Lord  Daze  listened  at  the 
keyhole,  who  then  entered  and  laid  his  hand  on 
the  young  man's  shoulder. 

^**  Allow  me  to  lend  you  a  Bradshaw"  he 
said* 
' '  What  do  vou  mean  ?  '*  asked  his  wife.  ^^ 

*'I  mean  that  I  ought  to  kick  this  man  out  ^^ 
of  the  house ;  but,  as  he  is  bigger  than  I  am,  I 
hint  at  his  departuro  in  this  courteous  and  cautions  manner." 

She  stood  up  with  intense  anger,  and  boxed  her  husband's  ears, 
who  went  to  bed  crying. 

Stodoie  Stupibsobt  was  very  fond  of  music,  and  when  he  heard  an 
omn  playing  **'JB  dunno  wnere  *e  are,**  ne  thought  it  was  by 
Wagneb.  And  then  at  last  one  evening  he  met  Lady  Daze.  As  he 
was  seven  foot  five  she  noticed  him  at  once.  Soon  after  he  gave  her 
his  photograph,  who  gave  him  hers.  Then  she  asked  him  to  her  box 
at  a  music-hall,  and  he  understood  nothing. 
'*  Oh ! "  she  said,  "  it  gets  easier  further  on." 
Then  the  band  struck  up  **  *E  dunno  where  *e  are,**  and  Stodoie, 
flinging  his  o^era-hat  in  her  face,  rushed  out.  Another  booby  gone. 
Just  about  this  time  Lord  Daze,  nnding  himself  useless  in  the  story, 
died  suddenly.    Yet  another  booby  gone. 

Book  III. 
Thero  is  really  no  need  for  this  book  except  to  fill  up.  I  might  tell 
you  all  about  Prince  and  Princess  Tbalalari,  and  how  they  screamed, 
and  behaved  generallv  like  Austrian  nobles.  But  it  cannot  possibly 
interest  you,  so  I  will  merely  mention  that  Lord  Daze  carefully 
left  somenoison  in  his  laboratory,  which  I  have  just  remembered 
opportunely,  and  that  his  widow,  who  must  have  been  covered  with 
mud  after  lying  for  half  an  hour  on  the  fresh-turned  earth  in  the 
churchyard,  went  back  to  the  tall  house.  Thero  she  turned  her  last 
somersault  with  all  her  indolent,  unrivalled  grace  of  movement,  and 
passed  through  the  study  into  the  laboratwy  beyond,  which  is  the 
end.  PerhaiM  she  went  away  into  stageland,  and  joined  the  Second 
Mrs,  Tanqueray  and  LOtU  Mrs,  Lessingham,  Who  can  tell? 
Anybody  ?  At  ill  events,  not  the  author.  What  happened  to  the 
other  boobies  in  this  story  nobody  knows— or  cares. 

•"Ave  a  New  Piece?**— They've  got  it,  at  the  Avenue. 7 A 
shawt  criticism  on  it  is,  "  Pshaw !    Absurd  I "       Q  QQ 
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A  READY  WIT. 

Offieiom  Old  Lady.  "  Ton  NAvaarr  Bot  I— tbbowiko  a  Dxas  Houbk  at  touk  Ootibnisii  t    I  saw  tou  t    Tov  ovoht  to  dk 

ASBAtlMD  or  TOUBSBLF  t  " 

HardtMi  Voung  Siiuur  (vho  hot  ntver  Mej»  Mi  Qffieiou*  Old  Lady  Ufart).  "  It  's  kot  half  so  bad  as  what  Tou  did,  ovb  dat 
lAST  VbbkI"  [0.  0.  L.  beats  a  hiuty  rttrtoL 


"A  TEASER  TO  TACKLE." 

r«  The  Budget  ii  unquestionably  popular  ....  thev  (its  opponenta)  are 
rather  annoyed  at  its  balance  and  sloU  of  arrangement.''— i>aiiy  ChronUli, 

<*  Marching  securely  under  the  guardianship  of  its  thorn-spiked  armour 
the  Hedgehog  recks  little  of  any  foe."— ^oexTs  Naturai  Mistory,] 

Bow- WOW- wow  I    Yes^  it's  very  fine  a-velmng,  and 

That  plagnej  Irish  temer  might  op  and  lend  a  ndping  hand ; 

But  this  yannint  is  so  priokly,  andTso  precious  porcamny, 

And  a  tyke's  mouth  is  so  tender,  and  the  hedgehog's  oaok  so  spiny, 

But  the  roly-poly  rascal  little  heeds  the  currish  row. 

Talk  of  drawing  of  a  badger  or  the  homy  armadillo  ? 

Their  backs  compared  with  Am  are  as  a  soft  and  downy  pillow. 

Impregnable  at  either  end,  and  priokly  dl  around, 

This  horrid  little  hedgehogmight  the  gamest  dog  confound. 

He  *d  like  to  get  a  hold  on  him,  but  doesn't  quite  see  how. 

Yap  !  yap  !  yap  !    There 's  no  yarmint  pluckier,  truer. 
Than  this  teirier,  the  pet  and  pride  of  a  jovial  sporting  orewer. 
The  fiercest  rat  he  '11  tackle,  and  ne'er  whimper  or  give  tongue ; 
He  'd  be  backed  with  his  last  doUar  by  each  genuine  Brotiier  Bung. 

JSowtooto^toow  ! 
Is  there  aught  in  a  mere  hedgehog  that  the  champion  dog  can  cow  f 

Cow?    Perish  the  assumption!    He 's  as  bold  as  any  lion,  [on. 

And  there's  nothing  goes  on  four  legs  Uiat  his  teeth  he  dares  not  try 
But  how  are  teeth  to  penetrate  that  thick  cA#roo-der-/rtzsy  t 
Just  let  him  find  a  weak  srot,  and  those  teeth  will  soon  be  busy  I 

iBoW'f/DOUh'WOU}  ! 

But  the  hedgehog  does  not  seem  to  care  a.tinker's  cuss,  somehow. 

Oh,  he's  artful,  awful  artful  I    He  is  armed  at  every  point, 
And  his  armour  doesn't  seem  to  have  a  vulnerable  Joint ; 
An  ambulant  pincushion  makes  the  awkwaidest  off oes. 
And  whichever  way  you  tackle  Aim  a  needle  pricks  your  nose. 

JBow'Wowwow/ 
How  that  Witler's  tyke  would  worry  him— if  only  he  knew  hoW* 


Oh,  the  creature  looks  complacent  I    He  has  fared  so  wdl  so  far 
That,  like  the  hero  of  the  son^,  **  'e  dunno  where  'e  are  I " 
But  ffewillikins !  cries  the  Witler,  give  the  Witler's  dog  a  chance. 
One  uttle  sharp  look  in,  and  won't  he  lead  the  brute  a  dance  f 

BaW'UfoW'WOUf ! 
They  have  been  circumvented,  have  these  hedgehogs  sly,  ere  now  I 


•CHURCH  AND  STAGE." 


The  Tablet  of  the  week  before  last,  quoting  from  the  Kotre  Dame 
ScholaetiCf  told  us  how  a  certain  honour  called  **  the  Lvtare  Medal " 
had  been  awarded  to  Mr.  Auoustin  Daly,  of  **  Daly's,"  New  York 
and  London,  by  the  Very  Rev.  Andrew  Morbisset,  President  of  the 
University,  tt  is  to  be  presented  to  the  clever  theatrical  manager 
on  his  return,  *'when  The  Most  Rev.  Archbishop  Corrioan  will  read 
the  address."  Now  this  is  as  it  should  be.  In  America  the  Catholic 
Clergy,  ''permdeeu  euperiorum"  can  visit  the  theatres,  or  at  least 
some  tneatres,  such  as  Arousmr  Dalt'b,  and  on  these  special  occa- 
sions a  Shakspearian  play  is  provided  for  their  entertainment.  Mr. 
Punch  notices  that  an  extra  matinee,  **  under  the  patronise  of  H.E. 
Cardinal  Vauohan,"  at  Daly's,  is  announced  for  this  Yrednesday ; 
but  H.E.  **Vaughan't  be  theer"  in  proprid  pereond,  though  he 

S' ves  his  countenance,  a  decidedly  handsome  one.  to  the  performance, 
fr.  Punch  asks  why  should  not  this  rational  form  of  recreation  be 
occasionally  permitted  to  the  hard- worked,  over-taxed,  and  very 
poorly  paid  Catholic  Clergy  in  London  ?  in  Manchester  r  in  liyer- 
pool  r  or  in  any  one  of  the  great  industrial  centres  ?  The  Anglican 
Clergj,  and  the  Clergy  of  all  other  denominations,  are  free  to  go  to 
the  tneatres  according  to  their  own  sweet  will— even  though  the 
••Sweet  Will"  of  the  occasion  in  question  be  not  ••Sweet  Will 
Shasspeare,"  and  many  of  them  are  to  be  seen  at  the  theatres,  and 
occasionally  at  the  Opera.  Let  Eminences  consider.  ••All  work  and 
play  "  is  a  dangerous  system.  The/  Jjo  to  their  work  regularly 
)ugn;  '    ■ 


no 
enougj 


let  'em  occasionally  get  to  a  little  ••  play." 


Some  Colour  tor  the  Questiow.— -2%«  YeUow  Book  is  the  title 
of  the  new  eccentric  Quarterly  published  by  Elkin  Mathews  &  Co. 


But  will  The  Yellow  Book  become  a  generally  i2fi7  Book? 
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COnON  REEL-ISM  AT  THE  ADELPHI. 

What  may  be  the  details  of  the  plot  of 
Mr.  Sutton  Yawe*8  The  Cotton  Xing,  at  the 
Adelphi,  I  confess  I  did  not  follow  alter  the 
highly  satisfactory  conclusion  of  the  Second 
Act,  which  seemed  to  me  to  finish  the  plar. 
At  that  psychological  moment  I  was  perfectly 
contenf  to  see 
Virtue  Victori- 
ous, and  Vice 
Vanquished!  I 
was  well  aware 
that  in  a  pre- 
vious scene  the 
villain  had  done 
something  so 
artful  with 
some  property 
bank  notes- 
very  "real  pro- 
perty" these— 
that  the  much- 
suffering  hero 
Jack  Charles 
Warner  0«- 
ftont,  was  bound 
to  be  suspected 
monies  belongmg  to 


of  having  ai      . 

the  firm  of  Herieri  Fleming,  De  Fonseca  8r 
Co.,  to  his  own  lise;  but  as  at  the  end  of 
the  Second  Act  the  villain  had  been  un- 
equivocally "  cornered,"  his  crimes  exposed, 
and  he  himself  very  nearly  killed,  and  as  on 
that  interesting  occasion  virtue  had  been 
triumphant  ana  vice  nowhere,  there  was 
every  opportunity  for  any  little  difficulty 
with  regard  to  the  aforesaid  property  notes 
to  have  been  cleared  up  on  the  spot,  had 
the  author  and  the  villain  been  so  minded,  to 
the  satisfaction  of  everybody  in  the  play. 
But,  not  a  bit  of  it ;  no  self-respecting  melo- 
dramatist  would  dare  to  deceive  a  trusting 
audience  in  this  manner^  and  no  Adelphi 
Maaager  with  his  heart  in  the  right  place, 
which  I  take  to  be  the  Cash-box  in  the 
Theatre  Treasury,  could  possibly  so  trlfie 
with  the  feelings  of  an  audience  as  to  start 
an  Adelphi  drama  at  eight,  and  end  it  by 
ten.  Perish  the  thought  i  So  in  the  Thi^ 
Aot  the  villain  is  seen  going  about  again 
juikt  as  if  nothing  had  happened,  and  being 
received  as  a  visitor  hy  the  woman  to  whom 
he  had  been  (to  put  it  delicately)  so  un- 
pardonably  rude,  that  bruised  worm  as  is 
the  heroine  Hetty  Drayson  (played  symra- 
thetically  on  the  ni^ht  I  was  there  by  Miss 
J  A  KIT  AcHTJ&cH,  in  the  absence  of  the 
originar  interesting  victim  of  villainy.  Miss 
Mabion  Tsrst,  who  has  since  reappeared  on 
the  scene),  even  she  might  have  refused  to 
receive  this  villain  of  the  deepest  dye  (whose 
dark  black  hair  and  ditto  moustache  are  but 
an  index  to.  his  mind)  as  a  visitor,  with  even 
ordinary  politeness,— at  least  so  I  should 
have  thought.  But  no!  With  superhuman 
charity  »he  apparently  lets  bygones  be  by- 
gones (his  victim,  Elsie  Kent,  **  the  pet  of 
the  works,"  who  has  suffered  for  the  works 
of  the  pet,  haj^  fince  the  end  of  Act  II.,  becoi 
laid  to  rest  with  her  mother  in  an  adjaoent 
churchyard,  much  to  the  gentlemanly  villain's 
satisfaction),  and  in  a  pleasant,  if  perhaps  a 
slightly  distant  manner,  she  accepts  nis  polite 
attentions.  This  atrocious  scoundreL  named 
Stoekley  (played  by  Mr.  Edwabd  O'Neill 
with  as  much  uneonventionality  as  is  per-  i 
misiible  in  a  villain  at  the  Adelphi),  is  still 
retained  in  his  responsible  position  as  manager 
of  the  Ashton  Cotton  Works,  as  if  there  nnd 
never  been  that  one  memorable  evening  when 
he  was  publicly  denounced  by  his  victim 
backed  up  bv  the  heroine,  and  was  then  onlv 
saved  from  the  vengeance  of  his  own  employes 
by  the  intervention  of  Jack  Oshornf 
Then  at  the  end  of  Act  III.  comes  Thb 


Sensation  Scene,  which  does  **  give  the  drama 
la  *  lif  t ' "  with  a  vengeance.  Down  it  comes 
with  crashing  effect  I  and  down  oomes  the 
curtain  amid  the  ringing  cheers  of  the  hitherto 
breathless  audience ! 

Delightful  to  see  the  incomparable  Colleen 
Batcn,  Mrs.  Dioir  Boucicault,  once  again  on 
the  scene  of  her  former  triumphs,  gently  re- 

§  resenting  the  heroine's  mother.  Miss  Alma 
taxlet,  described  as  **  Servant  at  the  Dray- 
sons,  afterwards  a  Stronpr  Woman,"  sings  and 
dances,  in  conjunction  with  that  dry  humorist, 
Mr.  Ajithtjr  Williams,  with  great  effect. 
But  what  a  time  **  The  Draysons^'  must  have 
Imd  with  this  handsome  singing  and  dancing 
chambermaid!!  Very  funny,  too,  is  Mr. 
Lenkox  Pawlk  as  the  Reverend  Mr,  Ponder, 
whose  rather  unecclesiastical  conduct  makes 
the  judicious  wonder  what  will  be  **  Ponder* s 
End." 

Bruce  Smith's  scenery  is  admirable;  and 
the  stage  management,  for  which  Mr. 
Chables  Hudsox  is  responsible,  is  about  as 
good  as  it  can  be,  except  in  the  soene  where 
Qie  dance  and  song  occur,  when  the  persons 
for  whose  amusement  the  two  principeds  are 
supposed  to  be  performing  take  uncommonlv 
little  interest  in  the  entertainment,  which 
callousness  is  perhaps  pardonable,  seeing  that 
the  two  singinfc  ana  dancing  entertainers  so 
far  ignore  their  audience  (on  the  sta^e)  as  to 
turn  their  backs  on  them  the  whole  time ! ! 

Altogether,  the  dramatist  new  to  the 
Adelphi  shows  great  skill  in  designing  sensa- 
tions, and  exhimts  a  Sutton  Vane  of  humour, 

B  in  Box. 


MT  CUMMERBUND. 

The  sun  is  blazing  in  the  sky, 

The  weather  is  superbly  dry. 

Thermometers  in  every  street 

Are  proudly  marking  '*  Summer  Heat," 
And  Nature  says  with  smile  jocund, 
**  'Tis  time  to  wear  your  Cummerbund ! " 

Awav  to  wardrobe  depths  remote 
Shall  speed  my  winter  overcoat  I— 
Away  shall  go  with  hearty  shoves 
Mv  muffler  and  my  fur-lined  gloves  !— 
Henceforth  my  cardigan  is  shunned— 
This  heat  demands  a  Cummerbund ! 

Then  out  from  some  secluded  spot 
Dif  erectly  spread  with  pepper  hot 
Shall  come  my  flannels  fresh  and  new— 
Mv  blazer  striped  in  red  and  blue — 
)Ay  hat  of  straw  by  summer  sunlitfd. 
And  last— not  least— my  Cummerbund ! 

How  sweet  to  pass,  in  this  array, 

The  £[lories  of  the  golden  day 

In  dnfting  on  the  river's  tide, 

With  some  fond  maiden  by  my  side  !— 
I  'm  sure  that  little  BosAMUiri) 
Will  like  me  in  my  Cummerbund. 

Pray  what  is  there  to  laugh  about  ? 
You  hint  that  I  am  getting  stout  ? 
This  automatic  weight  maichine 
Will  tell  me  plainly  what  you  mean — 

Confound  it  I    Tes !    I  'm  too  rotund 
For  tiiat  becoming  Cummerbund ! 


"The  Rnro  and  the  (Plat)  Bode."  — 
Can  you  fight?"  **No."  *•  No!- then 
come  on!''  This  famous  quotation  is,  as 
everyone  knows,  from  a  celebrated  piece  in 
which  the  American  Actor-pugilist,  now  at 
Drury  Lane,  ouffht  to  have  appeared  as  the 
representative  of  ^oir.  The  Tday  could  have 
been  appropriately  re-entitled,  The  Pugilist 
Box  and  the  Fighting  Cox, 


OH,  THE  MUDDLE  OF  IT  1 

{Overheard  at  an  Amateur  Pastoral  Pantomime,) 

He,  Well,  Angelina,  I  see  nothing  in  it. 
I  think  I  must  be  going-,  in  a  minute! 


"  An  Appropriate  Illustration,  by  Dakby 
Weirdslet." 

She,  You  *re  bored  P    To  you  it  seems  a  little 
mystic. 
But  stall,  you'll  own  it 's  awfully  artistic ! 
He.   I  dmiH  quite  enter    into    Fierbot*8 

'  wrongs. 
She,  Then  Esten  to  the  Incidental  Songs. 

Song  L— Crocuses, 
High  diddle  diddle. 
The  cat  and  the  fiddle 
(Fragrance  and  Colour  and  Sky, 
Almond  and  Husk, 
Cedar  and  Musk), 
0,  what  a  good  boy  am  I ! 

II. — Carnations, 
Little  Bo-peep, 
Has  lost  her  sheep 
{Poppies  and  Heather  and  Sun, 
Moonlight  and  Shade, 
Blossom  and  Blade), 
And  so  the  poor  dog  had  none ! 

ULr-Heliotrope, 
little  Jack  Homer, 
Sat  in  a  comer 

(Rainbows  and  Lilies  and  Laughter, 
Silence  and  Fears, 
Heartsease  and  Tears), 
And  Gill  came  tumbling  after ! 

She  (enthusiastic),    Isn*t  it  beautiful?    So 

fresh  and  quaint ! 
He  (sulky).    Some  people   may  admire   it, 

others  mayn't. 
She,  Well,  if  you  don't  I  take  it  as  a  sign 
That  you  aro  quite  a  hopeless  Philistine ! 
Why,  Edwiw,  surely  you  *re  not  going  yet? 
He  (rtsing),  1  must  go  out,  and  have  a  cigar- 
ette.     IHe  goes,  and  returns  no  more. 


Abt  rs  EXCEL8I8,  **N.B."— The  Glasgow 
Dogberries,  as  some  reparation  for  their 
having  recently  prohibited  the  exhibition  of 
certain  works  of  the  highest  <classical  art. 
will  now  request  the  Vice-Chancellor  of 
Oxford  to  award  to  Sir  FredBhicK  Lfighton, 
Mr.  PoTWTKB,  R:A.,and  Mr.  Hacker,  A.R.  A., 
"  the  Nude-^titket  prixe^  between  the  three. 
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CHILD 


TO-DAY. 


£UUh  {dudying   **  The  HouhKM  Physician**),    "MoTHBR,   TOV  'd  bbttkk 

HAVK    FbBD    and    BaBT    8BNT    OFF    AT    ONOB.       I  'TS    BBBN    LOOKIHO    UP    MT 

Symptoms,  and  it  '8  Mbablis  I  'vb  got— aggbayatbd  form  1 " 


TO  THE  NEW  BOLICITOR-GENERAL. 
Mr.  R.  T.  REID,  a.C.,  M.P. 

DsAR  Bob,— Please  for^ye,  if  the  cheek  of  it  strikes  yon. 
My  callmg  you  thus  by  a  name  which  is  short' 

Aooept  this  good  wish  from  an  old  friend  who  likes  you. 
Who  has  seen  you  in  Chambers,  and  watched  you  in  Court. 

A  scholar  of  Balliol,  a  nailer  at  cricket, 

First-dass  with  tiie  racquet,  first-class  in  the  schools, 
Tou  have  kept  up  your  practice,  as  once  you  kept  wicket, 

By  pluck,  skill,  good-numour  and  knowledge  of  rules. 

You  have  taken  hard  knocks  with  tiie  best  of  good  temper, 
Tou  have  given  hard  knocks,  but  have  ne'er  made  a  foe ; 

Is  it  strange  we  should  hail  you  with  ^^floreoM  iemper^ 
Hay  your  honours  grow  tmcker  the  farther  you  go"  P 

You  have  uttered  good  sense.  Bob,  whenever  you ' ve  spoken, 
Thera  are  many  good  chaps,  you're  the  rick  of  the  bundu 

A  Ritb  though  you  be.  Bob,  you  '11  never  oe  broken. 
But  unbend,  as  before,  to  your  f  riends^and  to  Pimek. 


OUR    BOOKING-OFFICE. 

Quoth  the  Baron,  who  has  lately  been  allowed  some 
leisure  for  novel  reading,  **1  must  conjfratulate  Miss 
Bessis  Hatton  on  her  novel  in  two  volumes,  entitled 
Fnid  Z^U,  and  published  by  Chapmax  and  Haix." 
Ha\ing  in  his  time  picked  up  some  little  knowledge  of  the 
World,  the  Convent,  and  the  Stage,  the  Baron  can  testify 
to  the  truthful  representation  of  the  two  latter  divisions  ; 
for,  though  his  experience  of  conventual  life  is  naturally 
limited,  yet  his  experience  of  the  stage  is  bj  no  means 
inconsiderable.  The  clever  authoresses  scenes  in  the  world 
are,  here  and  there,  a  trifle  too  melodramatic,  and  rather 
suggestive  of  a  tellini?  situation  or  two  in  a  Drurylanian 
or  Adelphian  drama,  intended  to  thrill  a  sensation-loving 
audience,  than  as  representing  a  real  situation  in  ordinary 
life  where  the  object  is  to  avoid  publicity  or  anything 
savouring  of  effect.  But  the  story  is  thoroughly  interest- 
ing from  point  to  point,  the  lovable  characters  of  the  tale 
'  are  drawn  with  a  skilful  hand  guided  by  a  warm  heart 
and  a  clear  head,  and  more  than  once,  when  the  Baron  has 
pausc^d  for  a  while  to  consider  whether  the  hero  of  the 
!  story,  Alec  Meadows^  were  not  sketched  from  life,  has  he 
!  murmured  to  himself  meditatively,  **  *1  know  that  man, 

he  comes  from  * but  no,  I  recommend  novel-loving 

1  readers  to  get  this  book,  but  I  will  not  give  anv  one  of 
them  this  clue:  suffice  it  that  the  *  missing  word*  is  not 
*  Sheffield.* "  The  Baron  fancies  that  the  sketch  of  the  stage- 
j  manager— *' the  staige-manager"— is  rather  burlesqued. 
I  In  a  theatre  such  as  this  wnercof  Mr,  Alec  Meadows  is 
the  proprietor  and  manager^  an  unpardonably  vuigar  *  Abbt 
as  the  staige-manager  "  is  scarcely  probable.  The  Baron 
does  remember  such  an  one,  in  fact  two  or  three  of  them, 
in  what  were  not  **  the  palmy  days,"  but  the  **cabbagey 
days"  of  the  drama,  when  stage- managers  habitually  used 
as  strong  language  as  did  *'our  army  in  Flanders,"  and 
when  a  iive-pound  note  was  the  payment,  or,  indeed,  the 
highest  payment,  given  to  a  stock -author  for  **  cabbaging" 
from  the  French.  What  that  **  stoek-author"  was,  in 
bvegone  days,  may  be  gathered  from  Albkht  Smith's 
Poitleion  Legacj/y  whence  the  Baron  begs  to  quote 
the  following  ;  /.f.,  a  dialogue  between  Mr,  Flitter  and 
!  Mr,  Shem  the  manager  and  proprietor  of  a  theatre: 
'*  There's  a  oharming  piece,  govemorj  just  out.  I  saw  it 
at  Paris  on  Friday.  Now,  look  here — it  is  sure  to  make  a 
tremendous  hit ;  and  if  you  '11  give  me  a  ten-pcmnd  note, 
I  *11  do  it  for  you  off-hand."  Then  Mr,  Shem  has  a  look 
at  it  and  hands  it  back  saving,  '*  I  had  that  piece  la&t 
week,  my  boy,  I  *ve  got  it  done  already.  M v  man  Croon 
has  two  guineas  a  week  to  do  aU  my  interludes— eh  P  " 
Where  are  the  representatives  of  3/r.  Shem  nowadays? 
You  must  turn  to  a  certain  ZoLA-esque  English  novelist 
called  George  Moore  for  a  portrait  of  the  modem  Mr, 
Shem  of  the^  theatrical  world ;  and  when  found  and  made 
a  note  of,  his  existence  will  be  denied,  and  My  Lady 
Betst  Prig  will  boldly  say  to  Mrs.  Gamp,  the  authoress, 
who  mav  have  ventured  on  the  theatrical  portrait  in  ques- 
tion, **1  don't  believe  there  's  no  sich  a  person  I  "  Now 
the  Baron  and  the  Baron's  friends  do  believe  that  there  is 
such  a  person  as  the  tbeatjical  manager  and  actor  Aiec 
Meadows  so  excellently  portrayed  by  Miss  Bessis  Hatton  ; 
and,  moreover,  that  just  now  he  is  not  by  any  means  an 
exception  to  the  rule. 
Likewise  the  Baron  most  cordially  welcomes  a  very  excellent 
little  volume,  charmingly  bound,  **  And  bound,''  qnoth  the  Baron, 
'*  so  as  to  deceive  even  the  elect,"  entitled  Memoires  InSdiis, 
gathered  together  by  oneMattre  Waltek  H.  Pollock,  and  dedicated 
to  Mr.  Graham  Muubat.    The  Memoires  In^dits  concern  a  certain 

*'  Monsieur  le  Marquis  de ,"  whose  name  remains  a  secret,  being 

writ,  as  is  the  little  book,  with  a  dash.  And  what  more  expres- 
sive r  for,  as  the  Marqnis  lived  dashingly,  so  died  he  with  a  dash,  and 
all  that  was  left  for  the  tombstone  memorialist  to  do  was  on  his 
headstone  to  **  cut  a  dash."  The  Marquis  is  delightf  oL  Enter  his 
valet  Francois: — 
**  Monsieur  le  Marquis  a  sonfU  f  " 

[There  are  some  nusprinted  accents,  by  the  way,  which  will  be 
corrected  in  the  next  edition.  For  example,  **  a"  is  in  my  copy 
printed  **  d.**  For  a  less  matter  a  compositor  has  been  shot ;  or,  if 
not  shot,  at  least,  like  a  gun,  discharged.] 

*•  Out,"  replies  the  Marqnis,  '^presque  rien,  Tl  me  semhU  que 
Monsieur  de  Sarrazere  n'aime  ptu  mon  vin  de  Bourgogne,  Qmfez 
ta  gorge  d  Monsieur  de  Sarrazere,    Aussit6t  dit^  auBsimfaU,^* 

Let  me  commend  this  little  g«m  to  all  readers  who  tnut  the  word 
of  their  friend  and  literary  goaraian^ 
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•AN  OLD  CLOCK. 

WiTHnr  tliat  old  oak  case  it 

stands,  [ages, 

Has  stood,   no   doubt,  for 

They  torn  life's  look,  those 

ancient  hands, 

To  long-for^tten  pages ; 

No  less  uaceasingly  they  gude 

Still  onward  o  er  the  dial, 
They  still  regard  rot,  Time 
and  Tide, 
Philosophy's  denial  I 

Our  ancestors    hare    sorely 
glanced 
Thereon  in  early  morning. 
While  stately  minuets   they 
danced 
Nor  cared  about  its  warning, 
Our  great-great-grandmother 
peihaps 
Then  heard— the   thought 
amazes —  [relapse 

Our  great-great-grandfather 
Into  impassioned  phrases ! 

Ah,  ancient  clock,  for  years 
you  will 
Proclaim  the  fleeting  time, 
And  give  to  other  poors  still 

Material  for  rhyme ; 
Your  well-worn  frame,  your 
yellow  face,  | 

Your    ticking,    slow    and  i 
steady,  [place 

Have^  made  a  wnter  common-  ' 
Quite  eloquent  already. 

And  there,  I  see,  the  maker  old  | 

Has   quaintly    carved   hisj 
name;  [for  gold,  ' 

True  workers  then  cared  less 

And  more  for  honest  fame ;  ' 
Come,  read  it. . . .  Why— good 
gracious  me! 

0  fearful  blow !    The  line 
Is  simply  '*Made  in  Germany, 

Daie-19S9." 


UNPARDONABLE    FLIPPANCY. 

The  Old  Judffe.  "  Ym,  I  'vB  had  my  Day.    I  *vb  wabmed  both  Hands 

AT  THB  FiBB  OF  LiFB,  AND  NOW  I  *M  BEADY  FOB  MY  EUTHANASIA  !  " 

The  Indian  General.  "Ah,  I  'vE  BAD  my  Yocth  in  Asia  ! " 


THE  EARLY  GNAT. 

Pale  as  a  film  of  dawn 
Wrought  by  a  fairy  goldsmith 

into  shape 
To  hold   Miranda*$  yell   of 

wizard-lawn. 
And  dower*d  with  life  by  potent 

Prospero, 
Thoii  joyest  in  the  sunbeam,  to 

and  fro. 
So  summer-like,  I  needs  must 

let  thee  'scape. 
So  glad  of  life— and   yet   I 

hardly  know. 

Thou  tiny  Uhlan  of  the  Sum- 
mer hos^, 
What  August  memories  thy 

music  brings 
Of  riyer-shades,  where  now 

no  fdngle  spies. 
But  in  battahons,  the  Onat 

Armjr  flies. 
Taking  with  maziest  strategy 

the  trouble 
To  seek  an  eyil  reputation's 

bubble 
In  anybody's  mouth,  or  nose, 

or  eyes. 
And  crowns  the  beaker  with 

its  IcH^s  and  wings. 
And  settles  on  th'  unguarded 

neck,  and  stings. 

Here  in  the  tender  April  liffht 
There  seems  no  threat  in  tnat 

yague,  lonely  flight. 
Transparent  being,  delicately 
fair !  [you  to. 

Perchance  'twere  safe  to  let 
You  might  not  injure  me— I 
do  not  know — 
But  then  you  might— 

So  there!         [floor! 
Flat  as  a  fairy  panoake  on  the 
Well,   neyer  mind,   there'll 
soon  be  plenty  more. 


JAUNDICE. 

LiSAyES— like  Autumn  leayes— the  tint  of  custard. 
Coyer  like  a  poultice  made  of  mustard, 

(General  aspect  bilious. 
Letter-press  (with  some  exceptions)  silly ; 
Sentiment  like  highly-seasoned  skilly. 

Posing  supercilious. 
Sort  of  neo-Pagan  realm  of  Xox, 
Starred  with  sputtering  sparks  of  paradox, 

As  with  guttering  rushlights. 
Sham  Olympian  in  its  sweeping  strictures, 
Stygian  in  its  smudges  drear— called  pictures ! 

Intermittoit  gushliff  hts 
Gloomy  gulfs  of  cocky  cynicism. 
Giye  you  intellectual  rheumatism 

With  their  cramping  diilliness. 
But.  ye  gods,  the  thines  called  *'  Illustrations  "  ! 
Ill-drawn,  objectless  abominations ! 

Supernatural  silliness  I 
Freakish  schoolboy  with  a  slate  and  pencil, 
**  Skibow  "  with  a  smudging-brush  and  stenoil 

(And  an  extra  •'^skin-full "). 
Mipht  haye  perpetrated  such  abortions. 
Void  of  beauty,  meaning,  charm,  proportions. 

Sure  such  waste  is  sinful, — 
Waste  of  time  and  trouble,  ink,  and  paper. 
Sure  if  **  Art "  must  play  such  crankish  oaf 

Aping  the  cheap  wag's  tone. 
There's  no  need  to  print  it— at  a  crown- 
While  there  is  a  lump  of  chalk  in  town, 

And  a  handy  flagstone ! 


Happy  Fikalb."— Admiral  de  Meixo.  that  gay  yonng  fellow, 
mrrendered  la^  Saturday,  and  all  is  well  that  ends  well,  at  ^neooa 
S^yres.     Such  is  the  last  Act  of  this  Mello-drama. 


I  caper. 


ESSENCE   OF   PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED  FBOM  THE  DIABT  OF  TOBT,  M.P. 

House  of  Commons,  Monday,  April  16. — Appearance  of  House 
recalls  historic  nights  when  Mr.  G.  has  had  a  big  Budget  in  hand. 
Not  a  yacant  seat  anywhere;  no  passage  up  the  gangways,  on 
which  late-comers  canop  out  like  pittites  waiting  to  storm  the 
Lyceum  on  the  night  when  Ellbn  and  Henry  came  sailing  home 
from  Ameriky.  Both  side  galleries  fall.  Camp-stools  eke  out 
scanty  accommodation  for  priyate  secretaries  and  Treasury  authori- 
ties under  gallery.  Strangers'  galleries  packed;  the  rarely-used 
seats  behind  Speakeb's  chair  keenly  competed  for. 

The  Squibe  of  Malwood  spoke  for  oyer  two  hours  and  a  half, 
with  that  air  of  chastened  resignation  he  has  assumed  with  his  new 
office  of  Leader.  No  more  quips  and  cranks,  nor  any  further  setting 
of  the  table  in  a  roar.  Like  all  reformed  sinners,  the  Squibb  is 
eyen  sayagely  resentful  of  !people  who  would  make  merry  in  a  world 
like  this.  Once  when  a  Member  opposite,  oppressed  by  the  sur- 
rounding gloom,  broke  into  something  suspiciously  like  a  hysterical 
laugh,  the  Squibs  turned  upon  him  a  yisage  of  such  awesome 
reproof  that  a  smilinc[  countenance  was  abmptly  suffused  by  a  dull, 
stolid  stare,  put  on  with  obyious  intent  to  oonyey  impression  that  it 
wasn't  he  who  had  laughed.  Amongst  Peers  in  gaUery  oyer  the 
dock  was  a  Bbhop.  The  Member  for  Sabk  tells  me  the  li^ht 
reyerend  gentleman  confided  to  him  that  when  the  Squibe  concluded 
his  address,  it  was  with  the  greatest  difficulty  he  restrained  himself 
from  rising,  giying  out  the  Doxoloffy,  and  inyiting  congregation  to 
join  in  its  familiar  strains.  But  I  don't  beUeye  Sabk  is  on  speaking 
terms  with  a  Bishop. 

Chaitcellob  op  the  Exchequxb  shares  with  the  Yice-Cicajc- 
BEBLAiir  and  the  Contbolleb  of  the  Household  the  distinction  of 
haying  a  special  dress  pertaining  to  his  ministerial  office.  It  is  a 
stately  gown,  of  rich  black  silk.  Bemembcor  seeing  Mr.  G.  arraved 
in  it  at  the  opening  of  the  new  Law  Courts.  Neyer  in  any  public 
appearance  did  he  look  so  welL  Why  should  Chakcelldb  of  £x- 
ceequse  forego  advantage  of  wearing  this  gown  when  expounding 
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"  The  Doctor  (McG r)  Rampant,  or  Scotland 

for  the  Scotch.^ 


his  Budget  in  House  of  Commons  ?  It  would  to-ni^ht  have  ad- 
mirably suited  the  Squibc  and  his  almost  monastic  manner  of 
announcing  the  addition  of  a  penny  to  the  income-tax.  His  intro- 
duotion  of  the  death  duties  to  the  notice  of  the  Houe  was  artis- 
tically f unereaL  As  Prince  Abthxjr  said,  talking  |t  over  after- 
wards, **you  might  almost  hear  across  the  hushed  House  4he  boom 
o£  St  Paul's,  the  sound  of  muffled  drum,  or  the  ^dly  tkrobbing 
recurrence  of  the  minute  gun." 

Quite  so.  But  there  remains  the  fact,  agreed  upon  on  botk  sides, 
that  in  a  speech  that  was  a  model  of  lucidity,  the  SauiBE  presented 
to  the  House  a  boldly  conceived  scheme,  broMtffaased  upon  an  econo- 
mically sound  foundation.  Business  done. — ^Buo^et  Bui  bronglit  in. 
Tuesdas^. — '  *  Thisis  Bannockbumover  agai(i,"£a&d  The  Macg&bgob, 
surveying  the  embattled  hosts  from  the  heights  "bdiind  the  Treasury 

Bench.  •*Peincb. 
Abthub,  of  course, 
stands  for  Edwabd 

THE.  &ECOVD ;   CaW- 

mel-Banneeman  is 
the  Bruce.  l>on*t 
know  how  to  fix 
Joseph,*'  he  con- 
tinued, glancing  re- 
flectively across  the 
Gangway.  *'  There 
wasn't  any  one 
exactly  like  nim-  in 
the  early  years  of 
the  Fourteenth 
Century." 

This,  of  course, 
is  poesy.  Plain 
parliamentary  fact 
IS  that  House  is 
again  engaged  in 
struggle  round  pro- 
posal to  create 
bcotch  Grand  Com- 
mittee. Ministers 
say  it  is  a  mere 
nothing,  designed 
simply  to  expedite  business.  Under  this  muffler  the  Opposition  spy 
the  peard  of  Home  Rule.  Difficult  to  work  up  excitement  round  tne 
subject  even  when  thus  presented.  JoKnc  labours  hard,  but  his 
blows  resound  through  empty  House.  Cawmkl-Baxitebkav  strictly 
Scotch  in  his  manner  of  dealing  with  the  question.  Joseph,  saving 
himself  up  for  the  after-dinner  hour,  more  successful,  especially 
when  prodding  at  his  old  friend  and  tUmnd-Table  colleague  Tre- 
VKLTAN.  J.  a  person  of  few  prejudices.  But  he  doesn't  seem  to 
like  Treveltan.  Prince  Arthx:r  lolls  disconsolately  on  the  Front 
Bench,  occasionally  interposing  to  demand  another  Minister. 

This  thirst  for  eloquence  from  Treasury  Bench  beentiie  peculiarity 
of  the  long  Debate.  On  second  night,  Georgie  Hamilton  hotlv 
moved  Adjournment,  because  no  Minister  had  immediately  f  oUowea 
Edward  Clarke,  Since  then  the  Squire  and  Prdtce  Arthttr  have  sat 
and  watched  each  other  across  the  table.  Whenever  the  Prdice  has 
shown  disposition  to  rise,  the  Squire  has  hastil^r  thrown  in  another 
Minister:  upon  which  Prikce  Arthttr  subsided;  Debate  went 
forward  for  another  hour  or  so ;  fresh  signs  of  restlessness,  and  pop 
goes  another  Minister. 

Began  even  before  Orders  of  Day  reached.  "Is  the  right hon. 
gentleman  aware."  said  Prince  Arthur,  fixing  the  guilty  Leader 
of  House  with  glittering  eye,  '*that  no  Cabinet  Minister  has  yet 
replied  on  the  particular  Amendment  to  the  Motion  for  the  Scotch 
Grand  Committee  now  before  the  House  ?  " 

*'  We  wiU  idace  a  Cabinet  Minister  at  the  disposal  of  the  right 
hon.  gentleman  at  an  early  hour,"  said  the  Squire,  affecting  levity, 
though  he  felt  it  not.  ; 

**  Reminds  me  "  said  Pluxket,  **  of  story  that  used  to  thrill  my  ' 
young  marrow  wnen  I  was  in  the  nurser}'.    All  about  a  father  of  a  | 
family  dri\*ing  in  sledge  over  steppes  of  Russia,  white  with  the  j 
harvest  of  snow.    The  wolves  come  out ;  father  of  family  touches ' 
up  horses ;  wolves  gain  on  him  ;  happy  thought ;  throw  out  a  child :  I 
wolves  stopping  to  devour  infant,  the  affectionate  but  perturbed  I 
father  gets  a  start ;  wolves  come  up  andn ;  out  goes  another  child,  < 
plumper  than  the  last ;  wolves  a  little  longer  over  the  meal,  but 
once  more  gain  on  sledge.    Forget  how  many  children  there  were  to  • 
start  with,  but  remember  the  anguished  father  got  safelv  to  his ' 
home  in  omolcnski,  and  received  the  sjrmpathy  of  nis  friends  on  his 
successive  bereavements.    Suppose  the  Squire  will  puU  through. 
But  he's  already  chucked  out  Treveltak,  the  Lord  Advocate, 
CAWMEL-BANiTERXAy,    and    the    Solicitor-General    for   Scotland. 
Supply  must  be  getting  short,  and  our  pack  is  stiU  in  full  cry." 
Business  done. — Battle  of  Bannockbum  still  gmng  on. 
Tfiursday.—Batk  for  a  while  in  what  E.  R.  might  call  prehistoric 
times.    New  Members  catch  the  flavour  of  the  old  debates  round' 


Irish  tenant  and  landlord.  Jomr  Morlet  brings  in  Bill  desHof 
with  case  of  evicted  tenants.  Prince  Arthttb  eritiasA  mM^ 
Then  follow  Harrdtotgn.  T.  W.  Russell,  Joh9  Dillov,' riq). 
MOND,  Saukderson,  and  the  Cursory  >CARSoir,  himself  a  compsn. 
tively  late-comer  on  the  scene.  Curious  how  at  touch  oi  the  old 
topic  the  old  manner  asserts  itself.  John  Moriet.  as  uasl^ 
I>raotical,  earnest,  really  thinking  of  the  interests  of  w  peraom, 
tenants  and  landlords,  concerned  in  his  BilL  Prikce  Artbfb  n$Am 
fuUer  development  of  the  high  tone  of  stitenDanship;  as  oppoied  to 
partisan  implacability,  which  more  than  once  sinoe  new  Smroi 
opened  has  delighted  the  House. 

Then  Harrinotok  steps  in,  and  the  fair  piokire  is  eadrdui 
With  one  eye  on  the  hapless  peasantrv,  the  other  oil  Ms  >rted 
friends  seated  below,  he  loudly  declares  that  htf  and  the  ^tftriotbud 
of  which  he  is  the  ninth  part  will  have  nothing  to  cb  witn  this  e&rt 
to  ameliorate  the  condition  of  the  ruined,  starving  vicHms  oft 

Eolitical  campaign.  Don't  let  them  think  that,  -because  ihe^'re 
^?^i  PameUites  are  to  be  intimidated  into,  even  temporanly, 
withdrawing  from  the  vendetta  conimenced  in  Committee  Rooib 
No.  15.  It 's  a  case  of  ''Pull,  Redmo>'d  !  Pull,  Sextojt !  ^  si  Siu 
observes,  and,  when  the  tussle  is  over,  there  is  noCHkelf  to  be 
much  of  the  emaciated  tenant  left. 

Business  done. — ^Evicted  Tenants  (Ireland)  Bill  brought  in. 
Friday.— Cbavuss  Russell  still  here,  his  rainbow-hued  htndaitt 
flashing  under  the  gaslit  roof  as  he  walks  to  and  fro  with  n^dpioe, 
and  sometimes 
umbrage  takes 
and  sometimes 
snuff.  Chiefly 
the  latter,  for 
however  it  may 
be  in  another 
place,  in  contact 
with  stolid  wit- 
ness, a  presump- 
tuous  judge,  or 
a  fussy  junior. 
Sir  Charles, 
during  his  long 
sojourn  with  us 
in  the  Commons, 
has  never  shown 
that  rusty  side, 
traditions  of 
whidi  linger  in 
the  Law  Courts. 
This  is  the  more 
gracious,  since 
there  has  not 
been  lacking 
provocation. 
Only  the  other 
night,  drawing 
forth  what 
proved  to  be  the 
Attorney-Gene-  ^, 
ral*8  last  speech 

from  the  Treasurv  Bench,  the  hectoring  Hakbury  got  up  a  oontroTenT 
on  the  subject  of  nis  professional  emoluments,  more  than  hintiog  that, 
for  the  sake  of  filthy  lucre,  he  had  broken  an  honourable  under* 
standing.  Sir  Charles's  patience  under  the  trial  was  sapernatu- 
rally  benignant.  liOCEWOOD,  who  has  met  him  elsewhere,  sat 
amazed,  while  tears  stood  in  eyes  of  Bob  Rsid  at  this  fresh  testi- 
mony, which  he  is  always  ready  to  welcome,  of  the  innate  goodness 
of  man. 

<  For  fourteen  years,  through  troublesome  times,  Russell  has  sat 
in  the  Commons,  working  his  way  from  below  Gangwav  to  Tietsory 
Bench.  He  has  taken  a  prominent  part  in  the  fiercest  oontrorem 
that  has  raged  at  Westminster  since  Com  Law  times.  The  tmt 
has  parted  ^euds,  and  riven  families.  But  on  neither  side  has  this 
foremost  champion  of  Home  Rule  made  a  single  persooal  eneoT, 
nor  is  there  in  any  quarter  variation  from  the  regret  felt  that  w 
House  of  Commons  is  poorer  by  the  withdrawal  fiom  its  rsnb  « 
one  who  in  all  his  Parliamentary  relations  has  preserved  the  tradi- 
tions of  the  chivalrous  Irish  nature,  and  in  his  oontributions  to  debate 
has  maintained  the  highest  standard  of  a  gifted  race. 

Business  <^yi«.— Radical  raid  on  Coburo's  last  coppers  repolseo* 
Would  Houseof  Ccmimoiis  rob  a  poor  Dukeof  £10,000  a  year  i'  Lin 
one  man— or,  to  be  precise,  like  996  men  out  of  d6&— House  says  **3oI 


The  Dane  in  the  House. 
Bamlei  {the  Dane).   "To  be  or  not  to  be,  tbat  ii 
''    Mr.  SejTton  (at  Graredig^).  "Question!" 


Revisiok.— Last  Saturday  the  P.  M.  G.  gave  a  sketch  of  Mr. 
JosEFH  CoAMBEBUkis  as  "  Beau  Joe^^  and  wrote  of  him  as  ^'^^ 
BrummeV*  A  pAint  was  missed:  the  **met^**  which  is  the  if» 
part  of  it,  should  have  been  omitted,  and  t^  tme  under  the  pMlon 
should  have  been  "  Beau  Bmm."  t  \r-v  i<-v  r^  I  -r^ 
jitizod  by  \^OOQi(l 
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A  LEGAL  FICTION. 

[«  •  •  •  xiie  DaoheM  of  Tbck  tnd  the  Duoheas  of  Suthbrlakd  arranged 
a  meeting  at  Stafford  Houae  *  *  *  in  order  to  settle  certain  pointi  in  con- 
nection with  the  Exhibition  of  Engliih  Silks  to  be  held  there  on  May  8." 

Ok  Monday,  the  23rd  alt,  the  Duohess  of  Tick  and  the  Dnohess  of 

SVTHSBLAKD   ar- 

lan^  a  meeting  in 
order  to  aettle  oertain 
points  in  connection 
with  the  exhibition  of 
"English  Silks''  to 
be  held  at  Staffoid 
House  on  Hay  8.  We 
give  a  fine  specimen 
of  an  English  Silk  in 
the  accompanying 
pictore,  whiohis  from 
a  fine  dra\nn^  Tjy 
WooDDLOCK,  (i.e., 
one  of  our';  best  Legal 
Draughtsmen.  Tlie 
first  objection  to  the 
show  came  from  a  dis- 
tinguished  Leader 
who  "objected/*  he 
said,  '*to  an  exhibi- 
tion of  '  Silks  *  taking 
Slace  at  Siufford 
[ousel"  The  objec- 
tion was  oremdea  by 
the  DnchesB  of  Tic£ 
who  obserred  that  all 
the  wisdom  of  the  Bar 
was  in  the  Silks,  while 
the  others  could  only 
be  considered  as 
'*  Stuff  and  Non- 
sense."^  After  some 
discussion,  Mr.  Brisf* 
LB88  rose  to  address 
the  Chair,  which  hap- 
pened at  the  moment 
to  be  vacant,  as  within 
two  minutes  were  all  the  other  seats.  Mr.  BBiKFLns  then  pro- 
posed a  vote  of  thanks,  wbioh  was  carried  nem*  can,,  and  he  then 
broke  himself  up  and  leit. 


OUR  BOOKING-OPFICE. 


'*  I  HAVE  just  read,"  writes  one  of  the  Assistant  Readers  to  his 
adored  chief,  **one  of  the  best  stories  of  adventure,  intrigue,  hand- 
to-hand  fighting,  and  hair-breadth  'scapes  that  it  has  been  mv  good 
fortune  to  come  across  for  many  a  long  year.  It  is  called  The 
Priwner  of  2^enda,  is  written  by  Anthont  Hope,  and  is  published 
by  Abkowsmith.  It  is  in  one  volume,  and  I  read  it,  so  to  speak,  at 
one  gulp.  Imagine  the  younger  brother  of  a  respectable  British 
Earl  suddenly  transformed  by  the  most  wonderful,  but  artfully 
possible,  concatenation  of  circumstances  into  the  ruling  sovereifcn  of 
a  great  Continental  monarchy.  Imagine  him  ti^hting  like  a  paladin 
for  the  very  king  whose  diameter  and  cro^-n  he  has  been  forced  to 
assume,  winning  the  love  of  the  beautiful  girl  whom  that  king  is  to 
marry,  storming  fortified  castles,  s^vimming  deep  moats,  plunging 
his  sword  into  scoundrels,  and  behaving  altogether  as  if  he  had 
never  known  civilisation,  top-hats,  and  woollen  under-clothing. 
I  daresay  there  are  faults  in  the  book.  All  I  know  is,  they  didn  t 
trouble  97M,  as  I  abandoned  myself  to  the  dash  and  galloping  excite- 
ment of  this  rattiing  story." 

**  Mr.  Basing  Ootjli>,"  quoth  the  Baron,  disousang  Th^  Queen  of. 
Lore  with  one  of  the  Assistant  Readers,  **  has  gradually  become 
one  of  my  favourite  authors.  You  soon  begin  to  know  his 
'tricks  and  his  manners,'  and  when  he  takes  the  greatest  possible 
pains  to  describe  some  ugly  piece  of  ground,  smooth  above  but 
rotten  beneath,  you  know  what  is  in  storo  for  the  villain  or  the 
troublesome  personages  in  the  noveL  So  when  he  tells  you  of  the 
salt  works  and  the  Dumin^  brine,  and  how  no  one  ever  comes  out 
alive  after  a  few  seconds'  pickling,  the  novel-student  mav  bet  his 
bottom  dollar  that  it  will  be  all  up  with  one  at  least  of  the  bad  cha- 
racters in  that  story.    He  chooses  several  very  odd  names  for  his 

'  ""     "       '  j^ust  imagine 

interested  in 

,    , theAssistant, 

diffidently.  ''  ought  to  be  the  name  of  a  man  who  keeps  a  stud- 
fann."    Tlie  Baron  frowned.    The  Assistant  humbly  apok)gised,  and 


raoters  in  tuat  story.    Me  onooses  several  very  oaa  namei 
dramatu  persona},  chooses  them  defiantly ;  because  {ust 
any  knowmg-hana  at  novel-reading  being  seriouslv  inter 
paities  of  the  name  of  '  Burroir  I ' "  ^*  Button,"  quoth  the  A 


order  being  restored,  the  Baron  resumed.  **  Tet  interested  you  do 
become,  and,  having  once  commenced  reading  the  protty  and 
oooaaionallT  Adelphian  sensational  story  of  TKe  Queen  of  Love, 
you  cannot  put  it  down  until  you  have  finished  it.  In  perusing 
such  a  novel  the  office  of  *  ffldpper'  is  not  a  sinecuro.  But,  to  skip 
well  and  wisely  is  an  art  Heartily,"  quoth  the  Baron,  **  do  I 
recommend  TKe  Queen  of  Love  to  those  who  ask  me  'What  shall  we 
read,  pour  noue  dUtraire  f » "  The  Babon  ds  B.-W.  &  Co. 


TiVOLIMUS! 


**TivoLiin78!"  Hie  we  to  Tivoli,  the  Tivoli  on  the  banks  of  the 
ydlow  Thames,  that  is,  the  Tivoli  Music  Hall  in  the  Strand,  whero 
thero  is  about  as  good  a  specimen  of  the  Variety  Show  as  is  to  be  met 
with  anywhero  in  London.  Good.  We  are  hero,  at  the  Tivoli.  To 
us  appweth.  on  the  stage,  a  certain  artistic  Yesta  Yictobia  dis- 
ruised  as  a  kind  of  "  Oood-for-nothwa^*  Nan,  proving  herself , 
liowever,  good  for  a  great  deaL  Then  carolled  forth  HajirtTbeekan 
a  song  whereof  the  fiuxden  was  "  JFhy  do  I  entile  f  "  which  question 
he  answered  to  the  satisfaction  of  the  audioioe,  who  certainly  were 
not  puzzled  to  know  why  they  laughed.  George  Beauchamp,  whose 
name  suggests  a  poppilltf  remedy,  sang  **  /  canH  change  t^"  capitally, 
and  Dan  Lend  was  irresistibly  funny  with  his  own  peculiar  kind  of 
eccentric  discourse  (to  which  the  verses  of  his  song  are  as  the  propor- 
tion of  FaleU^s  pennyworth  of  bread  to  the  intolerable  quantity  of 
sack,  only  that  this  is  anvthing  but  "intolerable^"  on  the  contrary, 
it  is  most  excellent  fooling),  keeping  the  audience  in  a  roar  horn  first 
to  last,  when  they  recall  mm  and  ask  for  more. 

Of  the  Brothers  Griffiths,  with  their  lion  in  a  cage,  we  only  heard, 
for  they  did  not  appear,  out  instead  came  one  Morris  Cronin, 
neatly  attired  in  white  fiannel  boating  suit,  doing  marvellous  feats 
with  Dottles  and  dubs,  and  performing  his  varied  feats  with  rare 
grace  and  without  any  apparent  effort 

But  the  special  feature  of  the  evening's  entertainment  is  the 
ballet  d^action  of  the  ohaiming  petite  comedienne  and  pantomimist 
MUe.  Jane  Mat,  appearing  as  both  3f.  et  Madame  Pierrot  in  a 


VOL.  CTL 


M.  and  Madame  Pierrot,  newly-married,  call  on  Mr.  Leuo,  t6  order  hit 
complete  Aimiture  suite  at  £9  10«.  (kf.  (ni  advertiied). 

dramatic  Pierrotio  story  without  words,  that  takes  less  than  ten 
minutes  to  telL  How  nappy  ought  a  purely  pantomimist  married 
couple  to  be  who  can  live  on  and  never  *  have  words"!  Thi^ 
^^eatches  on,"  and  by  its^  is  mighty  popular.  But  do  the  mixed 
music-hall  public  know  much  of  the  great  Saba  in  Fedora,  La 
Toeea,  uid  Lady  Macbeth?  I  fancy  not.  In  spite  of  this,  the 
TrvoHan  management  must  already  be  as  tati^fied  ^ith  the  refultsof 
*'  the  proouse  of  Mat  "  as  are  their  patrons  wilh  her  performance. 

v^broogle 


"trigitrzed  by 
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"me   (WELSH)   RABBIT  ON  THE   WALL. 

['' Toong  WalM  itwif  U  quite  lu  fervid  in  praiw  of  the  general  line*  of  the  measure  u  i«  the  avenge  Velih  Liberal  Member."— JDm/v  CHroniele. 
In  regard  to  the  progren  of  the  Bill,  it  ii  undentood  that  the  Welsh  Member*  have  no  awurance  from  the  Government  that  they  «-ill 
actuaUjr  pai*  it  through  the  Houae  of  Common* ;  all  that  has  been  promiied  is,  that  the  Government  will  do  their  hetl."—Daify  TtityravhA        . 

= Digitized  byA^jOOQiC 
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THE  (WELSH)  EABBIT  ON  THE  WALL. 

Amusing  Mr,  A,  Yoxmg  Wales,  my  little  dear,  oome  along 
and  flit  you  here, 
And  I  'U  do  my  my  level  best  to  entertain  yon ! 
Toa  have  waited  quite  a  while,  and  have  done  your  best 
to  smile 
At  procrastination  which  must  surely  pain  you. 
Taffy  tantrums  have  been  shown— but  we  '11  leave  all  that 
alone. 
Tour  turn  has  oome  at  last,  my  Cambrian  darling ; 
And  now  we  'U  have  some  fun,  though  as  sure  as  any  gun 
The  sight  will  set  those  jealous  Tories  snarling. 
Young  Wales,  Oh!  never  mind  them^  please!    I'm  afraid 
I  Ve  been  a  tease ; 
But  I '  ve  waited  such  a  time.    Ask  OsBOBini  Moroin  ! 
I  do  not  wish  to  carp,  but  I  'm  sweet  on  the  Welsh  Harp, 

And  my  temper  has  been  tried  by  a  Church  Organ. 
It  has  ground  and  ground,  and  ground,  till  I  sicken  at  the 
sound. 
Give  me  something  national  and  Eisteddfoddy. 
Let  the  harp  which  I  so  love  play  my  favourite  *  *  Ash  Orove" 
And  I  'U  be  as  stiU  and  good  as  anybodv. 
Amusing  Mr,  ^.  All  in  time  my  little  pet.   It  is  not  quite 
strung  up— yet- 
That  Home  Eule  Harp  on  which  your  fancy  lingers : 
Meanwhile  there 's  sport  enough  in  a  ffame  at  Shadow  Buff 

f f  we  've  only  fancy  brisk  and  nimble  finirers. 
This  (church)  wall  is  just  the  place.    Striking  likenesses 
vou  *11  trace, 
(Doirt  fidget,  dear ;  'tis  such  a  tiresome  habit ! ) 
Just  keep  your  eye  on  me  and  you'll  see— what  you  shall  see. 
There  I  tsnU  that  an  excellent  (Welsh)  rabbit  ? 
Youwtg   Wales,  Oh!  that  is  very  funny!    What  a  perfect 
little  bunny  I 
How  naturally  ne  cocks  his  ears  and  munches, 
What's  he    gobbling  with  such  gusto?    Ehf    Endow- 
ments ?    Tithes  ?— Ah !  just  so  I 
Hooray !    I  feel  as  pleased  as  fiftv  Punches  ! 
But,  dear  Mister  A.,  don't  stop  here.    Looking  at  this 
^  lively  lop-ear 
It  is  difficult  to  deem  it  Shadow  merely ! 
Amusing  Mr,  A,  Say  foreshadowing  rather,  please  dear! 
'Twill  be  realised  with  ease,  dear, 
Unleis^well,  unless  things  go  very  queerly. 


A  ••  Budget "  Tablsau  fok  "The  Empihe."— And  the 
management  should  get  the  Chavcellor  of  the  Exchbqueb 
to  **  arrange  the  figures." 


A   LOST   ILLUSION. 

"  Look  here,  Ethel.  I  'm  ooino  to  :&Llrrt  you  when  I  *m  grown 
UP.    That  's  settled,  isn't  it  ? " 

**0h,  but  you  're  only  Eight,  and  I  'm  Sixteen.  Just  Twice  your 
Age,  you  know  1 " 

**  Does  that  mean  that  when  I  'm  Forty,  liee  Uncle  Tom,  you  'll 
BE  Eighty,  like  Grandmamma  ?"  [Tfctnfa  heUer  of  it. 


CABOLUS  MAGNUS;  OE,  THE  PEEELESS  Q.C. 

[*'  The  Queen  haring  been  pleased  to  appoint  me  one  of  the  Lordi  of 
Appeal,  I  hare  oeaied  to  be  your  repreiientatiTe.'* 

8ir  Charles  Itu$$eU  to  the  Electors  of  South  Seekney.] 

Air—"  Claverhouse  ;  or,  Bonnie  Dundee,'* 

Tb  the  Lords  of  Appeal  'twas  Charles  Russell  that  spoke : 
**  Since  the  Qjnms  hath  commanded,  I  how  to  the  yoke." 
Then  each  learned  higwig,  as  proud  as  oould  he. 
Made  room  with  delight  lor  the  ueerless  Q,C, 
Come  fill  up  the  oup,  oome  nil  up  the  can. 
And  drink  to  the  Advocate,  Orator,  Man  I 
Unhook  the  silk  gown,  let  the  grej  wig  flv  free, 
For  it 's  up  with  the  star  of  the  pecriess  Q.C. ! 

Fame's  hill  he  has  mounted  with  fast  flying  feet. 
And  Cockburn  is  distanced,  and  Scarlett  is  heat ; 
And  the  Puhlic,  who  love  him,  cried  '*  So  mote  it  be  f 
But  by  Jots  sha'nt  we  miss  hun,  our  peerless  Q.C.  ?  " 
Come  fill  up  the  oup,  ftc 

To  leave  the  Arena  and  sit  as  a  Judge 
Is  fine,  but  his  friends  his  promotion  half  grudge; 
Thev  've  known  him,  Hortensius  and  Cicsbo  in  one; 
And  though  honour  is  his,  fear  they  'U  miss  lots  of  fun* 
Come  fill  up  the  cup,  &c 

Hie  Cirooits  will  wail  from  the  Thames  to  the  Forth, 
He'll  be  missed  in  the  South,  he'll  be  mourned  hi  toe Sbitk ; 
And  lawyers  and  litigants,  where'er  they  be. 
Will  cry.  Oh  I  for  the  loss  of  our  peerless  Q.C^ 
Come  fill  up  the  oup,  &c. 

Distressful  Hibemia  proudlv  will  sigh. 

With  applanse  on  her  lips,  but  a  tear  in  her  eye. 


To  think  her  great  champion  no  more  may  be  seen 
When  the  crv  is  "  Shillelaghs,  and  Wigs  on  the  Green  !  " 
Come  fill  up  the  cup,  &c 

The  Shamrock  will  miss  him  (and  so  will  the  Seal), 
With  his  tongue  ofpure  silver,  his  nerve  of  tense  steel ; 
While  Courts  and  Commissions  and  Cabinets  pine 
For  the  advocate  matchless,  the  orator  fine. 
C(ttne  fill  up  the  oup,  &c. 

'*  Oh,  Charlie  's  my  darling ! "  the  clients  all  sang. 
When  the  great  verdict-getter's  rich  rhetoric  rang. 
And  ''  Wha  'U  follow  Charlie?  cried  stars  of  the  State, 
When  he  distanced  their  best  in  the  full-dress  debate. 
Come  fill  up  the  cup,  &c. 

Ah,  who'll  cross-examine  as  Charlie  hath  done? 
Or  who  'U  move  the  Jury  with  pathos  and  fun  ? 
He  was  Lord  of  Appeal  from  the  first.    Now  good  night 
To  the  sparkle  of  speech,  and  the  splendour  of  fight  I 
Come  fill  up  the  cup,  ftc 

Well  honour  is  his  I    Who  deserves  more  than  he 
A— say  *'  auiet  Rubber,"  a-top  of  the  tree  P  , 
His  strength  is  not  worn,  and  his  eye  is  not  dim. 
And  we  've  not  heard  the  last  of  his  honours  or  him. 
So  fin  up  the  cup,  and  fill  u^  the  can. 
As  Lord  of  Appeal  he  wiU  still  play  the  man » 
He'll  miJLe  a  good  judge,  and  were  Woolsacks  quite  free 
'Tis  thitiier  we'd  follow  our  peerless  Q.C«  I 

Mrs.  R.  says  that  her  family  doctor  is  bo  clever.  He  was  sent  for 
the  other  day.  because  one  of  her  nieces  accidentally  took  poison. 
'*  Clever  man! "  said  Mrs.  R. ;  **  for  he  at  once  administered  a 
powerful  anecdote  which  undoubtedly  saved  the  child's  life." 
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NOVUS   HOMO   NOVA  ARS. 

Rbad  somewhere  that  fatare  of  EngUah  Art  was  to  be  foond  just 
now  at  Dudley  Gallery,  Egyptian  Hall.  Got  early  amon^  the 
Sphinxes,  and  looked  about  for  it.  Gare  up  after  a  little,  oeuiff 
reminded  that  Ars  eat  celare,  &c.  Possibly  some  oonfosion  with 
performance  of  Missing  Man  in  same  building. 

Catalogue  .reveals  shght  smattering  of  French  in  selection  of  titles : 
thus,  '*  rEducatim  Seniimeniale**  "  L' Homme  d  la  PaUtUr 
Translated  some  of  these  without  reference  to 
dictionary.  Seen  something  like  it  in  bills  of 
fare,  and  always  enoourage  these  little  fancies, 
these  menm  ptaitirs.  Should  have  been  nleasea 
indeed  to  see  a  little  more  French  influence; 
some  ideas,  some  invention,  for  instance.  Be- 
lieve many  of  the  pictures  were  done  (prefer  not 
to  use  the  YfotAfinuhed)  before  artist  had  decided 
what  his  subject  was  to  be.  Remember  that  it 
was  said  of  Alfred  de  Musset,  '*  He  suffered, 
but  he  invented."  Can  only  speak  for  my  own 
suffering  in  present  case ;  as  for  new  English 
invention,  there  is  little  patent  here. 

These  colour-schemers  again,  why  may  they 
not  draw^  if  only  for  form's  sake  ?  Honourable 
exceptions,  of  course ;  notably  in  one  or  two 
portraits.  Some  of  the  pen,  pendl  and  crayon 
people,  taking  poet's  advice  not  to  trust  too 
much  to  colour,  do  better.  Mr.  Beardslet, 
however,  who  is  perhaps  not  so  black  as  he  paints, 
seems  an  exception  to  most  principles;  venture 
to  hope  diis  exception  will  not  prove  a  general 
rule.  His  faces  are  of  a  surprisini^  wickedness, 
and  as  for  figures,  the  old  ladv  in  No.  17  is 
nothing  but  a  preposterous  parallelobiDed,  while 
those  in  No.  19  would  shock  any  ri^nt-minded 
giraffe.  And.  talking  of  new  English  Art,  let 
no  one  who  handles  the  new  bilious  quarterly 
give  free  play  to  his  feelings  till  he  reaches  this 
gentleman's  portrait  of  the  2h1nd  Mr*,  Tan- 
^ueray— trained  down  very  fine  after  a  lon^  run. 

Feel  confident  that  No.  27  has  a  meaning  if 
only  I  could  get  at  it  wiUi  artist's  help. 
Cockatoo  of  commanding  mien  on  parch ;  de- 
jected little  girl  in  big  arm-chair;  doll  pros- 
trate on  floor.  Wonder  if  it  is  reverse  of 
good  old  pari'ot-monkey  tale  of  *'  Had  a  deuce  of  a  time.  Sir. 
while  you  were  away."  Or  is  it  Lady  Flora  of  the  **  Day-dream '' 
who  has  just  **  added  a  crimson  to  the  quaint  macaw"  r  and  can 


course  objectionably  broad— daylight.  Bunettion  of  ni^ht,  however, 
in  tort  of  f  anily  patch-quilt  drawn  over  Xy,  and  anotiher  over  field 
of  mangel-wunels ;  at  edge  of  which,  leamnff  against  risky  fence, 
we  have  episode  oommoBly  known  as  *'  The  old,  old  story."  Bored 
exnressioii  on  woman's  face  suggestive  of  hallowed  che^nt  Am 
suddenly  straek  with  idea  for  patent  reversible  picture.  Top-half 
palKd  blue :  bottom-half  purple  and  green  bk)toh.  Title,  **  Cahbage- 
tiUh$  in  OloamingJ*  Turn  upside  down  and  you  have  entirdy  fresh 
subject—'*  Marine ;  welkin  threatening,^^ 

No.  51  is  caUed  ''A  Kate  hu  the  River:' 
Obvioosly  a  bank-note,  and  payable,  let  us  hobe, 
to  drawer :  though  no  nrice  mentioned  in  cata- 
logue, and  personally  did  not  see  my  way  to 
offering  any.  ''The  Sieters  Lloyd^^  (No.  54)  is 
one  of  Mr.  Sickert's  supreme  things.  Thus  to 
be  more  original  than  the  originals,  is  to  paint 
the  mooalilu  and  to  gild  refined  gingerbread. 
Think  that  artist  is  not  Al  at  Lloyds.  *'  Pastry- 
Cook^—Syria**  (No.  57),  sets  one  humming 
popular  air,  "  PdUs  four  la  SyrieJ' 

Shall  look  in  again.  Quite  enough  in  one 
afternoon  for 

05E  More  (or  Less)  Impressionable. 


other  she  is  licking  kitten.  Now,  if  kitten  had  licked  millc,  then 
mother  might  very  properly  have  licked  kitten  for  licking  milk ; 
poetical  justice— the  uquor  licked.  See  no  sense  in  present  arrange- 
ment. No.  35  is  •'  rA«  Taxidermist,"  But  why  taxidermist  ?  Am 
I  a  paohydermist  that  I  cannot  see  the  reason  ?  Have  Imown  many 
men  sit  in  easy-chair  with  legs  on  mantelpieoe  and  not  a  taxidermist 
among  the  lot.  Give  it  up,  unless  it  is  misprint  for  The  Macderxott, 
and  bad  portrait  at  that. 

Underneath  a  charming  little  chip  of  wood  by  Mr.  R.  E,  Fry 
(No.  36),  comes  '*  The  FruU  of  the  Tree  "  (No  37),  "  one  of  Eve's 
daughters": — 

Clad  rather  stingily, 

Brick-coloured  hair, 
Sampling  so  gingerly 
FommeM  {pas  as  terrt). 
Find  myself  involuntarily  running  to  the  French  for  unearthly 
apples.    Artist  himself  gives  lucid  explanation  of  picture  in  verse  on 
scroll.    If  my  memory  serves  me,  something  like  the  following : — 
"  It  '•  tart,  she  said,  this  pippin, 
Just  where  IVe  been  ana  bit  it ; 
Its  taste  is  nice,  bat  nippin' ; 
I  think  I'd  better  quit  it" 

Feel  acutely  for  her  when  I  think  of  pathos  of  Casino-song, 
'•  Elle  a  mangi  trop  de  melon," 

Passing  by  Charleys  Aunt  (No.  4S),  which  is  as  good  as  a 
play,  we  reach  No.  47  (*•  Night  Trawlers  ").  Beoall  poet's  words, 
'*  The  moon  may  draw  the  sea."  Think  this  is  just  the  way  a  blue 
moon  wouM  draw  it.  ^  Must,  however,  give  word  of  honest  praise  td 
Mr.  Lindner's  sea-pieoes  (this  and  No.  87  and  No.  105).  ML  three 
could  tell  some  home-truths  to  Mr.  Steer's  **  Marines,"  and  do  them 
good.  Notice  that  some  pictures  have  a  red  stamp  in  comer  to  show 
their  sale  is  over;  these  Trawlers  in  No.  47  have  little  highly- 
coloured  wafers  stuck  all  over  them ;  conclude  their  sail  must  be 
over  too.  No.  50  is  what  Mr.  Stott  (not  of  Oldham)  calls  "  In  the 
Moonlight,"     Should  myself  have  called  it  fairly  broad— not  of 


OUGNT  WOMEN  TO  TRAVa  BY  TBAIN 
AT  AU? 

{A  Pendent  to  a  Cwrrmd  Conirowrsy,) 

Dejlr  Mr.  PdHCH,— I  notice  in  the  columns 
of  a  popular  newspaper  a  discussion  under  the 
heading  '*  The  Ladies'  Invasion,"  in  which  it  is 
asked  wheUier  women  have  any  right  to  invade 
the  men's  smoking  compartments.  This  suggests 
a  much  wider  question.  Whv  should  women 
want  to  travel  by  train  at  all?  I've  been  brought 
up  to  think  that  a  woman's  place  is  her  home^ 
and  if  that 's  true,  what  does  she  want  to'  go 
trapesinff  about  in  a  railway  carriage,  smoking  or 
not  smoking  f  Women  nowadays  are  bold  and 
brazen  enough  to  do  anything.  Why  my  own 
daughter— a  ouiet  little  thing  to  look  at,  too— 
actually  travelled  alone  the  other  day  from  Sloane 
Square  to  South  Kensington  I  When  I  asked  her 
how  she  dared  to  do  such  a  thing,  she  actually 


Played  Out;  or,  The  252nd  Mn.  Tanqueray. 

(Byour'*rtUowBook'*Impr^stkitist.)  __„ 

said  that  she  couldn't  see  where  the  harm  came  inland  that  she 
didn't  see  what  else  she  was  to  do.  No  I  Let  woman  stick  to  her  own 
sphere— the  common  round,  the  daily  task— and  there  will  be  no 
more  of  this  bother  about  men  not  having  room  to  smoke,  or  not 
caring  to  because  ladies  are  nresent.  I  enclose  my  card,  and  am. 
Tours,  only  an  oui-fadhioned  Woman, 

A  Matfair  Mother. 


Dear  Mr.  P. , — One  gentleman  has  very  kindly  consented  to  disclose 
the  real  reason  why  he^  at  any  rate,  always  Q^>es  into  a  smoking-car- 
riage—to escape  the  women's  '*  prattle"  which  goes  on  in  the  other 
carriages !  Poor  thing !  he  only  finds  he 's  jumped  out  of  the  frying- 
pan  into  the  fire,  for  even  in  the  smokers  he  finds  women  who  dare  to 
talk  and  disturb  his  highness.  Really,  we  're  very  sorry.  If  we*d 
only  known  we  wonldhave  out  out  our  tongues  rather  than  have 
driven  away  this  sensitive  creature  to  despair  and  a  smoking  com- 
partment.   I  can  ^cy  him  saying  :— 

*'  0 !  hang  this  noisy  womankind, 

Her  prattle  me  diipleaaes. 
She  only  does  it  to  annoy. 
Because  she  knows  it  teases." 

I  think  the  best  plan  wiU  be  for  us  not  to  travel  bv  train  at  alL  If 
we  are  in  a  smokiny-oarriage  we're  in  the  way ;  if  we  're  not,  we  've 
too  much  to  say.  Lest  this  habit  of  rhyme  should  grow  chronic,  let 
me  hasten  to  subscribe  myself,  dear  Mr.  Punch, 

Yonr  devoted  admirer,  Ethel  Travers. 

P.S.— I  'm  sure  you  would  never  be  rude  enough  to  say  I  prattled 
too  much.— E.  T. 

Dear  Sir,— This  correspondence  must  not  end  as  it  began,— in 
smoke.  Somethug  practical  must  be  done.  It's  dear  to  my  mind 
that  an  ordinary  train  is  net  luge  enough  to  hold  both  man  and 
woman.  Now,  it 's  certain  that  man  must  go  by  train.  How  would 
the  **  somethings"  in  the  City  ever  get  there  else?  If  this  is  so,  it 
seems  equally  certain  that  woman  must  consent  not  to  travel  by 
train.  Every  woman  would,  I  think,  have  a  daim  upon  her  husband 
to  provide  her  with  a  carriage  and  pair,  but  that  could,  no  doubt,  be 
arranged.  It  will  be  a  glorious  da^  when  the  Male  Train  becomes  a 
reality,  instead  of  a  Post-Office  fiction.        Tours  suggestively, 

Oks  who  likes  to  travel  nr  a  Tradt 
OF  Happt  Thoitohts. 
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PRIMEVAL    BOY. 

A  Holiday  Study,  by  a  Scientific  Parknt. 

If  novelty  cannot  be  claimed  for  Boy  as  a  subject  for  the  essayist 
or  the  philosopher,  the  purely  scientific  aspect  of  the  race  nas 
hitherto  been  strangely  overlooked.  This  is  the  more  remarkable, 
for  boys  are  indubitably  a  far  more  interesting  survival  than  any  oi 
the  belated  fauna  or  flora  of  the  antipodes.  The  antiquity  of  boys 
should  alone  be  enough  to  commend  them  to  the  sdentifio  heart  of 
an  age  devoted  to  the  study  of  Origins.  There  have  certainlv  been 
boys  for  close  upon  six  thousand  years,  if  we  onlv  accept  literaUy  the 
chronology  which  is  taught  to  the  genus  xmder  tne  hewng— in  their 
school  reports  — of  "Divinity."  But, 
taking   the  wider  floor  of    speculative  r.^^ 

science,  the  hearth  and  home  of  the 
ehunteiinf  Cave-man  must  have  been 
rendered  notter  and  less  homely  by  the 
irrepressible  and  irresponsible  Cave-boy  at 
some  wholly  indefinable  distance  of  tame. 
This  venerable  relic  of  primeval  ages  we 
have  continually  with  us,  in  apparently 
inexhaustible  profusion ;  and  that  not  in 
a  mummified  state,  or  fossilised,  like 
Time's  monuments  to  its  own  victims; 
not  in  a  fragmentary  condition  from  which 
science  can  only  helitatuigly  reconstruct 
the  broken  image,  but  living  ttid  energising 
and  thinking  as  it  has  lived  and  energised 
and  thought  since  the  original  boy  first 
played  Bnbinson  Cruioe  in  the  lagoons  of 
a  vanished  continents 

As  far  back  as  tradition  and  legend  go, 
we  find  chansfc  continually  affteting  the 
moral,  moital,  and  physical  condition  of 
adult  man.  But  wherever  found  in  his- 
tory or  legend,  in  folk-lore  or  myth,  the 
small  boy  maintains  an  unimpaired  iden- 
tity. He  alone  is  independent  of  secular 
circumstance,  from  Dr.  Obdcstone  to 
Orbilius,  b(EU)k  to  the  academies  of 
Babylon  and  the  choir  schools  of  Stone- 
henge,  and  so  into  the  for^tten  dark- 
nesses of  time,  where  Induction  alone  can 
penetrate,  guided  like  a  glow-worm  by 
the  light  of  her  internal  consciousness. 

There  is  nothing  in  common,  save  mere 
common  humanity,  between  the  ]^e 
scholar  of  the  Pabks  and  the  ancient  Assyrian  scribe,  whose 
records  he  laboriously  deciphers.  But  between  the  pale  scholar's  sons 
(who  have  been  marring  his  work  by  their  trampung  and  shouting 
overhead,  and,  banished  to  the  back  garden,  shall  shortly  let  you 
off  a  home-made  petard)  and  the  sons  of  the  long-forgotten 
Assyrian,  there  is  an  absolute  identity  of  manner,  custom,  aim, 
and  view.  To  times  where  even  tradition  reaches  not.  Induction 
ffuides  us  with  unerring  foot,  and  we  find  the  Cave-boy,  not  like  his 
father,  a  rude,  rough-hewn  image  of  the  man  that  is  to  oe,  an  unread 
proof  of  an  artide  that  the  ages  shall  revise,  but  foetus  ad  unguem 
\haud  dubie  tmmundam)  fit  to  take  his  plaoe,  if  caught  youuff  enough 
to  accustom  him  to  jacket  and  trousers,  alongside  of  Joitbs  Minor  in 
the  class-room ;  to  mix,  a  welcome  and  ready-made  companion  with 
Jokes  Minor  and  his  young  friends  in  the  playground,  the  tuck- 
shop,  or  the  secluded  Campu$  Martins  of  single-combat.  Fit,  except 
for  one  thing.  He  would  physically  have  an  immense,  and  from  the 
boy*s  point  of  view,  an  unfair  advantage, /or  there  can  be  no  doubt 
whatever  that  the  head  of  Primeval  Boy  u?a4of  stone,  presumably 
one  of  the  less  ornamental  kinds  of  granite.  The  reasoning  which 
leads  to  this  conclusion  is  at  once  interesting  and  irrefiagable. 
Seeing  that  everything  points  to  the  identity  of  the  Boy  nature, 
semper  et  ubique,  while  man's  nature,  bad  enough  now,  has,  demon- 
strably, become  much  mollified,  it  follows  that  the  Cave-boys,  with 
the  nature  of  the  contemporary  boy,  and  only  an  eoual  j>hysica] 
equipment,  must  have  penshed  very  early  indeed  in  the  history  of 
the  race.  They  would  either  have  been  killed  off  by  justly  exas- 
perated parents  during  the  holidays:  by  masters,  workmen,  and 
gamekeepers,  during  term-time ;  or  they  must  have  sought  safety 
m  fiight  to  the  most  inaccessible  fastnesses. 

But  this  latter  seems  to  be  an  untenable  position.  We  are  well 
aware  of  the  extraordinary  hardiness  and  the  even  more  extraordinary 
impunity  of  Boys.  They  defy  the  laws  of  physioloffv,  even  of  gravi- 
tation, at  what  IS  supposed  to  be  a  tender  age.  The  adult  athlete 
would  perish  miserably  from  halTthe  deleterious  dainties  consumed 
in  a  given  time  by  a  quite  negligeable  fourth-form  boy.  The  wet- 
tmgs,  the  chills,  the  tumbles  of  any  winter  half-holiday,  of  any 
spring  bird-nestmg  foray,  would  infallibly  slay,  or  hopelessly  wreck, 
the  paladins  whose  exploits  the  boys  mimetically  emulate.  It  is  not 


onphysical  grounds,  then,  that  this  theory  must  be  rejected,  for  at  the 
risk  of  incurring  the  charge  of  extravagance  it  must  be  claimed  for 
the  Cave-boy  that  he  was  even  hardier  and  more  audacious  than  his 
descendants  at  the  present  day.  No  I  Hie  grounds  for  rejecting 
the  fiight-theory  are,  that  if  rdeased  from  an  authority  against 
which  to  rebel,  from  the  joy  and  the  risk  of  exasperating  nis  adult 
congeners,  the  whole  signihcance  of  the  Boy  disposition  would  be 
lost,  and  Nature  we  know  makes  nothing  in  vain. 

No,  Primeval  Boy  must  have  remained  at  home.  And  this  being 
so,  he  must  certaiiuj  have  possessed  a  sinffnlarly  indurated  cranium. 
The  only  material  that  would  have  resistea  the  fury  of  Cave-parents 
would  be  stone,  for  iron  was  at  that  period  unknown.  Another  abso- 
lutely conclusive  proof  that  the  Primeval  Boy  had  a  stone  head  is 
th^  prevalence  of  stone  weapons  and  uten- 
sils. The  untutored  Cave-man  would 
never  have  hit  upon  the  idea  of  stone  iin- 
plements  unless  he  had  {physically  hit 
upon  stone  first,  and  even  the  rudest 
CSive-dweller  wirald  not  have  gone 
about  banging  his  knuckles  deliberately 
upon  hard  substances  in  a  mere  spint 
of  utilitarian  research.  No— ; passion 
swayK  uncultured  man.  And  in  some 
transport,  smiting  his  unruly  or  im- 
pertinent offspring  on  the  head,  he  learnt 
by  experience  the  first  lesson  of  civilisa- 
tion, the  need,  the  use,  and  the  construc- 
tion of  tools ;  and,  secondarily,  the  virtue 
of  discretion  in  the  iniiiction  of  corporal 
chastisement.    Boy  was  thus  the  first 

EDat  educational  motor:  and  man, 
ving  stolen  his  thunder,  has  been  pay- 
ing mm  back  with  interest  ever  smoe. 
The  study  of  Primeval  Boy  seems  to  be 
leading  to  an  even  more  astounding  con- 
clusion than  that  all  civilisation  is 
primarily  due  to  his  head,  if  not  exactly 
to  his  brain.  And  that  is  nothing  less 
than  that  the  human  race  sprung  origi- 
nally neither  from  a  monkey  nor  a  marine 
asoioian,  but  from  the  stone-headed  boy, 
whose  parents  were  a  debased  form  of  the 
higher  type.  As  his  educational  influence 
grew  upon  his  dders,  there  became  by 
degrees  less  need  for  the  stone  head,  or 
for  the  bronze  shins  of  a  later  period,  and 
so  in  time  the  wooden  head  was  evolved, 
which  is  even  now  not  seldom  met  with. 
WoBDSWOBTH|  with  the  accidental  inspiration  of  i)oetical  genius, 
anticipated  this  latest  discovery  in  the  line,  **  The  Child  is  Father  to 
the  Man,"  and  science,  by  the  study  of  Primeval  Boy,  gracefully 
accepts  and  confirms  the  suggestion  ti  the  lake-dwelling  poet. 


'S:'<T^y^^.-f.0^mM 


Disclaimer  by  a  Diner-out. 
Abolish  Party?    Whose  delight  were  greater 

Than  mine  ?    I  hail  the  chance  with  rapture  hearty. 
But  oh  I    I  catCt  agree  with  the  Spectator, 

Who  'd  do  away  with— gods !— the  Dinner  Party ! 
No.  let  us  cooipromise, — we'll  all  be  winners, — 

And  firmly  banish  Party  from  our  Dinners ! 


The  Aitk's  Egg.— Mr.  Bowlakd  Wam>,  F.Z.8.,  nurchased,  last 
week,  a  stuffed  specimen  of  the  extinct  bird  The  Great  Auk,  and 
also  a  perfect  egg,— quite  fresh,  of  course,— for  £600.  Mr.  Wakd  is 
a  man  of  great  awk-toritas,  and  what  he  has  given  so  large  a  sum 
for  must  be  worth  considerably  more,  so  that  anyone  wanting  to 
bargain  for  this  his  recent  purchase  will  have  an  awk- ward  customer 
to  deal  with.    Not  less  than  £1200  can  possibly  be  taken. 


A  Prottt  Good  Tuke.— The  College  of  Music  is  to  be  opened  in 
State  by  H.R.H.  The  Pbince  of  Wales  "with  a  golden  key." 
Which  key,  in  music,  is  this  ?  Perhaps  one  of  the  keys  belonging  to 
the  bunch  in  which  the  Golden  Legend  is  written,  llie  College  cost 
Mr.  Saxpsok  of  Leeds  £75,000,— in  notes,  of  course. 

Good  Ohen  fob  Jibb.— Last  week  he  obtained  a  medical  certifi- 
cate, and  was  taken  out  of  gaol  to  be  lodged  in  the  private  house  of 
a  *'  Miss  Fbeekak."  They'll  miss  Prisoner  soon,  and  he  may  get 
away  as  Master  FREE-MAif . 


FiBST-BiTS  Watch -Doo, 
Galleky.— The  "  Poyntkr:' 


AS     GUAHDIAK 
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FOREIGN   HOTELS. — "WHATI-NO  SOAP!" 

"Oh— «B— JP8TE  REOABOKZ  ICI,  HADEM0I8BLLE  I     VoV8  N0C8  AVBZ  CHABOf:  PO0K  LB  SATOIT—TT  N00«  KB  l'AV01J8  PAS   U8r,    VOOT 

8AVBZ,  CAB "        "  Ob,  Mamma  I    How  CAir  you  I "  [Poor  things !  tht^  had  brought  their  men, ! 


BOLD  BOBIN  HOOD. 

A  FyUe  o/ForesU  Finaunce, 

"  We  robbed  the  lawyer  who  went  againit  the  law ; 
We  spared  the  craftaman,  chapman,  all  that  lire 
By  their  own  handi,  the  labourer,  the  poor  priett; 
We  rooil'd  the  prior,  friar,  abbot,  monk. 
For  playing  upside  down  with  Holy  Wnt ; 
'  Sell  all  thou  naatand  give  it  to  the  poor/ 
Take  all  they  hare  and  give  it  to  thyself; 
Then,  after  we  haye  eased  them  of  tneir  coin, 
It  is  our  forest  custom  they  should  revel 
Along  with  Robin." 

Robin  Hood  in  Tennytwd  **  Foretten,** 

When  limes  beene  greene,   and  laylocks 
bloom. 

And  the  blackbirde  pi|>eth  cleare. 
Men  wot  right  well  'tis  nigh  the  ende 

Of  the  finanncial  yeare. 

Bight  then  the  sheriffe's  officere 

Makes  last  demaunde  for  taxes, 
And  labourer  or  poor  shopkeeper 

Must  give  him  Uiat  he  axes. 

••  Buske  ye,  bowne  ye,  my  merry  men  all !  " 
Quoth  Robin,  "  andf  goe  your  wayes. 

But  I  'U  go  seeke  yond  citizen  plumpe, 
In  greenwood  wnere  he  strays." 

And  when  he  came  to  the  merry  greenwood. 

Bold  Robin  was  aware 
Of  a  Merchaunte  rich,  who  forth  y-rode 

All  on  a  palfrey  f ayre. 

•*  Stand  you  still ! "  quoth  bold  Robin  Hood, 

*'  Under  this  tree  so  greene ! 
And  hande  me  straighte  that  oagge  of  golde 

WMehe  neath  your  doke  is  seene ! " 

*'  Thou  art  a  madman,"  the  Merchaunte  said. 
'*  Woldest  take  my  all  for  fee  ? 


Seeioff  thy  asking  hath  beene  soe  bad. 
Well  granted  it  shale  not  be." 

Then  Robin  bent  up  his  long  bende-bowe, 

And  fettled  him  for  to  shoote : 
And  the  Merchaunte  dragged  forth  a  bagge 
of  golde. 

Shaking  from  head  to  foote. 

**  Woe  worth  thee,  woe  worth   thee,  thou 
wicked  knave. 

That  ought  to  hang  to  a  tree ! 
For  now  tms  day  thou  arte  my  bale, 

My  boote  when  thou  shold  be." 

**  I  am  wilfull  of  my  way,"  quo'  Robin, 

**  As  all  good  Chauncellors  be ; 
But  teU  me,  thou  man  of  wealth  and  pride. 

Why  I  shold  favour  thee  I 

**  Without  such  covetous  carles  as  thou 
The  greene  earth  shold  be  Heaven. 

Helle  were  it  but  for  Robin  Hood 
To  pulle  things  straighte  and  even. 

'*  My  dwelling  is  in  this  wood,"  sayes  Robin. 

*'  By  thee  1  set  right  nought. 
I  am  Robin  Hood,  all  of  Malwood  fayre. 

And  to  mulct  thee  I  long  have  sought." 

'*  There  thou  speketh  soothe,"  the  Merchaunte 
cried, 

**  Thou  scourge  of  Propertie ! 
But  the  thing  thou  dubbiest '  Graduation,' 

Is  highway  robberie  ! " 

••  Robberie  P"  quoth  bold  Robin  Hood. 

**  Nay,  that's  a  slanderous  statement. 
Redistribution  it  is  not  Theft, — 

Nor  Exemption,  nor  Abatement 

*'  I  robbe  thee  not,  thou  Mammonite ! 
The  aim  of  all  my  likbours 


Is — to  ease  thee  of  superfluous  wealth 
For  the  goode  of  thy  poorer  neighbours ." 

Oh.  when  revenues  be  shorte  and  slacke. 

And  billes  be  large  and  longe, 
'Tis  merrye  musing  in  the  New  Forrest, 

How  to  mulct  the  riche  and  stronge  I 

AR3  COSMETICA. 

How  would  the  little  busy  bore 

Improve  on  Nature's  dower. 
And  praise  a  painted  LaYs  more 

Than  maidens  in  their  tiower  I 
How  deftly  he  dabs  on  his  grease. 

How  neatly  spreads  his  wax ; 
And  finds  in  dirty  aids  like  these 

The  charms  that  Nature  lacks. 
In  barber-bom,  cosmetic  skiU, 

'*  Art "  would  be  busy  too ; 
And  folly  finds  some  business  still 

For  popinjays  to  do  I 


"Constable  A  1."— Last  Saturday  Con- 
stable's '*  frAite//ar»tf"— (which  is  a  picture, 
not  an  animal  belonging  to  a  mounted  police- 
man 'likewise,  the  sale  was  at  Christie's,  not 
at  *'  Tatt's")— was  purchased  by  Mr.  Aonew 
for  6200  guineas.  "What  will  he  do  with  it  P" 
Mr.  A.  knows ;  but  to  most  persons  the  White 
Horse  would  be  a  White  Elephant 


Fitting  Alter ATioN.-;-Sir  Edwabd  L. 
Lawson  Dossesses,  it  is  said,  a  valuable  col- 
lection of  relics  of  Edmund  Bubxe  at  Hall 
Bam,  Beaoonsfield.  The  county  in  which 
this  place  is  situated,  instead  of  oeinpr  Bucks 
ought  to  be  Burke-shire.  Perhaps  it  is  not 
now  too  late  to  change  the  boundaries. 
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BOLD  ROBIN  HOOD. 


SiE  RoBiw  Hood  H-bc-rt  (addresstng^'The  Merchaunte'').  ••NAY,  FRIEND,  'TIS  NO  ROBBERY  I    I  DO  BUT  EASE 
YOU  OF  THIS  TO  REUEVE  YOUR  POORER  BRETHREN  I " 
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MERELY   A   MATTER 


COMPARISON. 


Dealer  (to  Oreen^  who  ha»  been  trying  Hor$e  with  view  to  purchase),  **  Bit  lams  of  his  off 

FORV-LIO    TEB    THINK  ?     Lor'    BLB8S     TKR,    NOT  A  BIT     OF    IT  I     WhT,     IT  's    THE  XXT&OR- 
DIN'rT  fink  ACTION  'r  's  OOT  WI'  THR  NrAR  SIDK  'UN  ICAKBS  YRR  THINK  80  !  " 

[Gfreen  is  reassured. 


A  FiOSE  CAUOP  OF  ANALOCIES. 

["  The  chAvender,  or  chub.*'— Isaak  Walton.] 

There  is  a  fine  stuffed  ohayender, 

A  chavender,  or  chub, 
That  decks  the  nxral  paTender, 

The  pavender,  or  pub, 
Wherem  I  eat  my  gravender. 

My  grayender,  or  grab. 

How  good  the  honest  grayender  I 
How  snng  the  rustic  payender  I 
From  sheets  as  sweet  as  layender, 

As  layender,  or  lab, 
I  jomp  into  my  tayender, 

My  tayender,  or  tab. 

Alas !  for  town  and  dayender. 

For  business  and  dub  I 
They  call  me  from  my  payender 
To-night ;  ay,  Uiere  's  the  rayender. 

Ay,  there  comes  in  the  rub  I 
To  leaye  each  blooming  shreyender. 

Each  Spring-bedizened  shrub. 
And  meet  the  norsy  sayender. 

The  yery  forward  sub. 
At  dinner  at  the  dayender, 
And  then  at  billiards  drayender. 

At  billiards  soundly  drub 
The  sdf-Buffident  cayender, 

The  not  iU-meaning  cub. 
Who  me  a  bear  will  dayender, 

A  bear  unfairly  dub. 
Because  I  liometimes  snayender, 

Not  too  seyerely  snub 
His  setting  right  the  dayender, 

His  teaching  all  the  club  I 

Farewell  to  peaceful  payender. 

My  riyer-dreaming  pub. 
To  bed  as  sweet  as  layender. 
To  homdy^  wholesome  grayender, 
And  you,  inspiring  ohayender, 

8tim*d  chayender,  or  chub. 


Mrs.  R.  says  **  it  is  quite  extraordinary  the 
numbor  of  people  who  are  joined  tojgether  in 
matrimonial  bmids  at  that  fashionable  church, 
St.  George^s,  Hanoyer  Souare.  Well,  indeed, 
is  it  called  *  a  Temple  of  Hyphen.' " 


CUMNOE  PLACE. 

Paitlo  POST  Laursatuil 

[Li  an  action  brought  by  the  Rer.  W.  E.  Scott-Hall  it  was  sought  to 
rescind  a  contract  to  purchase  Cumnor  Place,  on  the  ground  that  the  ghost 
of  Amy  Robsabt  did  not  actuaUy,  as  alleged  to  be  alleged,  frequent  the 
§poU— Daily  Press,] 

'Tis  the  Place,  and  in  the  distance  I  haye  heard  the  curfew  call 
When  the  wind  blows  up  from  Oxford  deaa  and  dear  to  Cumnor 

Hall. 
Cumnor  Hall,  where  legends  duster  thick  as  bats  about  the  bricks ; 
Where  the  Scholar-Gipsy  learned  to  practise  his  abandoned  tricks. 

All  about  the  show  I*ye  wandered,  nourishing  the  quite  sublime 
Fancy  that  the  Dudley  Chamber  knew  a  tale  of  deadly  orime. 

And  I  said,  **My  airy  Amr,  state  the  naked  facts  to  me; 

Are  you  still  the  great  attraction  that  a  ghost  is  bound  to  be  P  " 

Far  along  the  woodland  whisper  of  the  eerie  eyentide 

Stde  the  creepy  rumour— '^ Hush  thee,  hush!     Here  comes  the 

bogie-bride ! " 
O'er  my  pallid  cheek  and  chilly  came  a  perspiratiye  rIow, 
And  the  hair  upon  my  f ordiead  lifted  freely  from  below. 

So  I  dipped  into  my  pocket  far  as  human  hand  could  sap, 
Winking  at  the  auctioneer  and  waiting  for  the  hammer  s  tap ; 

While  the  oenturies  kept  mounting,  and  I  faithfully  supposed 
I  could  purchase  with  the  freehold  any  spook  which  it  enclosed. 

0  my  bogie,  stony-hearted !    0  my  Amt,  mine  no  more  ! 
0  the  Baron,  Baron  Dudlet  !    0  my  Anthony's  trap-door  I 

It  appears  that  her  Mahatma  don't  frequent  the  place  at  all  • 
That  she's  not  (Great  Scott  I)  the  tenant  of  the  Beyerend  Soott- 
Hall. 


like  a  dog  I  hunt  in  dreamland,  sniffing  round  the  water-tank. 
Pointing  sadly  down  the  cellar,  drawing  all  the  chimneys 1    • 

Where  is  comfort  ?    Ask  another  I    lines  indeed  are  deuced  hard, 
Sedng  that  I  bought  the  j^iantom  at  a  thousand  pound  a  yard  I 

And  the  costs  again  are  like  a  nasty  blow  beneath  the  bdt. 
And  the  jingling  of  the  guinea  jars  the  wound  His  Honour  dealt. 

Lawyers  I  lawyers  I  late  and  early  I— eyer  reaping  something  new ; 
People  they  haye  done  but  nothing  to  the  people  they  will  do. 


e  lags  and  wisdom  lingers  I    Truly  said ;  and  I  'U  be  hung 
lyidual  withers  are  not  consequentty  wrung. 


Enowled 
If  my  in4 

Yet  I  doubt  not  it  was  folly  to  attempt  to  institute 
For  an  empty  umbra  something  of  the  nature  of  a  suit. 

As  the  lessee,  so  the  lessor ;  when  your  tenant  is  a  ghoul 
You  adopt  the  creature's  habits,  which  are  generally  cooL 

I,  to  herd  with  shady  spectres,  kilted  perilously  curt  I 

Like  a  spook  wi^ut  a  waistcoat,  like  a  spook  without  a  shirt  P 

Neyer  I    I  repeat  it— Neyer  I    I  would  sooner  make  away 
Fifty  miles  an  hour  through  Europe  on  a  oyde  to  Cathay  I 

Neyer !    Let  me  only  catch  her  trespassing  across  my  wall. 
There 'U  be  traps  and  prosecutions  for  the  ghost  of  Cumnor  Hall! 

Mrs.  R.  in  Roke.— When  Mrs.  K.  was  in  Rome  she  insisted  on 
the  guide  taking  her  and  her  party  to  see  the  Papal  Bulls  of  which 
she  had  always  heard  so  mucL  '*I  suppose,"  she  said,  **  they 're 
kept  on  some  farm,  and  are  exhibitedfor  prizes  just  like  the  Queen's 
or  the  Prince  of  Wales's."  The  worthy  lady  added  that  she  couldn't 
hdp  laughing  to  think  what  a  mistaxe  she  made  in  Holland  when 
she  was  taken  to  see  *'  Paul  Potter's  Bull,'*  which  turned  out  to  be 
only  a  picture.  Digitized  by 
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FINANCE. 

Grocer,   **What's  for  you,   Missy?" 

Missy.  "  Farden's  work  o'  Soda,  Farpen*s  worf  o'  Soet  Soap,  Fardks'.s  work  o' 
Treacle,  Farden  Packet  o'  Tacks,  Fahdkn'h  wouf  <>'  Bctier  scjcapin'h  Farden's 
WORE  o'  Starch,  Farren'h  worf  o'  Bull's-eyes,  an'  a  Farkkn  Dip." 

(Irocrr,  "That'll  be  Twopence,  please.'* 

Missy.  "An'  what 'll  be  the  Discount  for  Cash?" 


"PEESONS"  IN  PARLIAMENT. 

Scene— jTAe  Ladies^  Gallery  in  the  House  of 

Comfnatis  after  Mr,  HkbbkbtGladstonx 

ha 8  made  t he  pro mised  alter ationt.     Fair 

dames  at  the  sides  striving  to  get  a  glimpse 

at  the  Members  down  below. 

Matron  Number  One  (in  a  good  position), 

I  must  request  you,  Madam,  to  be  so  kind  as 

not  to  push.    You  have  already  put  j^our 

Sarasol  once  in  my  face,  and  have  entirely 
estroyed  the  shape  of  my  bonnet. 

Matron  Number  Two,  I  am  so  sorry.  But 
would  you  kindly  tell  me  whether  ilr.  Tom- 
K INS  is  in  the  House.  You  will  lind  him  on 
the  third  bench,  just  behind  Sir  William 
Harcoubt, 

Matron  Number  One,  I  really  cannot  say. 
I  haven't  the  faintest  notion  who  is  Mr.  Tom- 
KINS.  Why  should  you  want  to  look  at  Mr, 
Tomkins  P  Never  heard  his  name  in  my  life 
before. 

Matron  Number  Two,  Mr.  Tom  Kins, 
Madam,  is  my  husband  I 

Matron  ?k^umber  One,  Indeed !  Well,  I 
am  very  sorry  that  I  cannot  assist  you. 
[siside  to  a  friend  her  neighbour,)  Do^m't 
Mr.  Balfour  look  nice  this  evening?  I 
always  like  a  white  waistooat. 

Matron  Number  Two  (conquering  her  in- 
dignation). You  will  forgive  me  Madam,  but 
Mr.  Tomkins  is  exceedingly  delicate.  Hepro- 
mised  me  to  take  some  beef  lozenges.  It  is 
not  idle  curiosity ;  but  is  Mr.  Tomkins  taking 
his  beef  lozenges  Y 

Matron  Number  One,  Really,  Madam,  I 
cannot  say ;  but  if  you  like  to  stretch  over 
you  can  see  for  yourself. 

Matron  Number  Two  [amidst  a  murmur 
of  disapproval  from  persona  inconvenienced 
hi/  her  movements  adopts  the  suggestion), 
thanks,  a  thousand  thanks.  Yes,  there  be 
is,  dear  fellow,  and  he  is  taking  the  lozeoges 
IS  he  promised  to  do ! 

First  Young  Lady  (at  the  side),  I  don*t 
want  to  cause  any  trouble,  but  1  promised  to 
show  myself,  if  possible,  in  the  centre,  A 
Member  asked  me  to  do  this,  and  as  he  took  a 
lot  of  trouble  to  get  me  a  ticket,  I  should  be 
10  very  much  obliged  if  I  were  allowed  to  come 
to  the  front  for  just  a  second. 

Other  Young  Ladies  [also  at  the  sides).  No, 
that  isn't  fair.    We  all  want  to  show  ourselves. 

First  3Iatron  (amiably).  Well  you  won't 
have  to  wait  very  long.  I  am  just  going,  so 
you  can  have  my  seat.        [Chorus  of  thanks. 

iSecond  Matron,  Well,  really,  I  do  think 
that  under  all  the  circumstances  you  might 
have  promised  the  place  to  me.  I  am  sure  it 
would  encourage  mv  husband  to  go  on  with  his 
lozenges  if  he  saw  he  had  my  eye  upon  him. 

Young  Ladies  in  chorus.  Not  at  all.  Why 
should  you  ^o  before  us  ?  We  have  been  wait- 
ing  at  the  sides  as  long  as  you  have.  [First 
Matron  rises ^  there  is  a  rush  for  f/*e  place. 

First  Matron,  I  am  afraid  luy  seat  is  valu- 

less.     The  House  is  up,  and  1  suppose  there 

will  be  nothing  worth  seeing  untU  to-morrow. 

[Scene  closes  upon  a  chorus  of  indignant 

disappointment. ^^ 


ITNDEE  AN  UMBEELLA. 

(To  AltJua.) 

It  had  rained  all  the  night, 

It  was  raining  all  day. 
And  the  streets  were  a  sight, 

And  the  month  it  was  May  ; 
And  then  there  befell  a 

Strange  chance  and  a  sweet  ; 
You  without  an  umbrella 

I  met  in  the  street ! 

My  umbrella  is  old, 
My  umbrella  is  green  ; 


And  the  like,  I  've  been  told 
nf  it  never  was  seen. 

1 1 '  8  a  handle  that  \\'ill 
Attract  curious  eyes, 

M  TC  conspicuous  still 
Its  remarkable  size ! 

Though  I  saw  you  desired 

Some  conveyance,  the  fact 
Was  each  hansom  was  hired 

And  each  omnibus  packed  ; 
Then  my  heart  gave  a  bound 

And     AUow  me,"  I  said. 
And  you  suddenly  found 

My  umbrella  overhead. 


Such  a  marvellous  lot 

To  be  sheltering  you, 
I  the  hansoms  forgot  I 

And  the  omnibus  too;  i 

If  my  bliss  you  descried 

Yet  you  did  not  complain  ; 
And  we  went  side  by  side 

Thro'  the  streets  in  the  rain. 

And  the  darkness  *gan  fail 
As  we  walked  to  the  Square  ; 

You  explained  it  was  all 
A  mistake  you  were  there. 

But  I  cannot  regret. 
Though  it  ceased  not  to  poui|r) 


That  no  hansura  we  met 
Till  we  came  to  your  door. 

For  the  door-bell  to  grope. 

Give  a  loud  peal  and  Dold, 
Then  to  ferventlv  hope 

That  you  wouldn't  catch  cold, 
And  a  hasty  farewell,  a 

Brief  handshake  of  bliss^ — 
But  I  've  blessed  my  umbrella 

From  that  day  to  this  \ 
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''THE  PLAY'S  THE— EING/' 

DxAB  Mr.  Pukch^ — ^The  production  of  Gentleman  Jack  at  Drory 
Lane,  in  idiioh  a  dutLnguiahed  member  of  the  prize-ring'  takes  a 
leading  pari,  has  suggested  to  me  the  reflection  that  in  future  our 
dramatic  critics  should  not  only  be  well-read  men  of  letters,  but  also 
students  of  sporting  literature.  The  reception  with  which  the  piece 
has  been  met  pinnts  to  the  possibility  of  other  plays  of  a  similar 
character  ooonpring  the  boards ;  or,  to  use  a  more  appropriate  phrase, 
**  taking  the  field  in  front  of  the  green  curtain."  If  this  comes  to  pass, 
surehr  the  first-niffht  critic 
should  be  able  to  aesoribe  a 
**  little  mill/'  or  '*a  quartir 
of  an  hour  inside  the  ropes," 
in  language  that  will  be  com- 
prehendea  by  the  common  (or 
booking)  people.  To  show 
that  it  oould  be  done,  I  en- 
close a  notice  of  Hamlet  as  it 
might  be  reported  in  **the 
new  reviewing." 

THE  LICHT-WEICHT  PRINCE 
V.  THE  HEAVY  KING. 

(By  Our  Speeiai  Commissumer,) 

Last  night  this  interesting 
little  affair  was  seen  through 
by  a  large  company  of  the 
knowing  community  from  all 
points  of  the  compass.  The 
first  part  of  the  performance 
did  not  attract  much  atten- 
tion, as  all  were  in  waiting 
for  the  last  act,  in  which  Ham- 
let was  matched  against 
Claudius^  with  Laertes  (as  the 
gentlemen  of  the  long  robe 
would  say)  intervening.  The 
plot  of  the  play  is  simple 
enough,  and  is  constructed 
mainly  with  a  view  to  leading 
up  to  the  item  in  the  last  act. 
Claudiue  gets  rid  of  his  nephew  and  seizes  his  throne.  Hamlet  goes 
to  England  and  there  picks  up  the  noble  art  of  self-defence.  On 
his  return  the  Prince  goes  for  the  King,  and  the  match  comes  off  in 
the  final  scene.  This  was  specially  arranged  last  night  to  meet  the 
requirements  of  the  amended  text  and  stage  business.    Stakes  were 

8 itched  and  a  ring  was  made  in  accordance  with  tbe  Queensberry 
Lules.    Then,  after  the  preliminaries  had  been  settled  by  0»ric,  who 
acted  as  stakeholder,  the  principals  got  to  their  work  with  a  good 


deal  of  smartness,  and  playgoers  will  notice  that  the  business  of  the 
action  has  been  specially  altered  to  meet  modem  requirements. 

Round  I. — Hamlet  and  Laertes  having  shaken  hands,  got  to  work 
with  great  zeaL  After  a  little  swora  play  they  dropped  their 
weapons  and  took  to  their  fists.  Hamlet  was  the  first  to  get  in  upon 
Laertes*  dexter  ogle,  with  good  effect.  After  a  little  nipping  on 
both  sides,  Hamlet  caught  Laertes  a  nice  upper-cut,  and  sent  nis  man 
to  the  grass  with  great  spirit.    First  knock-down  blow  to  Hamlet, 

Round  II. — Laertes  came  up  smiling,  but,  before  he  could  do  way- 
thing,  Hamlet  shot  out  his  left,  and  landed  with  smart  effect  on  his 

opponent's  jaw.    First  bleed 
for  Hamlet, 

Round  III.  and  Li»r.— 
Laertes  came  up  very  groggr, 
but  appHorently  ready  to  take 
his  punishment  like  a  man. 
He  promenaded  the  ring,  fol- 
lowed by  Hamlet,  who  never 
lost  an  opportunity  of  landing 
a  little  one  on  his  opponent's 
dexter  ogle.  Each  of  these 
attentions  told  its  tale,  and 
before  the  men  had  been  at 
their  merry  work  for  five 
minutes,  Laertes  had  his  ogles 
both  closed  up,  and  his  smdler 
in  a  state  of  liquidation.  It 
was  at  this  point  that  Laertes 
called  out  that  Claudius  had 
**  sold  the  match."  Upon  this 
Hamlet  turned  his  attention 
to  the  unfortunate  king,  and 
shooting  out  with  his  left, 
gave  him  half-a-doKen  in 
swift  succession  just  under 
the  rifht  ear.  This  caused 
Claudtus  to  seek  the  earth, 
and  Polonius  very  properlj 
threw  up  the  sponge.  At  this 
moment  both  Samlet  and 
Laertes  were  prostrate,  and 
both  were  deaf  to  all  iapnzies 
about  time.  Under  the  cir- 
cumstances, Osric  will  keep  the  stakes  until  the  referee  deeides  which 
of  the  personal  representatives  of  the  deceased  shall  have  them. 

Now,  Mr.  Punch,  this  is  merely  a  rough  idea ;  but  if  it  were 
properlv  worked  up,  I  have  no  doubt  that. a  report  of  this  kind 
would  be  f ullv  as  interesting  as  the  descri|»tion  of  a  professional 
prize-fight    I  have  shown  the  will,  and  others  must  find  the  way. 
Yours  most  truly,  Shakbpeabx  Bhebidak,  Junios. 

Melpomene  Mansions,  Garrick  Road,  Epsom, 


ESSENCE   OF   PARLIAMENT. 

EXTBACTED  FROM  THE  DIARY  OF  TOBY,  M.P. 

House  of  Commons,  Monday.  April  23,^Nolan  been  threatening 
to  burst  all  night ;  popping  about  on  his  seat  like  parched  pea ; 
whenever  Member  in  possession  of  Committee  resumed  bis  seat,  the 
Colonel  on  his  legs ;  rapped  out  sentence  or  two  before  he  discovered 
Chairman  had  called  on  someone  else.  In  this  way,  surmiung  the 
sentences  to  be  consecutive  (a  bold  assumption),  and  taking  into 
aecount  the  rapidity  of  the  Colonel's  utterance,  he  had  between 
eight  and  half -past  ten,  at  which  hour  he  got  his  innings,  delivered 
a  rpeech  of  average  length. 

^  This  habit  of  adding  to  the  whisky  duty  sixpence  by  sixpence," 
he  said,  when  his  chance  came.  '*  is  beoominff  feufuL" 

Squibb  of  Malwood  moved  uneasily  in  Jbis  seat^  as  the  Colonel 
fixed  him  with  glowering  eye.  Had  been  pitched  into  all  through 
the  sitting ;  Jobim  had  criticised  his  Budget ;  Pbikcb  Abthub  had 
almost  viciously  attacked  him  because,  instead  of  being  abashed,  he 
had  joked  at  Jobim.  Just  before  eight  o'clock,  having  been  in  dose 
attendance  for  three  hours  and  a  half,  having  answered  many 
questions,  having  made  two  elaborate  speeches,  thought  he  mightgo 
eat  a  sardine,  swallow  a  cup  of  bouillon,  and  hurrv  back.  Tne 
blameless  Babtlet,  rising  to  continue  discussion.  Members  with  one 
moomd  trooped  out  to  dinner. 

'*Now's  my  time,"  said  the  Squibb  to  himself.  Cautiously 
riling,  he  walked  on  tiptoe  towards  the  Spbabbb*8  chair.  Looked  as 
if  he  were  merely  passing  in  that  direction  to  speak  to  one  of 
(toks  at  table.  Babtlbt  watched  him  till  his  figure  almost  dis- 
rapeared  bdiind  Spbaebb's  chair.  There  was  no  doubt  the 
(;hakcbij:x>b  of  thb  Exchbqubb  was  actually  leaving  the  House 
when  Obobob  Chbuttophbb  Tbout  Babtlbt,  one  of  the  founders 
of  the^  National  Penny  Bank  (Limited),  was  about  to  offer  counsel 
and  criticism  on  national  finance  I    This  too  much  for  human  nature. 


*'  Even  the  Tbout  will  turn,"  as  Geobgb  Cubzon,  looking  up  for 
moment  from  study  of  his  pocket  Koran,  observed. 

Babtlbt,  bituminous  now  rather  than  blameless,  snapped  out  re- 
mark that  '*  tbe  right  hon.  gentleman  is,  as  usual,  leaving  the  Hoiiia." 

This  too  muchf  or  the  most  placable  of  tempers.  The  Squibb,  hungrv, 
harassed,  returned  in  three  strides,  and  amid  general  dieering  badly 
battered  Babtlet. 

'*  I  bave  never,"  Babtlbt  whimpered,  **  been  discourteous  to  the 
right  hon.  gentlemen." 

**  I  never  thought  it  worth  while  to  attack  you,"  said  the  Squibb, 
grimly. 

The  Squibb  had  had  his  hasty  dinner  when  Nolak  returned  to  the 
attack.  Therefore  the  betttr  able  to  bear  thmgs.  Listened  with 
pleased  attention  as  the  Colonel,  firing  off  sentences  like  charges  from 
a  Maxim  ffun,  showed  how  drunkenness  is  all  a  auestion  of  latitude, 
and  how  the  Scotch  drink  more  because  they  dwell  farther  north. 

Business  done.— Budget  Resolutions. 

Tuesday,— RtiYea't  had  Wuxouobbt  de  Ebbsbt  long  with  us. 
Came  in  for  the  Homcsstle  Division  of  Lincolnshire  on  death  of  poor 
Edwabd  Stabhofb.  like  all  sensible  men  Db  Ebbfbt  disponed  to 
serve  at  least  one  Session  before  making  his  maiden  speech.  Would 
have  done  it  only  for  the  family  ghost. 

*'  Suppose,  ToBT,'*  he  said,  just  before  he  caught  the  Chairman's 
eve,  **  there  i^n*t  a  ghqst  in  your  family  ?  If  you  can  manage  it  keep 
them  oot. '  Nothing  more  overbearing  or  inconvenient.  Wasn't  it  a 
cabman  who  described  Johb  Fostbb  as  *  a  harbitery  gent '  ?  Fostbb 
wasn't  in  it  with  our  ghost.  Ghosts  worse  to  live  with  now  than  they 
used  to  be.  Read  the  penny  papers.  Ours  up  in  the  Budget.  Ever 
since  the  Squibb  brought  it  in  given  me  no  rest ;  insists  on  knowing 
whether  succession  duty  will  have  to  be  paid  upon  it ;  if  so  at  what 
scale.  Questionsoundscommonplaceenouffh  seated  here  inthesmoking- 
room.  But  put  in  dead  of  night,  in  hoflow  tones,  with  the  distinct 
smell  of  gravedothes  filling  the  room,  it 's  no  jdie.    Tried  to  get  the 

Diyiiizod  by  v^OOQlC — 
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gentleman  to  look  in  at  Downing  Street  some  night  after  House  was 
up  and  put  question  directly  to  Habcourt.  Seems  that  can't  be 
done.  Communications  made  only  through  members  of  the  family. 
So  I've  ffot  ta  do  it  MaJdng  a  maiden  speech  is  bad  enough  for 
bashful  fellow  like  me.  But  to  walk  in  arm  in  arm,  so  to  speak,  with 
the  family  ghost  beats  the  record/' 

After  £imer  Ds  Eresbt  pulled  himself  to^rether  and  trotted  out 
the  ghost.  Must  succession  duty  be  paid  on  it,  and  if  so,  on  what 
scale?  Point  rather  novel  in  the 
spirit  duty  controversy;  Squibs 
not  prepared  to  rej^y  straight  foff. 
Must  consult  excise  authorities. 
Meanwhile.  Db  Ebesbt,  having 
done  his  best,  looks  forward  to 

n'ot  ni{(ht ;   first  since   Budget 
ught  in. 

Basinets  (/oit«.— Resolutions  em- 
bodying Death  Duties  agreed  to. 

Thuriilay,  —  **  Madagascar  for 
me,*'  said  JBim  t  Lowtheb,  grazing 
reflectively  upon  AsauiTH  stiU  ex- 
pounding the  provisions  of  the 
Welsh  Disestablishment  Bill. 
**  Suppose,  Tobt,  vou've  seen  the 
latest  news  from  that  tight  little 
island  P  Always  study  my  Anta- 
nanarivo ^pers.  One  to  hand 
this  mommg  informs  me  that 
*  M.  Raivizanabolona,  the  son-in- 
law  of  M.  Rasavjt,  Secretaij  to 
His  Exoellenoy  the  Prime  Minis- 
ter, was  sentenced  on  Saturday  to 
penal  servitude  for  life  at  the  hulks 
of  Mahasoa,  in  consequence  of  a 
political  discussion  he  had  with 
Prince  RAKOTOMBirA.'  The  proper 
names  are  a  little  embarrassing. 
But  can  you  imagine  anything 
more  debghtfully  simple  ana 
straightforward  than  the  process? 

Always  tinkering  our  Rules  of  Procedure.  Here  we  have  a 
model  ready  to  hand.  I  fancy  Pbinci  Abthub  woold  like  it; 
am  sure  it  would  delight  Sqtjibb  of  Malwood.  Only  fancy, 
when  Sage  of  Queen  Anitb's  Gatb  tries  to  trip  up  Ministry 
in  Division  Lobby;  at  conclusion  of  his  speech  inciting  to  revolt 
Squibe  of  Malwood  scribbles  few  lines  on  piece  of  paper;  hands 
it  to  Rebs  Davies  who  walks  out :  f  etohes  in  two  policemen ;  within 
half  an  hour  the  Sage  finds  himself  on  the  way  to  Dartmoor  under 
sentence  of  penal  servitude  for  life.    Same  thing  with  Uie  Sootoh  or 

Welsh  Members  when  they  put  forward  inoonvenient  demand,  sub-  '  days  for  the  work.        i:.^-^^-. ^ .       *    ,, , 

versive  of  control  of  afifairs  nom  Treasury  Bench.    They  should  have  !  ex-divine  proximate  coroner,  '*^as  it  took  to  oreato  the  world, 
their  full  privileges^ou  know.    I  'm  not  the  man  to  interfere  with  !     P.8.— Sabk  tells  me  he  hears  Chables  Russell,  havingomiMtetd 
liberty  of  speech.    There  should  be,  as  seems  to  have  been  the  case  in  '  various  titles,  will  take  his  seat  in  Appeal  Court  as  Lord  fiPMi. 


0  GEMINI.! 

«*A8likea8Two(M.)PV 

Mr.  Fletcher  Moulton  and  Mr.  RobertsoD.    "  The  Heavenly  Twins  of 

South  Hackney." 

House  laughed  and  cheered. 


Madagascar,  untrammelled  political  discussion.  But  at  the  doK, 
*  in  consequence,'  as  my  paper  puts  it,  off  they  go  to  the  kullu; 
penal  servitude  for  Uf e.  When  we  come  in  I  expect  we  shall  htn  a 
turn  with  my  dear  friends  immediately  behind.  Tomnr  Bowia's 
seafaring  knowledsre  would  be  particularly  useful  on  board  t  biUoh- 
or  do  you  sav  a  hulk  ?  Babtlet  and  Hajtbttbt  chained  togetiher  by 
the  aiude,  though  somewhat  unequal  in  height,  would  have  moj 
opportunities  of  taking  sweet  counsel  together.    I  shall  mentian  tha 

matter  to  Pbikce  Abxhiti,  nd 
put  him  on  to  work  it  oat  with  tbe 
oQcriBB.  It  is  exactly  one  of  tlioa 
things  the  two  Front  Beadies  woU 
like  to  settle  with  each  other.^ 
As  Jemmt  sDoke  his  honeit  btn 

flowed  with  pleasant  sntieipstiia. 
[aven't  for  a  long  time  seealuB 
look  so  pleased. 

Butiness  <iane.— Motion  fbrktrt 
to  introduce  WeUh  DisestaUi^ 
ment  BilL 

Frirfay.— Sixth  day  of  diieiii- 
flion  on  appointment  of  Seotdi 
Grand  Committee.  At  momeot 
when  even  this  fasdnatiiiff  sabjeet 
was  beginning  to  pall,  MAcra- 
lane  providentially  interposed; 
read  choice  extracts  from  smnkes 
delivered  by  Joseph  whik  yet 
unregenerate. 

*'  Did  you  ever,"  Josira  tM 
the  Oldest  Inhabitent  of  Newtsude, 
where  he  chanced  to  be  qMikiof. 
'*  recollect  a  time  when,  a  liboil 
Gbvemment  being  in  power  ud 
trying  to  do  liberal  wotk^  tlie 
Tories  did  not  say  they  had  liroo^t 
the  country  to  the  ver^  of  rain, 
and  that  England  was  oeooouDi  i 
place  in  which  no  gentleman  oooM 
live?" 
Cries  of  "Author!  author !" ta 


under  Gallexy. .  In  response  Joseph  presented  himself;  bowedte 
acknowledgements,  and  thanked  Macfablake  for  his  vppnm^ 
reading.  ^^^a 

Then  the  Speakeb  suggested  perhaps  House  had  better  got  bi* 
to  business ;  which  it  did,  much  refreshed. 

It  is  these  little  amenities,  as  Bbyce  says,  that  makeParhimcntiry 
life  endurable.  . 

Business  done.—Qootch  Grand  Committee  complete.  Tookw 
"  Exactly  the  same  period,'^  says  Wjpo, 


A  VOICE  FBOM  THE  BAR. 

{To  the  Editor  of  Punch.) 

8iB,— I  notice  that  attention  has  been  oaUed  in  an  evening  paper 
to  a  recent  decision  of  the  Czar  of  Russli.  in  the  case  of  a  doctor  at 
St.  Petersburg.  According  to  the  St,  Jameses  Gazette^  an  all-round 
family  practitioner,  having  treated  one  of  his  patients  unskilf ally, 
w<is. sentenced  to  seven  dajs'  imprisonment,  fined  a  thousand  roubles, 
and  ordered  to  pay  the  injured  lady  three  hundred  roubles  a  year  for 
life.  This  seems  strange  to  us  in  England;  still,  I  can  imagine  a 
case  in  which  such  a  punishment  would  be  appropriate  in  our  own 
free  land.    I  will  imagine  an  example. 

Let  us  say  that  a  solicitor  is  in  the  position  of  the  doctor,  and  a 
dient  has  proved  his  case  against  him  up  to  the  hilt.  I  will  imsgine 
that  an  occupant  of  the  Bench  is  givmg  judgment.  Let  us  say 
Snooks,  J. 

**  I  have  no  hesitation  in  declaring,"  says  SirooKS,  J.,  impressively, 
*'  that  there  has  been  a  serious  miscarriage  of  justice  in  this  case. 
This  is  a  suit  for  administration,  and  a  matter  of  great  importance 
has  come  before  a  Chief  Clerk  in  Chambws.  Now  if  ever  there 
was  reason  for  counsel  to  be  briefed  here  was  a  convincing 
argument.  It  is  true  that  matters  before  the  Chief  Clerks  are 
argued,  and  efficiently  argued,  by  juniors  who  are  more  aoccus- 
tomed  to  writing  addresses  on  envelopes  than  dealing  with  ab- 
struse points  of  law.  But  this  was  not  suidi  a  case.  It  was 
distinctly  a  matter  for  counseL  And  I  think  that  the  solicitor 
before  me— who  it  must  be  remembered  is  an  officer  of  the 
Court— has  been  guilty  of  great  neffleot ;  neglect  that  almost 
amounts  to  criminal  neglect.  Under  tnese  dreumstanoes  I  can  only 
order  him  to  pay  all  the  costs  in  the  action,  return  the  sum  lost  to 


his  neglected  client,  and  furnish  Mr.  Bbiefless  with  suitable  («»» 
for  the  natural  term  of  his  life."  . 

This,  Sir,  I  feel  would  be  a  worthy  adaptation  of  the  Russiin  Iaw 
to  the  requirements  of  our  country,  and,  as  such,  I  beg  to  proP**^ 
for  acceptance  to  those  who  have  the  framing  of  our  laws  and  rales 
of  Court.  (Signed)       A.  Bbiefless,  m. 


A  Political  (Spring)  Song. 

{After  Clare,     JVritten  after  reading  Itosebery's  Reunion  S/eoi) 

Welcome,  pale  PbucboseI  starling  up  between 
Dividing  party  questicms  that  bestrew 
Ermine  and  lawn,  and  dub  and  caucus  through, 

'Midst  Rose,  and  Thistle,  and  the  Shamrock  green. 
How  much  Ihy  presence  doth  refresh  the  grouid ! 

How  much  Ihy  modest  unaffected  pride 

Awakes  reunion's  hopes  on  every  side ! 

Madame  Patti  is  to  appear  in  a  new  opera  by  Signw  PnsL  ^^ 
the  subject  of  classic  Rome  P  Fine  story  **  Cato  "  /  Duet  of  Cat^ 
and  CATiLnrE  with  Pizzi-Cato  accompaniment  P«f *^P?.  .ril!. 
true.  To  adapt  the  immortal  William,  we  may  say,  H  trw 
His  Pizzi,  and  Pizzi  'tis  if  true." 

QuEEB  Case  op  "Old  Tom!  "-Curious  chap  is  "Old  Toil'*  At 
"  17  under  proof,"-and  at  this  he  is  '*  Old  Tom,"  Poor  /dlow  S-^ 
is  sold  at  two  shillings  and fourpenoe  per  bottle,  dear  OldToJi .  «* 
pays  revenue  one  shiUing  and  hvepence !  Generous  Old  Toil ^n^ 
leaves  only  elevenpence  for  cost,  manufacture,  and  prolit! !  ohW 
Old  Tom!  ^,_ 

Drsiti^^d  by  vjOOQ  iC 
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MANNERS   AND  CUSTOMS. 

(Being  a  Series  of  PritxUe  LetUrt  on  these  and  oiher  Subjects,) 

No.  I.— From  the  Hon.  Victor  Maydew,  White's  Club,  to 
LiLDT  Mabel  Hunter,  Pentland  Hall,  Hants. 

Deas  Lady  Mabel,  December  2, 189—. 

I  can't  tell  yon  how  vexed  and  disappointed  I  am  at  not  being 
able  to  come  to  Pentland  on  the  14th,  bnt 
I  am  engaged  to  the  Blagdens,  and 
though  I  scarcely  look  forward  very  keenly 
to  the  visit,  I  don*t  qnite  see  how  I  am  to 
slip  out.  Had  it  onl^  been  in  the  fdlow- 
ing  week,  or  indeed  in  any  other  week— 
but  after  all  I've  no  right  to  worry  you 
with  my  might-have-beens.  I  suppose 
we  all  get  the  engagements  we  deserve, 
and  miss  those  that  we  don't  deserve,  and 
I  'm  not  ambitious  enough  to  trv  to  be  an 
exception  to  a  rule  of  life  which  I  heard 
you  lay  down  when  we  last  met.  Still,  I 
am  sure  you  won't  mind  my  telling  you 
how  immensely  I  always  enjoy  a  visit  to 
Pentland.  D^  old  Habby  was  about 
the  best  friend  I  ever  had,  the  best,  I 
think,  I  can  ever  hope  to  have.  When 
you  married  him  you  told  me  that  nothing 
would  be  changed  at  Pentland;  there 
would  onlv  be  two  friends  for  me  there 
instead  of  one — and  so  it  was.  Good 
Heavens,  why  must  destiny  strike  so 
blindly  and  cut  down  the  best  and  the 
noblest  when  so  many,  of  whom  the 
highest  that  can  be  said  is  that  they  are 
useless,  almost  invite  the  blow  that  never 
falls  P  No  doubt  that  is  all  very  trite, 
and  has  been  said  much  better  by  others 
ever  so  many  times,  but  I  don't  think  we 
ever  know  how  true  most  truisms  are  until 
some  crash  of  our  own  brings  them  home 
to  us ;  and  even  after  four  years— but  what 
a  brute  I  am  to  renew  your  sorrow  or  to 
mention  my  feelings  at  such  a  loss  to  you. 

London  is  fairly  tull^  though  the  weather 
has  been  simplv  abominable.  Mv  brother 
Harold  turned  up  the  other  day  trom  four 
years  of  knocking  about  in  all  the  most 
outlandish  places  in  the  world,  and  he 
has  been  dragging  me  from  one  plaoe  of 
amusement  to  another  without  remorse. 
I  've  seen  some  very  bad  actine,  heard 
some  very  poor  singing,  have  laughed, 
though  upon  my  word  I  scarcely  know 
why,  at  two  or  three  shockingly  tedious  burlesques,  have  dined  at 
three  or  four  restaurants,  at  all  of  which  one  seems  to  come  across 
the  same  waiters  offering  the  same  dishes  (the  Supremes  of  this  that 
or  the  other,  the  something  else  en  Casserole,  and  the  inevitable 
Mousse  or  Dame  Blanche),  and  all  calmly  expecting  the  same 
exorbitant  tip  for  such  slight  services  as  handing  one  another  man's 
hat,  or  calling  a  four-wheeler  when  one  has  requested  a  hansom. 
But  Harold  nas  come  back  to  it  all  as  fresh  as  if  he  had  only  just 
left  school  instead  of  being  a  grown  man  of  twenty-eight  witn  two 
wounds  and  four  mentions  in  despatohes. 


I     The  Maxwells  dined  and  went  to  the  play  with  us  yesterday.    He 
I  isn't  a  bad  fellow,  though  he  has  a  kind  of  lower-middle- Aldershot  sort 
of  mind— the  kind  of  man  who  tells  you  a  dull  story  with  all  its  dread- 
ful details  and  all  his  own  tedious  corrections  of  slips  that  don't  matter 
in  the  least.    He  always  introduces  it  as  *'  the  lunniest  thing,  'pon 
'  my  word,  I  ever  heard  (or  saw)  in  my  life.   By  Jove,  thought  I  should 
I  ha'  died  o'  laughing ! "    When  I  hear  that  I  know  what  to  expect,  and 
I  try  in  vain  to  withdraw  him  from  his  hideous  purpose,  but  he 's  ffot 
the   horrible  pertinacity   of  a  wounded 
rhinoceros.    Curious  that  that   kind  of 
dulness  doesn't  seem  to  strike  women  as 
really  dull,  whereas  it  exanimates  men. 
Maxwell   has   an  undeniable   cavalry- 
moustached  popularity  with  most  women. 
They  humour  him,    and   laugh   at   his 
obvious  remarks,  and  listen  patiently  to 
him,  and   seem  to   take   an   unvarying 
pleasure  in  his  society.  But  I  have  noticed 
that  no  woman  can  be  with  him  even  for 
one  evening  without  getting  it  into  her 
little  head  that  Sandown  and  Kempton 
and  Hurlingham  are  the  be-all  and  end- 
all  of  existence,  and  that  if  you  don't 
know  the  name  and  history  and  odds  of 
the  Derby  favourite    you   are    a   mere 
nothing,    scarcely   tolerable    even    as   a 
helper-on  with  a  cloak  when  a  play  is 
over.    Perhaps  you,  dear  Lady  Mabel, 
can  explain  the  reason  of  all  this  to  a 
crass  masculine  intelligence. 

Mrs,  Maxwell  has  a  sister,  a  Miss 
Crate,  staying  with  her — a  rather  showy, 
handsome  girl,  with  lots  of  fair  hair,  a 
good  complexion,  a  trim  figure,  and  a 
horribly  unlimited  capacity  for  talking 
slanflr,  and,  to  use  her  own  words,  going 
~  one  oetter  than  the  men  on  every  possible 
occasion.  I  've  seen  something  of  men 
and  women  during  the  thirty  years  I  have 
spent  (and  wasted)  in  the  world,  and  I  am 
not  easily  startled,  but  I  confess  that  the 
manners  and  language  of  this  young 
woman  made  me  shiver.  But  I  suppose 
we  fook  are  to  blame,  for  some  of  us 
pretend  to  like  that  kind  of  thing,  and  to 
admire  the  bold,  unconventional  freedom 
of  a  girl  who  is  apt  to  slap  us  on  the  back 
after  nalf-an-hour's  acouaintance. 

I  don't  know  why  I  have  bored  you 
with  all  this  discourse.  Ton  must  nnd 
the  reason  in  your  own  kindness,  for  you 
have  made  me  fed  that  it  is  ^^ood  and 
pleasant  to  gossip  with  the  mistress  of 
Pentland,  even  though  it  be  merely  by  letter.  Give  my  love  to  little 
Harby,  and  tell  him  that  I  have  no  doubt  the  Duke  will  view  with 
favour  his  application  for  a  Commission  (direct  from  the  nursery)  in 
the  Blues.  Five  years  is  perhaps  younger  than  the  average  age  of 
that  gallant  regiment,  but,  after  aU,  aidour  and  determination  are 
better  tiian  mere  length  of  years. 

I  hope  you  will  have  fine  weather,  a  good  shoot,  and  a  right  plea- 
sant  party  on  the  liih.  Yoxits  very  sincerely, 

Victor  Maydew, 


Handing  one  another  man*t  hat." 


OUfi  DOCTORS. 

[*'  I  think  the  profession,  if  I  msy  prenune  to 
say  80,  has  done  well  in  the  determination  that 
Sir  Andrew  Clark  might  in  the  present  age  be 
taken  up  b]r  common  consent  as  a  typical  man,  the 
representative  of  all  that  is  best  and  noblest  in  the 
profession,  and  in  its  work."  —  Mr,  Gladatont^s 
speech  at  the  meeting  at  Frince*t  Hall  on  Maty  3, 
to  further  the  movement  for  raising  a  Memorial  to 
the  late  Sir  Andrew  Clark.] 

Mr,  Punch  loquitur  .— 

What  the  great  world  to  ite  great  doctors 

owes, 
Who  can    in  fullness    tell?     Who  fully 

knows? 
How  many  a  toiler,  weary  and  o'erworked^ 
In  whose  tired  frame,  all  unsuspected,  lurked 
The  incipient  seeds  of  dire  disease,  or  death. 
Warned,   soothed,   relieved,    will    lift    in 

grateful  breath. 


Whenever  chsoioe  permite,  warm  heartfelt 

praise 
To  him,  the  kindly  lengthener  of  his  days— 
Clark,  Jeitker,  Gull,  Mackenzie,  Thoxp- 

801T,  R008B— 
Whose  sympathy's  softest  word,  whose  skill's 

best  use, 
Were  his  at  sorest  need,  with  scant  regard 
To  self  s  convenience,  or  to  skill's  reward ! 
Pathetic  sight !    Our  Old  Man  Eloquent 
Bowed  down  by  years,  and  with  long  toil 

forespent. 
Comes  forth  from  well-earned  rest,  at  much 

of  risk, 
In  gratitude  alert,  in  friendship  brisk. 
Though  worn  and  weak  in  fnune,  onoe  more 

to  raise  [praise. 

That  matchless  voioe  in  his  great  Doctor's 
Well-dared,   well-done!    WeU  followed  it 

should  he. 
We  have  not  all  such  eloquence  as  he, 


But    we    have    hearts— and    purses,    and 

should  all 
Respond  with  both  for  that  Memorial 
To  him,  the  typic  doctor,  and  in  him 
Honour— it  may  be  some  with  eyes  half  dim 
With  thankful  recollection— all  those  men 
Whom  servants  of  the  Sword,  the  Brush,  the 

Pen, 
The  Forum  and  the  Senate,  owe  such  debt 
As  makes  us  all  remember  with  regret 
We  have  not  all  the  happy  power  to  mark, 
With  Gladstoite's  eloquence,  the  fame  of 

Clark. 


Near  enough— for  Her.— Somebody  men- 
tioned in  Mrs.  K.'s  hearing  that  a  new  light 
had  been  recently  thrown  on  Bacteria. 
**Ah!"  observed  our  old  friend,  thought- 
fully, '*the  doctors  do  invent  strange  words 
nowadays.  I  suppose  what  they  call  *  Back- 
teria '  is  only  a  new  name  for  Lumbago." 
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A   COVENT-GARDENIAN   REMINISCENCE. 

CUyMerekaanL  "Good  morkino,  Jmnnyos.    I  'm  a  bit  late  this  icoRNnro.    Thi  fact  u,  I  was  nmucxD  to  oo  to  the  Bal 

MASQUi  LAST  might.      I  AM  OLAD  TO  SAT  I  DIDN'T  SBS  ANT  OF  OUR  YOUMO  MXM  THBBS." 

Bighly  BupeeUMe  Head  Clerk.  "Oh,  of  coubsb  mot,  Sir." 

[But  he  WAS  there,  all  the  same  ;  amd^  what  *$  mare,  nearly  vxm  a  Priufor  hi$  Codume  ! 


AT  APOLOOT  TO  AH  OLD  FBIEHD. 

{WriUer^  hy  Mr.  Oladetone  t^ter  eorUrOmling 
Specimena  of  the  Love  Odes  of  Horace  to  the 
May  Number  of  the  "Nineteenth  Century.") 

["At  thoie  period!  when  I  hare  been  in  any 
degree  master  of  my  own  time,  I  hare,  in  my  own 
way,  dived  a  little  into  antiquity.  Almost  every- 
thing begins  for  me  with  my  old  friend  Homrb, 
thefriendof  my  youth,  the  friend  of  my  middle 
age,  the  friend  of  my  old  age,  from  whom  I  hope 
never  to  part  as  long  as  I  have  any  faculty  or 
breath  left  in  my  body."— Ifr.  Gladstone  on  Homer, 
iW.3,  1872.] 

••  OiVM  me  the  harp  of  Epic  aong^ 
Which  Homer' a  fingers  thrilled  along  !  " 

'Twas  80  Amacreom  started. 
Yet  each  sacceeding  stanza  prores 
His  lore  for  every  lyre,  save  Lovers, 
Was  hut  ludf  hearted. 

Still,  stiU  he  found  his  **  langoid  lyre, ' 
The  *' warbler  of  his  soul's  desire,'^ 

And  that  desire  erotic. 
We  smg,  like  Homer,  arms  and  strife, 
But  Cu^d  some  time  in  our  life 
Will  prove  despotic 

So  pardon,  mighty  shade,  if  I, 
A  kttle  late,  it  may  be,  try 
The  Lydiaa  lyre  a  little : 
Nor  deem  Horattus  shall  incline 
My  long  allegiance  from  thy  shiine 
One  jot  or  tittle. 


0  Cupid,  we  will  sing  to  thee 
"  In  wild  but  sweet  ebriety." 

(A  touch  Anacreontic !) 
Long  time  I  've  steered  the  Ship  of  State, 
Now  I  must  leave  to  kindly  fate 
Its  pine-i>lanks  Pontio. 

Good  Ship,  so  long  mv  charge,  nor  leas 
An  object  now  of  tenderness, 
I  pray  the  dangerous  seas 
In  thy  old  hull  may  make  no  breach. 
But,  PRiMROSE-piloted,  may'st  reach 
TheCydadesI 

There  vibrates  the  Yenusian's  chord ; 
And  thou,  great  Homer,  canst  afford 
That  furrowed  front  to  soften. 

1  have  essayed  with  might  and  main 
To  live  up  to  thy  lofty  strain. 

So  long  and  ofteni 

Now  age-dimmed  eves,  that  sure  in  thee 
Should  wake  a  ready  sympathy. 

Demand  a  little  rest. 
I  live  with  Memory  and  her  Muses. 
The  lonff-strun^  bow  at  length  refuses 
Thine  Epic  test. 

So  faithless  deem  me  not,  nor  stupid. 
If  with  the  dy  Horatian  Cupid 

I  trifle.    'lispUtODic, 
This  late  flirtation  with  the  Muse; 
Minerva's  self  would  scarce  refuse 
A  smile— ironic* 


'*  Love  Odes  of  Horace!"   Yon  may  deem 
Nestor  of  other  things  should  dream. 

AcHiLLBS  o'er  the  trench  P 
Well,  you  'U  admit  that  in  long  skindv 
On  our  Troy's  plain,  as  wild  and  winay, 
I  did  not  blench. 

And  now  the  pecking  of  the  Dove 

At  my  lyre- strings,  and  whispering  Love 

Tip-tapping  on  my  shoulder, 
Incite  me  to  a  new  strange  venture.    He 
(Love)  suggests  the  Nineteenth  Century^ 
And,  growing  bolder, 

Great  Homer,  I  'U  e'en  brave  thy  frown. 
And  try,  with  rhymes,  to  take  the  town. 

The  critics  may  attack  us ; 
Indeed,  I  'm  sure  they  'U  flout  my  skill ; 
But  you  '11  forgive  me— and  so  will 
Our  good  friend  Flaocus  I 


A  VERT  Natural  Questiok.  — "  This," 
said  the  Verger,  who  was  showing  Mrs.  R.  and 
a  few  friends  over  the  Cathedral,  **this 
was  the  Old  Lady  ChapeL"  **Dear  mel" 
exclaimed  Mrs.  R.  **How  very  nice  I 
But,"  after  a  moments  consideration,  **at 
what  age  were  they  admitted  ?  And,  was 
it  ever /ill/ f" 


Bt  the  Nursert  Oardeiter.— How  would 
you  come  to  a  decision  as  to  mmnd  fruit  P— In 
the  case  of  a  plum,  greengage,  or^^fu^  any 
one  would  judge  by  it«  tone. 


e,  or  peach,  I 
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ESSENCE   OF   PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED  FROM  THE  DIARY  OF  TOBY,  M.P. 

House  of  Common 8 1  Mbndau,  April  30. — Not  an  honester  nor 
kiader-hemed  man  in  House  than  John  Gilbert  Talbot.  High- 
minded,  sensitiYely  consoientions,  naturally  a  little  unhappjr  as  he 
went  on  to  dinner  to-night  thinking  of  the  trap  he  had  unoonsciously, 
certainly  undesignedly,  laid  for  Eobebt 
Grant  Webstrr.  It  happened  when 
Lloyd  George,  in  softest  voice,  was 
raging  furiously  against  the  Church  in 
Walef.  Mere  mention  of  the  Church 
touches  Talbot  to  the  quick.  Any  dis- 
reiipectf ul  reference  excites  his  keenest 
indignation.  His  hest  -  remembered 
Parliamentary  remark  was  deliTered 
on  the  historical  occasion  when  Grand 
Cboss,  at  ^at  time  still  with  us  in  the 
House  of  Commons,  defended  the 
bishops  from  an  attack  made  upon 
their  Parliamentary  position.  It  was 
in  the  lobby,  whither  ne  had  withdrawn 
to  hide  his  emotion,  that  Talbot,  sadly 
bhakin|[  his  head,  and  assuming  an 
expression  more  than  ususlly  lugu- 
brious, summed  up  the  situation  in 
poignant  phrase.  He  is  not  so  effective 
^^V^  in  ordered  speech,  being  somewhat  too 
M.P.  for  Holiday.  obvioudy  weighted  with  more  than  his 

'  share  of  human  woe.  Still,  he  is  always 

listened  to  with  the  respect  high  personal  character  extorts  even 
in  most  frivolous  mood  of  House  of  Commons. 

To-night  he  broke  silence  several  times  whilst  Llotd  George  spoke 
disrespectively  of  the  Church  in  Wales.  Webster  sitting  behind 
quietly  enough ;  but  at  sight  of  this  venerable  figure  popping  up  like 
a  clerical  Jack-in-the-pulpit,  he  began  to  move  restlessly.  Once  or 
twice  he  rose,  but  Talbot,  happening  to  be  on  feet  at  moment  he 
dropped  back  in  his  seat.  **  I  nse  to  a  point  of  order,*'  he  from  time 
to  time  shouted.  At  len^  he  got  his  chance ;  George  resumed  his 
seat  •  Houpe  silently  awaitedpoint  of  order. 

**  The  Hon.  Gentleman,"  Webster  thundered  forth,  in  his  most 
magisterial  manner,  **  says  he  quoted  from  an  official  return  these 
figures  showing  the  relative  nunibers  of  Nonconformists  and  Church- 
goers in  Wales.  Was  there,"  he  added,  dropping,  his  voice  to  tragic 
not^  *  *  an  official  enumeration  ?  " 

**That  is  noquestion  of  Order,"  said  the  SpeaxeRj  shortly,  even 
sharply ;  and  Webster,  suddenly  subsidiujir  from  condition  of  almost 
dangerous  effervescence,  limply  resumed  his  seat. 

Talbot,  conscience-stricken,  wounded  more  deeply  than  if  the 
blow  had  fallen  direct  upon  himself,  also  subsided,  and  shortly  after 
the  congregation  peacef  nlly  dispersed. 
Business  done,—Wl  Disestablishing  Welsh  Church  read  first  time. 
Tti^«rfay.— Rather  a  serious  evening.  Registration  Bill  dovm  for 
Second  Reading.  Edward 
Clarke  criticised  it  for  up- 
wards of  an  hour;  Dilks 
in  succeedinff  hour  criticised 
Clarke,  and  defended  Bill. 
For  all  practical  purposes, 
Hou3e  might  just  as  well, 
much  more  usefully,  have 
forthwith  divided,  sent  the 
Bill  into  Committee,  and 
worked  it  up  there.  Of 
course,  that  would  never  do. 
Speeches  been  prepared,  and 
must  be  delivered. 

A  dozen  Members  sprang 
up  with  portentous  sheaves 
of  notes  m  hand. 

"Mr.  Disraeli  I  "said  the 
Speaker. 

Old  Members  started  to 
hear  the  old  familiar  name, 
long  unused.  Would  there 
appear  at  either  side  of  tiie 
table  the  bowed  figure,  the 
wrinkled  face,  and  the  itili 
miraculously  glossy  curl 
wreathed  adown  the  high 
forehead?  Instead  there  rose 
from  below  the  Gangwav, 
from  the  seat  occupied  by  Willum  O'Brien  before  he  regained  his 
breeches  and  lost  his  voioe,  a  dapper  youth,  bearing  no  resemblance 
o  his  great  namesake,  save  a  peculiar  hoist  of  the  shoulders.    He 


distrusted  the  Bill,  and  said  so  in  a  speech  that  might  have  been 
delivered  by  Jones,  or  even  by  Brown. 

Sark  has  an  idea  that  particular  names,  rendered  illustrioua  by 
individuals,  should  lapse  at  their  death.  It  would,  in  his  view — ana 
he  is  an  unpresumptious  person— have  been  all  right  if  Dizzt's 
heritors  and  successors  could  have  taken  the  title  of  Bkagonsfisld. 
Nobody  cares  about  that,  unless  it  be  Garter  King-at-Arms.  But 
the  name  of  Disraeli  is  a  precious  House  of  Commons  possession. 

'*  Makes  me  sad,"  said  Sark,  **  to  have  it  associated  with  pointleis 
speech,  unillumined  by  a  stray  fiash  of  humour." 

Business  done. — Second  reading  debate  on  Registration  £ilL 

Thursday. — ^Rumour  current  this  afternoon  press  ging  early  resig- 
nation of  Speaker.  Mere  mention  of  such  contingency  sufficient  to 
eclipse  the  gaiety  of  House,  abeady  undermined  by  debates  on  Regis- 
tration and  Welsh  Disestaolishment.  No  man  is  indispensable ;  but 
House  of  Commons,  accustomed  to  the  passing  of  great  tigures,  stands 
aghast  at  mere  mention  of  i)08sibility  of  missing  from  the  Chair  the 
stately  presence  of  Arthur  Peel.  None  but  those  who  spend  their 
nights  and  days  in  the  House  of  Commons  know  how  much  he  is  to 
itf  or  how  much  the  country,  whose  interests  are  closely  bound  up 
with  those  of  its  Parliament,  owes  to  him. 

By  happy  accident,  opntemporaneous  with  currency  of  this  rumour. 
Speaker  had  opportunity  of  testifying,  under  peculiar  dauntinf  cir- 
cumstances, to  maintenance  of  unshaken  vigour  of  mind  and  body. 
Cap'en  Tommy  Bowles,  having  temporamy  intermitted  task  of 
instructing  SauiRE  of  Malwood  upon  the  intricacies  of  finanoe; 
Cawmell-Bannbrman  in  the  science  of  war ;  Brtci  in  the  nioettes 
of  AmericanpoUtics ;  Shaw-Lbfevre  in  the  law  regulating  public 
commons:  Herbert  Gardner  on  the  rotation  of  crops;  Edward 
Gret  on  Imperial  duties  at  the  Equator  \  Sydney  Buxton  upan  the 
safest  way  of  extending  o\ir  Eminre  in  South  Africa;  Waltkr 
Foster  on  the  contingencies  that  environ  vaccination;  the  Lord 
Advocate  on  the  practice  of  hypothek  in  the  time  of  Justinian  ;  the 
Attorney-General  on  the  means  of  increasing  his  lenl  income ; 
and  having  given  up  trying  to  teach  Mundella  seamanship,  under- 
took to  convince  Speaker  that  Registration  Bill  was  in  hopeless 
state  of  disorder,  necessitatine  its  immediate  withdrawal. 

House  listenea  in  respectful  amazement  whilst  the  Cap*sn,  show- 
ing as  intimate  acquaintance  with  Erskins  May  on  Parliamentary 
procedure  as  he  might  be  supposed  to  have  with  Longley  on  Latitude^ 
seemed  to  be  demonstrating  something.  What  it  exactly  was  no 
one  but  the  Speaker  knew.  He,  however^  more  erudite  even 
than  Tommy.  It  appeared  from  his  dear,  impressive  statem€nt| 
that  if  at  end  of  title  of  Registration  BiU  there  had  been  added 
the  words  **  and  for  purposes  connected  therewith,"  all  would  have 
been  lost.  Bill  must  have  been  withdrawn,  and,  in  present  block  of 
business,  hopeless  to  bring  it  in  again.  Happily,  instead  of  **  con- 
nected therewith,"  had  been  written  *' consequential  thereon." 
That,  as  the  Cap*sn  would  have  observed  had  he  been  on  another  tack| 
made  all  taut.  Squire  of  Malwood.  who  had  soareely  ventured 
to  breathe  during  delivery  of  this  judirment,  heaved  deep  sigh  of 
relief.    It  had  been  a  close  shave,  but  all  was  well. 

'•  Worst  of  Tommy,"  said  our  new  Attorney-General,  regarding 
him  with  fresh  terror  flushing  his  mobile  countenance,  *'is,  you 
never  know  where  to  have  him.  Always  breaking  out  in  freeh  plaoe, 
the  more  unexpected  the  more  fascinating  its  attraction  for  him." 

Business  done. — More  of  Registration  Bill. 

Friday^  10.25  p.m.— Seemed  to  be  in  for  a  pleasant  evening,  after 
rather  heavy  afternoon.  Wilfrid  Lawson  on  with  motion  propos- 
ing that,  when  honoun  and  titles  are  conferred,  statement  of  the 
services  that  had  won  tiiem  should  be  published.  Sisveral  names  ocoor 
which  indicate  the  embarrassment  inevitable  if  such  a  course  were 
adopted.  Squire  of  Malwood  would  not  listen  to  suggestion; 
proposal  was  negatived. 

Then  uprose  Sam  Smith  with  resolution  on  Bimetallism.  Not 
ten  o* clock  yet ;  at  least  two  hours  to  dicuss  the  enchanting  topie ; 
Members  rubbed  their  hands  in  keen  antioipation ;  a  pleased  smfle 
suffused  the  benches ;  large  number  of  Members  couldn't  contain 
their  joy  within  limits  of  decorum  imposed  by  Speaker's  presence  in 
Chair ;  went  out  to  give  full  course  to  their  delight  j  consequence 
was,  when  Knox  rose  to  read  the  second  paper  of  the  series.  House  was 
counted  out. 

Business  dane.^On  second  reading  Regisirataon  Bill,  Govermnent 
Migority  reduced  to  14. 

Enthtisiatm. 
{Overheard  at  LordCs.) 

First  Fout^ul  Critic.  Humph  I  Gragb,  who  in  so  many  fights  has 
fought. 

Begins  this  year  his  season  with  a  nought. 
Second  ditto.  Oh,  pooh  I    Nought 's  nothing  T    Just  you  wait  a  htt^ 

Till  his  eye 's  in,  and  he  begins  to  hit ; 

Then  won't  he  swipe  I    Fancy  I  hear  the  *'  dunt "  of  'em ! 

He'll  "  bag  a  brace"  then— with  a  1  in  front  of  'emi 
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OUR  BOOKING-OFFICE. 

Mt  Baronite,  to  his  distmguiahed  Chief, 
deponeth  and  sareth : — 

The  Life  of  General  Sir  Hope  Orant^  with 
Selections  from  hie  Correepondence^  edited 
by  Colonel  Heniit  Kkollts,  just  pabliahed 
by  Blacewood,  tarns  over  again  the  erer 
fasoinatinffpages  of  the  Btory  of  the  Indian 
Mutiny.  Hope  Grant,  then  in  the  prime  of 
life,  and  in  oommand  of  the  Ninth  Lancers, 
went  through  it  all,  in  the  front  rank  of  the 
dauntless  body  of  Great  Britons  who  first 
withstood  and  finally  beat  back  the  native 
flood  that  for  a  while  threatened  to  swamp 
the  English  in  India.  As  the  despatches 
bhow,  Hope  Grant's  share  in  the  hard  won 
victory  was  second  to  few.  These  two  hand- 
some volumes  are  chiefly  made  up  of  extracts 
from  his  diary,  written  amid  tne  smoke  of 
battle.  There  is,  my  Baronite  says,  some- 
thing sublime  in  the  matter-of-fact  manner 
in  which  he  lots  down  record  of  thrilliDg 
incident,  much  as  if  he  were  entering  a 
memorandum  of  a  sail  from  Westminster 
Bridge  to  Chelsea,  or  a  ride  in  the  park.  Day 
after  day  and  night  after  night,  at  Cawn- 
poor,  Lucknow,  and  Delhi,  Hope  Grant  lived 
on  intimate  terms  with  Death,  with  the  pro- 
verbial result.  It  did  not  breed  exactly  con- 
tempt, but  there  was  induct  absolute  indif- 
ference. A  choice  companion  spirit  was  found 
in  Colin  Campbell,  who  commanded  the 
relief  operations.  In  one  of  the  almost  hourly 
fights  it  is  written  **  Sir  Colin  was  struck  in 
the  stomach  by  a  spent  rifle-shot,  which  nearly 
doubled  him  up.  out  did  not  otherwise  injure 
him,^^  The  itmics  are  not  Hops  Grant's. 
He  does  not  use  them.  But  isn't  the  touch 
delightful  —  a  man  nearly  doubled  up  by 
receipt  of  a  rifle-shot  in  tne  stomfteh,  but 
not  otherwise  iDJured."  Perhaps  Hope  Grant 
was  thinking  of  the  sraver  consequences 
which  followed  on  the  aeliverv  of  a  famous 
chimk  of  old  red  "sandstone,  tne  subsequent 
proceedings  interesting  no  more  the  recipient. 

By  a  like  shot,"  he  adds,  **  when  talkmg  to 
Sir  Colin  and  Mansfeld,  I  was  hit  in  the 
side  with  such  force  that  for  some  moments 
I  could  not  speak. '  Happily  I  was  only 
bruised."  Exactly.  But  these  methods  of 
interrupting  a  friendly  conversation  are,  to 
Bay  the  least,  inconvenient.  Of  such  stuff 
is  the  British  Army  mode.  As  a  means  of 
keeping  up  its  tone,  Mr.  Campbell-Banner- 
HAN  might  do  much  worse  than  include  in 
the  Army  Estimates  the  small  vote  necessary 
to  suppljr  every  mess-room  throughout  the 
Empire  with  a  copy  of  Colonel  Enollts'  book. 

Quoth  the  Baron,  **  I  admit  that  I  am  one 
of  those  given  to  what  Sir  Walter  Scott  in 
Redgauntlet  stales  '  The  laudable  practice  of 
skipping.'  With  the  skipper  Sir  Walter 
owns  to  having  *  a  strong  fellow-feeling.'  It 
is  good  indeed  to  possess  such  high  authority 
for  being  a  skipper  in  novels.  Yet  the  skipper 
must  beware.  Give  him  plenty  of  rope  for 
skipping  and  maybe  he  will  drip  no  more. 
A  propos  of  Sir  Walter,"  continued  the 
Baron,  '*  I  had  up  to  now  thought  that  *  hard 
lines '  was  a  modem  slang  expression.  Not 
a  bit  of  it ;  it  is  in  Redaauntlet,  The  man 
who  is  in  charge  of  the  nshing  station  says. 
*  It  is  hard  lines  for  me  to  leave  your  honour.' 
When  did  *hard  lines'  travel  south?  By 
raU?" 

The  Baron  be  Book- Works  &  Co. 


TO  THE  AUTHOR  OF  TM88, 

Lifers  Little  Ironies  are  bright  successes : 
Now,  HARDt,  give  us  Lifers  Big Bratenesses! 


A  Faux  Pas.- 
Esther  Waters. 


-Mr.  Fatjx's  boycotting  of 


THE   HIGHER   JOURNALISM. 

Driver,  "  Keb,  Mitm  ?  Notting  'III,  Mum  ?  Could  you  kindly  ixclsb  me,  Mum  ? 
I  'VB  got  to  finish  a  little  Abticle  on  *  Fabes  as  I  'AVE  Took,'  almost  immediate, 
OR  that  Editor  o'  mink  will  bb  badgbbin'   most  frightful.     If  now   you  was  to 

APPLY  to  ONB  of  my  CoLLBAGUBS  ON  THB  RaNK,    MuM " 


QUI8  VENTILABIT  iPSOS  VENTILAT0RE8  ? 

The  House  for  airing  grievances. 

The  papers  all  dedfare 
Has,  not  unnaturally,  found 

A  grievance  in  it's  air. 
The  Ventilators  it  appears. 

Elect  of  all  the  nation, 
Have  now  themselves  been  found  to 
stand 

In  need  of  ventilation : 
Expert  opinion  on  the  cause 

They  've  hastened  to  amass. 
It's  plain  enough,  says  Mr.  A, 

Undue  escape  of  "  gas." 


Pat  on  Mil  Asqutth's  Wedding.  — 
**Sure  the  ceremony  must  remind  him  of 
*  Tennant  Bites,'  ana  the  question  of  *  Home 
Rule '  will  be  settled  afterwards." 


A  Chance  Volume,— Anecdotes  of  distin- 
guished personages,  illustrated  with  portraits, 
to  be  entitled  Meads  and  Tales, 


NURSEEY  CANONS. 
(By  a  Young  Peraon.) 

That  all  beyond  the  bib  and  coral, 
Be  boycotted  as  **  most  immoral." 
That  aught  with  virile  power  and  pith 
Be  banned— in  the  great  name  of  Smith  : 
That  passion 's  coarse,  that  satire  rude  is ; 
That  Nature  must  be  "  stopped  at  Mudie'sI  " 
That  Art  and  Literature  must  lap, 
Like  a  tame  cat,  skim  milk  and  pap ; 
Man's  sole  soul-pabulum,  indeed. 
Be— Arrowroot  plus  Aniseed. 


Evidentlt.— Hknbt  Lavnro,  after  laying 
the  first  stone  of  a  theatre  at  Brixton  (verv 
substantial  building  a  *'  Brick- stone  Theatre '' 
ought  to  be !),  congratulated  Mr.  Rider  Noble 
and  the  proprietors.  From  the  name,  this 
theatre  must  be  a  circus,  with  a  Noble  Eider 
to  manage  the  ring. 

Why  is  a  bad  Billiard-player  like  an 
Anchor  ?— Because  he  depends  on  his  Flukes. 
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THE   /ESTHETIC    EYE. 

"  How  PRETTY  THAT  LaDY  18,   PaPA  I"  "  VkRY  PMTFY  INDlED.ToiClCY  \" 


"  I  THINK  SHE  *8  THE  PRETTIEST  LaDY  I  EVER  SAW,    PaPA  I  '* 

"Are  you  quite  sure  you  still  love  Muhmy  best,  Papa? 


{Pause.) 
"Really,  Tommy?"       {Pause.) 


HAMLET  AND  THE  SKULL. 

H-rc-bt-Hamlet.  *'Hum!  This /ellowmigJU  beings  time  a  great 
huyer  of  land,  with  his  statutes,  his  recognisances,  his  lines,  his 
double  vouchers,  his  recoveries.^*  Aha  I  e*en  so.  And  they  do  say  the 
bujren  of  land,  and  the  holders  and  inheritors  thereof,  shake  now  in 
their  shoes  at  the  signs  of  the  times.  'lis  Graduation  gravels  *em  I 
Graduation  is  vexation,  I     Exemption  free  it  bothers  me ; 

Abatement  is  as  bad :  |         And  Betterment  driyes  me  mad. 

So  might  sing  the  buyer  of  land,  an  he  had  a  heart  for  singing, 
which  in  this  day  he  hath  not.  Now,  /  oonld  sing,— terra-lirra  like 
any  lark,  crow  yon  like  any  ohantioleer,^bnt  that  a  graveyard  song 
is  apt  to  sound  like  a  raven's  croak.  "  Hath  this  fellow  no  feeling 
of  his  business  that  he  sinps^^—ixvet  a  skull?  So  they  might 
reproaoh  me  for  my  intemnestive  mirth,  an  I  let  out  the  fflee  of  my 
heart  in  jocund  song.  *'  That  skull  had  a  tonaue  in  it,  ana  could  sing 
once,**  Verily,  yes  I  Could  it  warble  now  wnat  were  the  burthen  of 
its  song  ?    Something  on  this  wise  I  wot. 


Back  to  the  Well-let  Land ! 
Ah !  who  shall  lead  us  thither  P 
Clouds  in  the  fiscal  sky  more  darkly 


What  time  the  Com  Laws  firmly  yet 

did  stand, 
Dear  to  the  fanners'  boson 


gather,  '  [handl    Beaping  the  Well-let  Land? 

And  unlet  fanns  lie  round  on  every 


fate 


OLand!    OLand! 
I  Thy  lords  be  broken-hearted. 
The   harshest   herald    by  our 

allotted. 
Beckons,  and  with  Free  Trade  and 

hif  h  rates  stands. 
To  lead  us  with  no  gentle  hand. 
Far  from  the   Land   of  the   Great 

Departed, 
Far  from  the  Well-let  Land ! 


Who  '11  lead  us,  in  Protective  band, 

Thither,  0  thither. 

Back  to  the  Well-let  Land  f 

Back  to  the  Well-let  Land ! 
To  3rou,  ye  fair-tilled  regions. 
Whereon  the  taxes  were  not  laid  in 

legions. 
Which  had  not  felt  the  Exchequer's 

heavy  hand; 

'lis  80  I  hear  the  Song  of  the  Skull—an  'twere  the  Landlord's 
skulL  But  **  this  might  be  the  pate  of  a  politician.**  Faith,  yes ;  a 
friend  of  the  Agricultural  Interest,  a  Protectionist  tike  Howabd 
YnrcEHT,  a  Bimetallist  like  Chapltk.  And  to  this  favour  he  hath 
come !  **  Or  of  a  courtier,  which  could  say  *  Oood^morrow,  Sweet 
Lords!*  How  fare  ye,  good  Lords?  Stand  fast  for  the  Land, 
brave  Lords  I    Terra  ftrma  is  the  only  stable  thing,  dear  Lords ! '' 


'*  This  might  be  my  lord  Such-a-one,  that  praised  my  lord  Such-a^ 
one*s  slip  o*  the  tonaue  when  he  hoped  to  profit  thereby.**  **  E*en  so  ; 
and  now  my  Lady  WoBM*a;  chapless,  and  knocked  abotU  the 
mazzard  with  a  sexton* s  spade  ;  here*s  fine  Revolution,  an  we  had 
the  trick  to  see  it.**  Or  **  why  may  it  not  be  the  skull  of  a  lawyer  t  *' 
They  all  love  the  Land ;  lie  for  it  whilst  they  live,  and  tn  it  when 
tiiey  die.  "  Where  be  hisquiddets  now,  his  quillets,  his  cases,  his 
tenures,  and  his  tricks  f  Why  does  he  suffer  a  rude  knave  now  to 
knock  him  about  the  sconce  with  a  dirty  shovel,  and  will  hot  tell  him 
of  his  action  ofbattery  f** 

Hum !  **  JFer^t  to  consider  too  closely  to  consider  so  t  A^o. 
faith,  not  a  fot ;  but  to  follow  him  thither  with  modesty  enough,  and 
likelihood  to  boot.**  Tet  favour  I  the  fancy  that  this  is  the  dcull  of 
some  great  buyer  of  land.  The  gorge  firapeth  as  though  to  swallow 
up  Mother  Earth,  like  an  Irish  land-graober.  **  Is  this  the  fine  of 
his  fines,  and  the  recovery  of  his  recoveries,  to  have  hisjfne  patefuu 
of  fine  dirt  f  Will  his  vouchers  vouch  him  no  more  of  his  purchases, 
and  double  ones  too,  than  the  length  and  breatUh  of  a  pair  of  in- 
dentures f  The  very  conveyances  of  his  lands  will  hardly  He  in  this 
box  ;  and  must  the  inheritor  himself  have  no  more  f  haV* 

The  inheritor?  Ave,  there's  the  rub.  The  inheritor  in  fuiuro 
shall  have  less,  even  oy  the  amount  that  amended  Law,  intervenient| 
shall  intercept— in  the  interest  of  the  State  and  its  Exchequer,  ana 
the  Chancellor  thereof.  Gbod !  Skull  thou  hast  well  served  mv  turn, 
as  text  for  a  morality  dear  to  Habcourt-Haklet's  soul—ana  as  de- 
monstration that  Death  hath  his  Duties  as  well  as  his  Bights.   Aha ! 


BoYAL  Academy  Baitqust.— Order  of  evening,  short  speeches. 
Excellent  example  gracefully  set  by  Sir  Fksdsric,  P.B. A.  H.B.H. 
Prince  of  Wales  responded  for  Self  and  Royal  Family.  Duke  of 
Cambbidoe  merry  ana  mititary ;  Lord  Spencer  nice  and  nautical ; 
Lord  BosEBERY  wise  and  witty.  Lako^  alliteratively  coupled  with 
'*  Literature,"  piped,  but  no  one  felt  inolmed  to  dance ;  and  then  Sir 
BoBEET  Ball  shouted  for  *'  Science."  '*  After  the  bawl  was  over  '* 
came  first-rate  speech  by  Bishop  of  PETERBOROueH.  Tuikiih 
Ambassador  wanted  to  encore  it.  *'  Non  possumus,  ExoeUenoy," 
quoth  Cardinal  Yavghav.  **  He  's  Bishop  of  PeterboroQgh,  not  of 
Be-peaterborough."  Witticism  at  once  recorded  by  Beoorder  Sir 
Charles  Hall.     Then  all  in  to  dgars,  concert,  ocfiee,  and  can- 
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PASSIONATE    FEMALE    LITERARY  TYPES. 

THE  OLD  SCHOOL. 
Miss  fFaly  {Author  of '*  Soots  and  Spurs  and  a  Baritone  Fuiee!"),  "Hokkstly,  Lucilla, 

HAVE  YOU  BVEH  MBT  THE  MaN  YOU  COULDN'T  LOVB?" 

Miss  Thrump  (who  wroU  "  Oh,  the  Meeting  of  the  Lips  I ").  **  No,  Clarissa  I    Have  you?** 
Miss  Waly.  **0h,  never,  never!    And  I  earnestly  trust  /  never  shall!" 


HORACE  IN  LONDON. 

An  Efodb,  *'Bratus  Ills." 

'Joseph  speaks,  the  "NineteejUh  Century"  in  hand, 

**  Happy  the  man  who,  void  of  state, 

Like  simple  students  at  the  *  plough,' 
Can  saunter,  muse,  and  lucubrate 

Amid  Three  Acres  and  a  Cow ; 
Who,  all  unstartled  by  the  dash 

Of  par^  warfare,  mocks  at  *  C 
Derides  the  closure,  need  not  da^ 

Forth  from  the  House  to  Terrace  Tea ; 
He  counts  the  sheep  and  not  the  vote ; 

His  *  reading '  don't  concern  a  Bill ; 
He  turns  his  Horace,  not  his  coat. 

And  walks  at  ease  round  DoUis  UilL 
Instead  of  cutting  down  with  grind 

Defects  in  Grovemment's  machine. 
He  fells  a  tree  or  so,  by  kind 

Permission  of  Lorn  Aberdxbn. 
He  quails  no  more  at  *  laughter  loud' ; 

No  cheers  ironic  make  him  blench ; 
A  garden  seat  receives  him  proud, 

As  erst  the  ministerial  bench. 
The  sylvan  prospect  makes  amends ; 

He  really  *  to  the  country'  goes ; 
No  simulated  wrath  distends 

His  peaceful  muse  beneath  the  rose ; 
But  amatory  strains  delight. 

Soothed  by  the  uncivic  turtle-doves ; 
Would  I  could  do  the  same,  and  write 

Of  Horace  and  his  lady-loves  I " 

So  carolled  Joseph  Chakberlaik, 
Who  sighs  for  landed  lordship  still, 

Perusing  Gladstone's  last  refrain 
With  eyes  askance  on  DoUis  HiU. 


General  Proverbial  Rule  por  Every- 
body EXCEPT  Oardenmrb. — "  As  you  make 
your  bed  so  you  must  lie  on  it." 


•*  ALL  THE  WINNERS"  (?). 

Boycotted  or  not  boycotted,  if  Esther 
Waters  calls  general  and  effectual  attention 
to  the  growth  of  gambling,  which  is  the  real 
**  curse  of  the  country  "  in  these  days,  it  will 
do  more  rood  than  all  the  Bodos  and  Mar^ 
cellos  and  Barahhasses  and  Heavenly  Twins 
in  all  the  libraries  in  the  land.  England  is 
fast  becoming,  in  an  evil  sense,  the  **  Better  ** 
Land ;  and  in  consequence  of  the  phrenzied 
cult  of  the  Goddess  of  Gambling  the  later 
Victorian  Era  will  come  to  be  called  the  reign 
of  Bad  Queen  Bet.  From  poor  boot-blacks  to 
middle-class  black-legs,  and  thence  to  aristo- 
cratic black  sheep,  all  classes  of  the  com- 
munity are  tarred  and  tainted  with  the  same 
bad  brush.  **  All  the  winnera  !  "  yell  the 
newspaper  urchins;  who  **have  a  bit  on" 
themselves  —  almost  to  a  boy.  Southey's 
DevU  on  his  Walk  would  chuckle  sardonically 
at  the  cry. 
He  saw  a  ragged-breek'd  urchin  run 

A-8hriekin^  out  "All  the  winners!!!"    [fun!" 
And  the  Devil  smiled,  and  he  sni^ered.  **  What 

What  a  bait  for  the  greed-fired  smners  1 
Whilst  the  Gambling-Demon  is  wide  awake, 

Half  my  imps  may  be  idle  snoosers. 
But  wouldn't  it  sell  if  I  published— from  Hell — 

Jfy  record  of  "  All  the  Loosers ! " 
Of  an  Primrose  paths  'tis  the  Betting  track 

Leads  straighteet  down  to  perdition, 
And  the  loosers  each  day  (of  their  souls)  I  should 

WoJSJ?fill  a  big  «  Spcshul  Edition !  " 


News  of  a  Distikguishsd  Invalid.— 
Mn.  R.  waan*t  at  all  weU.  On  being  con- 
doled with,  our  excellent  friend  remarked 
that  she  was  **  not  in  the  least  surprised  at 
her  suffering  from  indigestibtl,  as  on  the  pre- 
vious evening  she  had  had  cramped  salmon 
for  dinner." 


THAT  HAT. 
(At  the  Private  View.) 

I  'll  see,  I  fear,  not  a  picture  here, 
For  ever  there  comes  between 

A  flower-bed  on  a  ladjr's  head- 
That  's  pretty  well  all  I  've  seen. 

I  dodge  and  dive,  but  I  can't  contrive 
To  peep  past  the  thin^  that  trim 

That  far  from  flat,  waving,  curling  hat, 
With  it's  quite  enormous  brim. 

I  'm  short,  she 's  tall,  I  can't  see  at  all. 
And  she  always  comes  between ; 

Though  quick  or  slow  be  my  pace,  no  go, 
In  front  she  has  ever  been. 

So  all  I  know  of  this  picture  show 
Is  a  brim  that  scrapes  my  nose, 

On  which  upright,  half  a  yard  in  height, 
Stands,  '*  olowing  and  growing,"  a  rose. 


AFTER  THE  BALL. 

(FragmMktfrom  a  Record  at  the  End  of  the 
Season.) 

The  stranger  had  heard  shouts  and  cries, 
but  had  seen  no  smoke.  He  had  ascribed  the 
latter  characteristic  of  the  fray  to  the  newest 
invention  in  gunpowder.  Still  the  noise  was 
terrific  He  could  not  see  the  combatants 
engaged  in  thcdr  fierce  contest,  but  every  now 
and  again  a  victim  was  carried  to  the  rear. 
Sometimes  to  the  ambulance-tent,  sometimes 
to  a  retiring-room  of  even  a  sadder  nature. 
The  fight  was  evidently  hotly  contested,  and 
the  list  of  the  lost  and  wounded  would  be  a 
very  long  one. 

**  And  how  many  x>&tients  have  you, 
Doctor  F"  asked  the  stranger,  as  he  entered 
the  hospital  tent. 

**  Oh,  about  the  average.  Six  broken  legs, 
ten  fractured  arms,  twelve  staved-in  ribs, 
and  seven  collar-bones  unsettled.  Had  this 
poor  fellow's  neck  been  twisted  half  an  inch 
more,  they  would  have  had  to  carry  him  to 
the  other  tent.  It  would  have  been  all  up 
with  him." 

And  then  the  stranger  noticed  that  although 
the  marquee  was  fuU  of  suffering  men,  there 
were  no  signs  of  warfare.  He  saw  no  swords, 
no  rifles,  and  no  accoutrements. 

**And  where  was  the  battle  fought?" 
asked  the  stranger. 

"  What  battle  ?  "  queried  the  Doctor. 

**  Why  the  battle  in  which  these  poor 
fellows  came  by  their  wounds." 

**  Oh,  it  wasn't  in  a  battle,"  returned  the 
Me^co,  **that  my  patients  got  into  such 
straits.  No,  they  owe  their  presence  here  to 
joining  in  a  game  of  football.^' 


A  NEW  PET. 


[**  There  is  scarcely  any  animal,  from  the  polar 
bear  to  the  mouse,  which  has  not  been  tamed  by 
man  as  a  pet."— From  a  recent  Magazine  Article.] 

That  **  Polar  Bear  "  I    It  sounded  nice, 
Suggestive  of  the  land  of  ice, 

Aurora,  whales,  and  Esquimaux ; 

And  then  so  new,  so  comme  ilfaut, 
A  change  from  cockatoos  and  mice ! 

I  bought  one,  at  a  longish  price — 
It  made  two  orphans  in  a  trice, 
And  killed  a  dozen  dogs  or  so, 
That  Polar  Bear! 

Perhaps  you'll  offer  some  advice 

How  best  a  buyer  to  entice. 
Or  would  some  enterprising  show 
This  special  offer  like  to  know  ? 

*'  For  sale— tremendous  sacrifice- 
Dig  itiZHiat  Polar  Bear  " 
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OEMS   FROM   THE    ROYAL   ACADEMY. 


Ko.  175.  Dining  Alone ;  or,  The  Gluttonous  Lion 
und  the  LitUe  Kid.  "Ain't  it  golopdiUB.!"  J.  T. 
Mettleahip. 
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No.  316  '.The  Ck>wT|irepanng'to  jump  oyer  the  Moon, 
but  rather  baulked  by  being  puzzled  aa  to  whether  it 
im'ttheSun.    Fred  flail. 


Noa.  54  and  61.    Lady  Punlista  resting  after  Bound 
theFirrt.   HenryT.WelU,R.A.,andJ.8.8argent,A.       ^o.  165.    A  Queer  Proceeding.    Ite- 

gardless  of  her  doom  the  is  **  going  on— 


anyhow.*'  Evidently,  "She  dunno  where       No.  435.      The    Black    Watch    "making    hav**    at 
he  are."     Hon.  John  Collier.  Quatre  Braa.    William  B.  WoUen. 


No.  523.  The  Ck>ming  Hamlet. 
"  Aha !  wait  tiU  i  appear."  8oL 
J.' Solomon. 


No.  20.  I  Poor  Lady !  Seyere  bilious  I 
attack.    Draught  eyery  two  hours. 
Sir  F.  Leighton,  Bart.,  P.E.A.  | 


Ko.  462.  A  Pennyworth  of  Elec- 
tricity :  "  Oh !  turn  it  off  for  good- 
nefs*  sake ! ! "    Hon.  John  Collier. 


Ko.  190.  Snow'd  Up ;  or,  To  be 
Left  till  Called  for.  "  Ko  mantle !  no 
umbrella !  no  shoes !  and  the  snow  is 
falling  so  slowly  I  can  count  the  flakea. 
I  wonder  if  it's  going  to  be  any 
worse  P  Wish  some  one  would  oome 
and  fetch  me."  Sir  F.  Leighton, 
Bart,  P.R.A. 


No.  3.  "  Bob'i  Up  /  "  by  Akthur  8.  Cope, 
hnng  a  portrait  of  General  Lord  Robksts, 

v.c,  g.cTb.,  &o. 

No.  6.  •*  The  End  of  the  PiVr."  Poor 
Fieri  Last  Appieranoel  Affecting  title  of 
Mr.  HicroR  Caffibri's  piotore. 

No.  15.  Admirable  picture  of  Major- 
General  Sir  Frakcts  Grknfbll,  K.C.B.,  &o. 
By  W.  W.  0ULB88.  R.A.    At  this  style  of 


Frxderio  Leiohtok,  P.R.A.,  calls  the  lady  in  this  line 
picture.  More  correct,  though  less  classical,  to  say  not 
^' Fat"  but  " Comfortable  Idica." 

No.  42.  •'  Tm,"  by  G.  D.  Lesuts,  R. A.,  is  delightful. 
Suggestive  of  future  romance  in  the  figure  of  this  little 
Tea-maker.    „  j.^^^  narrative  de  Tea  " 

should  baye  been  the  motto. 

No.  54.  Miss  Stirling,  by  Hbkrt  T.  Wflls,  R.A. 
A  picture  of  sterling  value.    Bravo  I  Oil- Wells  1 

No.  59.  Portrait  of  a  Lady  (How  nice  I), 
by  Emilt  GooDCHiLD.  ** Good  child"  must 
be  rewarded,  and  **  take  the  cake." 

No.  70.  Harold  and  Maud,  children  of 
E.  A.  Kiiching.  Esq,,  J.P.,  by  Percy 
BiOLAHD,  who,  ol  course,  on  this  occasion 
brought  the  Kitching  folk  into  the  Drawing- 
room. 

No.  72.  ••  His  First  Cigarette.''  •'  Oh, 
dear  I "  says  the  juvenile  smoker  (who  looks 


2  A.M.),  **I  don*t  think  1  like  it  I"     By 

bETMOrR  LrCAS,  J.  f 

No.  78.  Luke  Fjides,  R.A.,  scores  manv 
with  bis  Mrs,  Bobert  Yerburgh,  Belle 
affaire  de  Luke^s, 

No.  90.  ''Summer  Fruit.*'  Cbarming! 
Marcxts  Stone,  H.A.    Stone  fruit 

No.  104.  *'A  Difficult  Position**  might 
have  been  the  other  title  of  **  The  Eleventh 
Hour,**  by  J.  H.  Lorimer.  How  does  she 
manage  to  keep  her  seat  ? 

No.  110.  The  Marquess  of  Bipon,  K.O. 
B7  Hubert  Hereomer,  R.A.  **  A  *  Rippin* ' 
picture ! " 

No.  121.  Lady  Eden.  Evidently  £vb*8 
second  title.  Congratulations  to  Lewis  C. 
Powr<E8. 

No.  124.  "  Nature*  M  Archway**  J.  Mac- 
WniRTER«  R.A.  His  Diploma  piuture. 
Scene     at     Sark.      It     should    be    called 
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Of  oonne  this  oharminffYene- 
tian  Bubject  is  by  jEenbt 
Woods,  K.A.  Wenioe  was 
always  celebrated  for  its 
Waters,  and  now  it  is  known 
to  us  by  its  Woods.  "  Beanti- 
fol  Isle  of  the  Sea"  was  the  old 
sons:.  *  *  Beantifol  ile-painting 
of  tne  Woods"  wiy  we. 

No.  135.  ''The  Bracelet:' 
Marvelloas  fine  picture  by  Sir 
F.  Lbohton,  Bart.,  P.R.A. 
Classioal,  of  course :  Grecian 
rather:  prominent  is  the  elbow,  i 
which  looks  a  bit  sore.  Abbre- ' 
viated  title  *'  Elbow-Greece." 

No.  164.  Follow  my  LsADKB, 
A.,  along:  "^  Wet  AoadMe:^ 

No.  232.  A  Jtise  in  Life  ; 
or.  Taken  Up  by  a  Queer  Old 
Bird,  By  BRiTOif  RmiiLE, 
R.A.,  who  calls  it  **  Gany- 
mede:' 

No.  277.  "J  VersailUt:* 
By  Val.  C.  PBiysEP.  A., 
stage-manager  to  the  Royal 
Academy  Theatre. 

No.  306.  William  F. 
Yeames,  R.A.,  gives  us  a 
masterly  picture  of  a  medieval 
gent  tnfling  with  some  toy 
puppies.  A  brief  amusement, 
or     cur-tailed  joy^." 

No.  339.  Awkward  position 
of  Mr.  C0PE*s  Jtiaht  Hon. 
A.  J,  MundeUa,  M.P,,  and 
(No.  343)  Sir  Gxorge  Reid*s 
Professor  Blackie  (no  connec- 
tion with  Day  and  Mabtin), 
placed  on  either  side  of 

No.  340.  HuBSBT  Hebxo- 
MSB,  R.A.'s,  lady  *'all  beauti- 
ful in  naked  purity."  Quite 
charming  is  tne  artist's  lady, 
but  both  aforesaid  gentlemen 
are  looking  most  demurely  in 
the  opposite  direction.    Highly  moral  group. 

No.  423.  Send  for  a  ladder  and  look  at 
''Lunette  and  portion  of  ceiling''  hung  up 
above  part  of  a  mural  decoration  by  the 
Colour-SABOEirT,  A.  This  must  be  carefully 
examined  by  a  (Commission  in  Lunettecy. 

No  more  time  or  space  just  now.  Must 
step  back  to  look  once  more  at  the  delightful 
portrait  of  H.RJL  The  Princess  ofWales, 
painted  b^  Luke  Fildes,  R. A.,  and  to  suggest 
to  him  this  motto : — 

"  0  Miracle  of  Womanhood." 

The  Princess.    Trologue,— Tennyson, 


SOMETHING    LIKE. 

{Little  Jenkins^  having  been  told  thai  a  Pike  is  a  most  voracious  JUh^  and  being 
about  to  try  for  the  big  one^  has  baited  with  a  small  leg  of  muUon, ) 
Keeper  {in  charge  of  Water),  **Glad  to  see  as  how  you're  havin*  sich 

FINE  8P0RT,    Guv'NOR  !  " 


A  PICCADILLY  PASTORAL. 
[A  pair  of  wood-pij^eoni  may  be  obeonred  nesting 
in  a  plane-tree  in  Piccadilly,  undisturbed  by  the 
turmoil  below. — Daily  Paper,'] 

I  HAVE  found  out  a  gift  for  mv  fair ; 

I  have  found  where  the  wooo-pigeons  breed. 
But,  on  seoond  thoughts,  let  me  forbear 

From  a  very  ridiculous  deed. 
Climb  this  plane-tree  for  eggs  I  will  not ; 

Piccadilly 's  too  public  by  far ; 
Tens  of  thousands  would  rush  to  the  spot, 

And**'Edunno,"they'dcry,**w'ereNBareI" 

Then,  nhe  loves  **  all  the  birds  of  the  air," 

(So  she  tells  me)  including  the  dove, 
Though  her  hats  don't  exactly  prepare 

One  for  this  —but  enough !     I  'm  in  love. 
And  here  comes  the  delight  of  my  heart  I 

We  '11  be  off  to  some  restaurant  nigh : 
And  I  *11  offer  amends  with  **  dove-tart," 

As  some  lunatics  call  pigeon-pie. 


Ow  A  Lmoious  Man.—**  Quern  Deu$  vuU 
perdere  {Nisi)  Prius  denieniat:' 


THE  POETS  SPRING. 

**  SuiCMER  is  y-cumen  in. 

Loud  sing  Cuckoo  I " 
With  everything  that  pretty  bin 

They  choke  the  study  flue. 
I  wot  in  Spring  it  is  the  thing 

To  set  my  study  straight ; 
But  what  tne  deuce  is  tne  use 

Of  greenery  in  the  grate  ? 

Summer  is  y-oumen  in, 

Loud  calleth  Sweep ! 
On  everything  that  written  bin 

In  vain  my  eye  I  keep. 
They  pile  them  all  against  the  wall. 

And  swathe  with  table-cloth ; 
That  Sweep  at  six  may  flx  his  sticks — 

This  also  maketh  wroth. 

Summer  is  y-cumen  in, 

Fire  is  y-goen  out ; 
And  Dick  Bbbadwinivsr  blows  his  nail. 

And  flings  his  arms  about 
Where  can  I  my  matches  throw. 

Or  knock  my  G.  B.  D.  P 
And  LucT  won't  be  grave— but  oh ! 

The  difference  to  me ! 


To     THE      AUGUSTIN     DaLT     Co.,     DaLY's 

Theatre. — **As  you  like  it"  so  you  must 
leave  it.  There  was  a  Grand  Farewell  Night 
on  Saturday  last,  and  now  the  London 
theatre-going  public,  congratulating  Manager 
AuGUSTiN  [who,  to  be  consistent  with  his 
prenom^  must  come  back  in  Augnst\  on  his 
^*  returns,"  look  forward  to  the  return  of  the 
company  which  has  done  so  excellently  well 
ia  the  works  of  our  Mr.  Shakbpxabs. 


A  TUM  FOR  THE  HANDEL 
-FESTIVAL 

Mt  dkar  good  FniKin),  Mr. 
P.,  MT  Sweet,  BUT  kevcs 
Green,  P., —  We  have  got 
our  triennial  Handel  Festival 
coming  on  in  J  une.  '  *  Try  any, 
aU  Handel  at  tfaii  Festival 
and  pick  'em  where  you  like.'' 
Give  this  Handel  a  torn,  my 
dear  Mr.  P. ! 

We've  that  Gye-antets  as  a 
son^tress  Madame  Albahi 
coming,  likewise  Milba  (on 
whose  name  my  friend  Waoo- 
STAFF  can  only  pun  when  he 
has  a  cold  id  'is  'ed,  and  sings, 
"  Then  you  'U  re-Melba  me  l'^ 
Oh!);  also  Maid  Mauait 
(M*Kenzie).  Then  of  courie 
the  merry  Manxs  with  Ms 
merry  men,  and  the  Organist 
I  Etbb,  who  is  'igber  up  than 
I  most  of  the  performers,  in  fact 
,  the  only  thing  at  the  C.  P. 
that  can  anger  anvbody  oon- 
'nected  with  the  Festival  is 
the  position  of  the  organist, 
because,  from  the  moment  we 
were  compelled  to  place  him 
.  where  he  is  now  perotied  aloft, 
:  it  became  evident  to  everyone 
that  our  Etee  was  raised.  If, 
as  some  persons  insist  on  doin^, 
you  pronounce  his  name  aaotr 
and  not  ire,  then  jour  angry 
passions  need  not  nse,  and  you 
are  simply  delighted  to  hiave 
such  an  Air  on  the  or^an. 
But  alas!  the  news  has  just 
arrived  that  this  Et&e  is  not 
strong  enough  for  the  Handel 
constituticn,  and  so  his  place 
will  be  taken  bjr  Mr.  Waltbe 
HEDOCOCKt  quite  a  "rara  avis."  Chaklbs 
THE  FiBST  (and  only)  Saittlet  will  be  there ; 
high  Bkk  Davies  will  be  all  there,  but  Ben 
Kevis  cannot  come,  and  he 's  a  trifle  higher : 
we  've  caught  our  Normah  Salmoio),  than 
whom  no  Mtter  by  musical  doctors  haa  ever 
been  ex-salmond.  Mr.  Andrew  Black,  not 
a  Christy  Minstrel  as  his  name  suggests, 
sings  in  this  Festival  for  the  first  time ;  ana 
Edward  Llotd  is  a  certainty,— at  least  if 
he  didn't  come  after  promising,  "Wnov 
then,"  as  the  Yorkshireman  broadly  observed, 
"  he  told  a  loy,  and  so  after  all  it 's  Edward 
Loyd." 

So,  Mr.  P.,  'twill  be  a  big  ocoasion,  a  great 
show!  Don't  forget  to  book  it,  and  oome 
to  see  your  dear  old  Crystal  Pal. 

P.  S.— Lots  of  seats  for  everyone  who  comes 
to  Syd-in-  *em !    ( Ahem ! ) 


TOO  WILLINGLY  LET  DIE. 
[According  to  the  Dail^  News  of  the  28th  ult, 
an  inscription  on  the  front  of  No.  34,  Hue  de 
Richelieu,  Paris,  announces  that  MoLiiaB'b  death 
occurred  there,  while  Ko.  40  also  claims  m  a 
similar  manner  to  occupy  the  site  of  the  hoas« 
where  he  died.] 

Beholders,  getting  back  their  breaths. 
Must  deem  one  statement— unveracioua ; 

And  yet.  perhaps,  it  took  two  deaths 
To  Kill  a  being  so  vivacious. 

Conjectures,  probably,  are  rife ; 

But  this,  at  least,  maj  be  decided : 
MoLiERE  was  pleasant  m  his  life, 

Though  in  his  death  he  be  divided. 


The  Latsst  Literary  Epidemic— The 
Yellow  (Book)  Fev( 
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MANNERS   AND   CUSTOMS. 

(Being  a  Series  of  PtivaU  Letters  on  these  and  other  Subfcdi.) 

No.  n.— Fbom  Lady  Mabel  Hunter,  Pentl\nd  Hall,  Hants, 
TO  THE  Hon.  Victor  Maydew,  White's  Club,  London. 

Dear  Mb.  Maydew,  December  5,  189-r, 

What  a  disappoiatment !  I  can*!  get  oyer  it ;  for  apart  from  the 
pleasure  it  always  gives  Mother  and  me  to  see  you,  we  had  quite 
counted  on  you  to  play  host  for  us ; 
my  eldest  brother  has  nis  own  shoot, 
and  Bollo  is  recruiting  at  Yalles- 
cure  after  the  fatigues  and  dis- 
appointments of  the  eleotion.  I  have 
got  Mother  with  me  just  now  on  a 
lon^  visit ;  she  so  looked  forward  to 
seeing  vou  again.  **Dear  Mary*s 
boy,"  sue  said ;  *'  she  and  I  were 
such  friends,  and  called  each  other 
'Araionta'  and  *  Elvira'  in  our 
letters— girls  were  romantic  in  those 
days — and  then  we  were  maids  of 
honour  together,  and  the  dear  Queen 
used  to  eni'oy  duets.  Mary  and  I 
both  learned  the  harp  from  Chatier- 
ton  ;  nowadavs  girls  learn  the 
trumpet  and  the  comet  I  believe.'' 
I  am  afraid  Mother  doesn't  much 
like  the  latter-day  girl :  neither  the 
dcKsperatdy  earnest  tvpe  with  a 
mission  to  the  Boot-black  Brigade 
and  a  disregard  of  all  home  duties, 
nor— worst  of  all— the  Miss  Craik 
variety.  Oh  dear,  your  description 
of  her  made  me  wudder!  Take 
care,  or  she  will  marry  you  before 
you  know  where  you  are.  So  many 
men  are  married  by  girls  nowadays- 
it  is  a  new  development. 

Talking  of  new  developments, 
what  do  you  think  of  Johnnie 
Gray's  engagement?  He  has  only 
£150  a  year  from  his  mother,  and 
canH  get  an^hing  to  do  (*' Shouldn't 
mind  a  political  secretaryship,  or  an 
agency  for  some  big  oflSce  with  good 
commissions,  don't  you  know,''  he 
always  says  in  a  sort  of  resigned 
voice) ;  but  his /?anc<^0.  Lord  Egbebt 
Ardek's  second  girl,  nas  an  excel- 
lent post  as  lady-housekeeper  to  one 
of  tne  new  working-ladies'  flats, 
with  a  matron  under  her  ;  and 
directly  she  gets  her  next  **rise."  ^e 
and  Johnnie  are  to  be  married.  Perhaps  she  '11  find  him  a  place  as 
a  sort  of  glorified  hall  porter. . . .  Then  have  you  heard  about  the 
MontoomerysF    She  nas  just  been  made  a  *'Soul,"  and  he  is 


furious. . .  .  Dear  me,  what  a  lot  of  things  there  are  that  I  want  to 
talk  to  you  about.  Do  let  me  know  when  you  can  come.  Bother 
the  Blagdens  ;  this  is  the  second  bad  turn  thev ' ve  done  me ;  they 
secured  my  favourite  cousin  Betty,  the  girl  I  've  often  told  you 
about,  for  the  same  party.  I  hope  it'll  be  deadly  dull!  No,  I 
don't,  because  of  poor  you  and  Betty.  Do  cultivate  her  acquaint- 
ance. She  really  is  charming,  and  so  very  original— I  mean  original, 
;  inasmuch  as  she's  actually  only  a  thorougrmy  nice,  good  girl,  per- 
fectly happy  at  home,  and  mthout  a  vocauon,  or  even  any  desper- 
,  ately  salient  characteristic,  save  charms. 

What  my  ^aity  next  week  will  be 
without  either  ner  or  you  to  help 
me,  I  dare  not  contemplate.  Four 
guns,  whom  I  don't  particularly 
mind,  and  the  wives  of  two  of  them, 
whom  I  do.  Neither  of  them  is  in 
the  least  congenial  to  me,  or  would 
by  any  chance  have  been  asked  to 
Pentland  save  as  the  wife  of  a  gun. 
Bless  me,  I  've  heard  of  the  son  of  a 
gun ;  but  that 's  nothing,  I  'm  sure, 
to  the  wife  of  a  gun.  A  dreadful 
specimen  I  've  generally  found  her. 
However  these  four  men  are  old 
friends  of  dear  Harry's,  and  have 
come  to  our  December  shoot  for 
years.  It's  an  understood  thing 
now.  Captain  Christie's  wife^  by 
the  way,  is  a  sister  of  your  fnend 
Captain  Maxwell,  and  simply  a 
feminine  replica— so  you  may 
imagine  how  sympathetic  we  are  to 
each  other.  What  you  say  of  the 
X)opularity  of  the  Maxwell  tyi)e  of 
man  is  so  true,  and  that 's  one  A  the 
things  we'll  talk  about  when  you 
come. 

Little  Harry  shares  the  fenetnl 
disappointment,  he  is  panting  to 
show  *  *  Godpa  "  his  saUor  suit.  "  His 
dear  little  le^gies  would  be  more 
honoured  now  in  the  breech  than  in 
the  observance,  I  think,"  said  Mother 
(can't  you  hear  her  say  it),  so  Harry 
was  promoted  to  trousers.  He  grows 
very  like  his  father  (thank  you,  dear 
friend,  for  your  words  about  Aim), 
but  has  the  Borodale  eyes,  and  often 
reminds  Mother  of  Tarnaway  and 
KoLLO  when  they  were  little,  she 
says.  He  does  little  lessons  with  me 
now,  and  has  developed  a  passion  for 
arithmetic.  * '  What  comes  after  mil- 
lions P  "  I  heard  him  murmur  yester- 
day; **oh  yes,  billions,  of  course, 
and  then  postillions."  He  and  little  Mab  both  send  kisses,  and  with 
most  friendly  regards  from  Mother  and  me. 

Believe  me,  very  sincerely  yours,       Mabel  Hunter. 


"  I  am  afraid  Mother  doesn't  much  like  the  latter-day  girL" 


OUR  BOOKING-OFFICE. 

My  Baronite-in-Chief  sends  me  the  follow- 
ing opinion  on  a  new  work .  lie  says : — *  *  r/*e 
Green  Bay  Tree,  joint  work  of  W.  H.  Wil- 
KIN8  and  Herbekt  Vivian,  published  by 
Hutchinson  &  Co.,  is,  truly,  as  its  second 
title  denotes,  a  tale  of  to-day.  The  pity  of  it 
is  it  should  be  so  sorry  a  one.  These  youug' 
men  know  their  Harrow,  their  Cambridge. 
their  London,  with  its  varyinf?  phases  of 
the  season,  aiid  Monte  Carlo  with  its  smiling 
sea  and  its  (sometimes)  gloomy  Casino.  They 
skim  the  froth  of  society,  and,  on  the  whole, 
the  i)roduct  is  exceedingly  distasteful.  But 
that  is  not  their  fault.  Ihey  did  not  make 
the  wide  world  and  all  that  therein  is,  thoujrh 
there  are  not  lacking  in  the  writing  of  the 
work  traces  of  evidence  that  they  would  have 
felt  equal  to  the  task  had  it  been  imposed 
upon  tnem.  As  it  is,  their  duty  is  limited  to 
transfering  to  their  canvas  portraits  of  some 
of  the  personnffes  who  scamper  by  in  the  whirl 
of  society,  ana  sketclies  of  some  of  the  scenes 
their  conjunction  creates.  It  is  all  smartly 
done.    No  flagging  on  any  page  of  the  throe 


volumes,  with  here  and  there  —  notably  the 
chapters  describing  the  opening  of  the  Cory- 
tonlioneymoon  at  the  *Lord  Warden,'  and  the 
closing  of  the  Tvrconnel  honeymoon  at  Monte 
Carlo — powerfully  delineated  episodes.  The 
sketches  of  school  and  college  life  are  evi- 
dently reminiscent  of  j)ersonal  experiences, 
whilst  those  who  live  in  London  Society  to- 
day will  fancy  they  recognise  familiar  faces 
flitting  through  the  book."  My  Baronite  is 
more  fortunate  than  his  Chief,  who  had  a 
gallant  struggle  with  the  first  volume  of  the 
O,  B,  T,  But  **  I  am  quite  content  with  this 
opinion  of  a  trusted  expert,  and  shall  not 
take  any  further  trouble  to  form  my  own  on 
this  book,"  quoth      The  Bakon  de  B.-W. 


Mrs.  II.  was  persuaded  by  her  nephew  to 
go  to  a  music-hall  with  him  one  evening. 
She  says  she  will  never  enter  such  a  place 
ogirin,  for  some  one  sang  a  tropical  Song,  that 
made  her  fetl  very  l^otatt4<unoomiartabie«— 


J^Ew  Definition  (6y  a  hungry  teould-he 
Diner). — Waiter— one  who  makes  you  wait. 


DEAR  DOROTHY. 

(A  Little  Love  Affair.) 

Dear  Dorothy,  'twas  but  the  other  day 
(Last  Sunday,  to  be  accurate),  that  we 
Were  introduce  in  quite  a  proper  way, 
Dear  Dorothy. 

Your  ladyship  smiled  graoiously  on  me ; 

To  i^y  requests  you  did  not  say  mc  "Nay," 
I  asked  you  if  you  'd  sit  upon  my  knee ; 
You  eame  at  once  and,  eonung,  came  to 
stay. 
It 's  true  your  age— as  yet— is  only  Three ; 
Perhaps  that  *8  why  I  don't  do  wrong  to  say 
Dear  Dorothy  ! 


A  Misapprehension  Corrected.— ^n»irer 
to  ^*  An  Earnest  Inquirer."— You  are  in 
error.  Soisj^oursp^Unff.  The  show  to  which 
you  refer  IS  not  an  exnibitipn  of  *^  Prince 
Tet^t  stt^Kdt,**^'m  yon  iirfTBr^fiT)nt»it  being 
spoken  of  as ''  2^^  Silk  Tet-tile  Exhibition,^* 
Note  the  iq[)elling,'and  in  future  don't  trust 
to  your  ear  but  your  eye.    r\  CSCSXp^ 
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'Gak  I  GO  Abroad  to  Finish,  Ma?" 

*  No.      It  '8  TIME  YOU  WERB  MARRIED  ;  AND  MeN  D0N*T  CARE  HOW  ILL-EDUCATED  A  WOMAN  18.' 

'You  shouldn't  judge  everybody  by  Pa,  Ma  !" 


TELL  IT  NOT  IN  GATH! 

lA  Pkiliatinea  Confession,) 

Fbiskds  caUed  me  a  Philistme  long  years  a^ ; 

I  was  never  quite  dear  what  it  meant ; 
But  this  I  do  know,  that  it  set  me  aglow 

With  a  sort  of  **  divine  discontent." 
I  have  not  much  culture,  I  'm  sorry  to  say, 

I  am  neither  a  sage  nor  a  hard ; 
Tet  to  he  **  in  the  movement "  I  wished  in 
my  way. 

And  I^ve  tried  most  tremendously  hard. 

The  Children  of  Light  are  a  curious  lot, 

And  with  them  to  range  and  to  rank, 
I  found  I  must  revel  in  absolute  rot, 

And  glory  in  popinj  ay  prank. 
To  he  in  their  swim,  I  must  wallow  in  whim, 

And  perpetrate  palpable  fudge. 
I  *ve  tned  to,  of  course,  but  my  chances  are 
slim 

Of  succeeding— if  I  »m  any  judge. 

Emasculate  yearning  and  maudlin  conceit, 

Disgusted  me,  do  what  I  would. 
"VinJity,"   vaunting  like  roughs  on  the 
street, 

Attracted  me  not  as  it  should. 
The  truculent  tone  and  the  tomahawk  style 

Appeared  to  strike  noodles  with  awe ; 
But  when  I  assumed  them  I  felt  all  the  while 

Like  an  Lidian  scolding  his  squaw. 

The  beauty  of  sickness,  the  sweetness  of  sin, 

Palled  on  me,  like  medlars,  or  mead. 
For  rottenness  flavoured  with  honey— or  gin— 

I  had  not  the  palate  indeed. 
Erotical  raptures  in  finicking  phrase 

To  decadent  dudes  might  be  sweet ; 
But  I  felt  that  the  gushings  of  hedonist  praise 

Were  the  very  worst  spedes  of  **  bleat." 


The  Flowers  of  Evil  emitted  foul  sniffs 

Like  festering  lilies,  or  worse. 
From  a  midden's  forbidden  malodorous  whiffs 

Infect  the  most  finical  verse. 
Tes ;  whether  my  brain  or  my  stomach  was 
weak, 

I  never  could  rightly,  determine ; 
But  round  the  rank  sewers  of  letters  to  sneak 

I  f  dt  only  worthy  of —vermin  1 

Insane  arabesques,  symbols  empty  of  sense, 

And  impressions  in  mud  and  in  mist, 
As  Art,  may  be  triumphs  supreme  and  im- 
mense, 

But  a  dragon- win^*d  demon,  a-tmst 
With  Japanese  jim-iams,  a-squat  in  a  pool 

Of  blood,  or  of  red  and  black  inks. 
Simply  tangles  my  wits  like  a  spool  of  tost 
wool. 

And  knots  my  poor  brain  up  in  kinks. 

A  Stygian  sphinx,  a  Chimsera  in  soot, 

A  problem  in  Euclid  gone  mad, 
Blank  bosh— with  a  savour  of  Behal  to  boot, 

Ma^  be  Art -or  Fantastical  Fad ; 
But  if  my  sole  path  from  the  purlieus  of 
Gath 

To  the  top  of  the  triple-forked  hill 
Be  that  way,— in  spite  of  much  soom  and 
some  wrath, 

I  must  e'en  be  a  Philistine  still! 


Budget  Note.  —  Temperance  party  very 
hard  to  please.  Three  Liberal  brewers  re- 
fused to  vote  on  Thursda3r  for  Budget,  and 
abstained  from  the  Division.  The  teetotal 
party,  accordingly,  highly  indignant  at  them 
—for  being  total  abstainers  I 


The  Bbitish  "Sphere  op  Ihk-uence."— 
The  cricket-ball. 


DOGGEREL,  BY  TOBY'S  COUSIN. 

["P«ts,  Mr.  6ladstonb*6  black  Pomeranian, 
was  lost  and  ia  found.  He  walked  into  a  hoiue 
at  Stroud  Green,  whence,  after  hospitable  treat- 
ment, he  was  taken  yesterday,  after  an  absence  of 
three  dajs.  There  was  great  rejoicing  at  DoUis 
Hill  at  his  home-coming."— />^t/y  Paper ^  Ma^  10.] 

'Tm  really  too  bad  of  that  Petz— 

He 's  a  most  inconsiderate  dog  I 
Gallivanting  away,  he  forgets 
That  DoBOTHY  's  wild  with  remts, 
And  pines  in  his  absence  and  £rets ; 
While  we've  "pars"  put  in  all  the 

gazettes. 
And  circulars  sent  to  the  **vets," 
To  explain  with  exact  epithets 
The  points  of  this  pertest  of  pets. 

All  the  time  he  is  gadding  incog. 
In  the  suburbs,  and  probably  gets 
Entangled  with  canine  coquettes, 
Or  some  devilment  aids  and  abets, 
Or  works  o£E  a  score  of  old  debts 
In  a  few  rough-and-tumble  duets. 
'Tis  thus  that  he  playfully  whets 
His  taste  for  adventures,  and  sets 

His  DoUis  Hill  friends  in  a  fog  I 
Yes,  this  black  Pomeranian  Pete, 

He  *s  a  most  irrepressible  dog  I 

Mbs.  R.  was,  of  course,  at  the  Asquith- 
Tennant  wedding  last  week.  * '  Dear  me,"  she 
said  to  Mr.  Beerbohm  Teke,  whom  she  met 
on  the  crowded  staircase,  **I  see  aU  the 
notorieties  are  here!"  She  afterwards  ex- 
plained that  she  meant  **  all  the  celebrities." 
But  it 's  much  the  same  thing. 

QuEsnoK  OF  ToKE.— Do  aU  the  contributors 
to  The  Yellow  Book  take  a  jaundiced  view  of 


life? 
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BRILLIANT   STARS   AT  THE    ST.    JAMES'S. 

Is  The  Maiqueraden,  our  oWn  dear  »E5EBT  Hauthor  Joites  has 
written  a  strikingly-dramatic  play,  of  which  the  two  great  scenes 
are  so  daringly  improhahle  that,  nad  they  not  been  acted  to  per- 
fection by  Mr.  Geoboe  Alexakdeb  and  Mr.  Herbert  Wabino, 
aided  in  the  second  and  more  powerful  sitnation  by  Mrs.  Patrick 
Campbell,  the  fate  of  the  piece  would  haye  been  serionsly  imperilled. 
But  the  author  is  justified  of  his  actors,  and  the  play,  a  triumph  for 
both,  is  drawing  over-crowded  houses. 

First  Act:  hunt  ball  at  old-fashioned  inn  of  county  town.  Ad- 
mirably painted  and  arranged :  view  of  bar  bebw ;  of  corridor,  or 
gallery,  above.  "Gallery*^ well  brought  in,  since  principal  action 
on  which  play  turns  is  an  appeal  to  the  gallery— viz.  the  selling  by 
auction,  in  the  presence  of  the  county  ladies  and  gentlemen,  of  a 
Barmaid's  Kiss  1 1    The  amateur  auctioneer  is  a  kind  of  buriesqued 


And  then  as  beforehand  they  had  thrown  dice  lor  Penelope 
Anne^  so  now  they  betake  themselves  to  cards,  so  that  the  original 
situation  in  Box  and  Cox  is  doubly  exdting,  and  is  kent  up  until 
one  calls  the  other  **  cheat,"  and  the  other  retafiatee  with 
** swindler";  and  then,  just  as  David  Rernon  pitches  into  Sir 
Brice,  so  Cox  is  about  to  rush  on  Box,  and  Box  to  rush  on  Cat, 
when— but  as  the  soene  is  familiar  to  every  amateur  it  is  needless  to 
recall  the  details.  Is  it  not  incredible  that  a  playwright  sueh  as  is 
the  erudite  Jones  should  have  been  in  happy  ignorance  of  this 
classic? 

Well,  the  half -drunken  Sir  Brice  loses,  and  then  is  knnA^  over, 
and  shaken  violently  (his  lost  wife  being  still  present,  rather  eigor- 
ing  the  scene)  by  the  virtuoos,  self-sacrifioing  astronomer,  wdo 
threatens  to  murder  him  if  he  dares  ever  to  interfere  with  his  own 
wife,  who  will  be,  from  henceforth,  the  mistress  of  Mr,  Darid 
Remoti,    At  last  an  English  dramatic  author  has  justified  the  popa- 


Careless  selling[  Charles  Surfact^s  ancestors  at  the  hammer.    Even  lar  belief  of  the  Frenoh  people^  that  English  noblemen  sell  tiSeir 


had  Miss  Dulcie  Larondie  been  but  a 
common  barmaid,  the  gracious  and 
am)roving  presence  of  the  high-bred 
ladies,  entering  into  **  the  fun  of  the 
thing,"  would  surely  have  been  an 
impossibility.  True  that  'Ekebt 
Hauthob  snows  one  minor  character, 
Lord  Crandorer,  mildly  protesting. 
But  Lady  Crandover  should  have 
initiated  tne  protest;  and,  as  apparently 
the  only  chaperon  present,  would  she 
not  have  risen  with  dignity  and  have 
bade  her  daughter  and  the  other  young 
ladies  follow  her  back  to  the  ball- 
room^ which  the  entire  party  had  tem- 
porarily abandoned,  proiNiblV  during  an 
interval  allowed  the  band  tor  refresh- 
ment f  Again,  as  this  barmaid  is 
known  to  be  a  young  ladj  **  in  reduced 
circumstances,"  with  evidently  a  con- 
siderable amount  of  self-respect,  surely 
she  would  have  retired  to  her  own  room. 
All  she  does,  however,  is  to  expostulate 
in  dumb  show  with  two  or  thriee  of  the 
supernumeraries,  and  the  only  practi- 
cally solid  reason  against  her  retire- 
ment seems  to  be  that  in  this  hotel  of 
Mr.  JoNE8*8  there  is  no  one  else  except 
the  aged  proprietor,  Brinkler,  to  attend 
to  the  business.  Of  course  'Ekebt 
Haytthob  has  taken  out  his  own 
*|  poetic  licence,"  and  can  do  what  he 
likes  on  his  own  public-house  premises. 
In  this  Act  the  character-nart  of  Uie 
old  huntsman,  as  playea  by  Mr. 
Welllam  H.  Day,  could  not  be  bettered. 

During  the  entr'acte  one  Oeorge 
Cope/antf  (heartily  rendered  byMr.BEK 
Websteb),  an  ingeniously  conceived 
variety  of  **  Chables  his  mend,"  has 
gone  off,  died,  and  left  hU  entire  for- 
tune, for  no  particular  reason  (which  is 
reason  enough,  of  course),  to  David 
Remon,  So  in  the  Second  Act  David, 
the  poor  astronomer,  is  a  rich  man. 

Passing  over  this  Second  Act,  with 
its  occasionally  laboured,  but  on  the 
whole,  amusing  drawing-room  dialogue,  with  its  handsome  gift  by 
the  rich  astronomer  of  a  dheque-book  and  unlimited  credit  at  his 
bankers  to  Lady  Skene,  we  come  to  the  Third  Act,  where,  in  the 
great  situation  of  the  play,  Mr.  Alexahdeb's  acting  is  the  finest 
thing  he  has  ever  done.  He  lets  himself  go  with  a  vengeance,  and 
he  is  maniitioently  seconded  by  Mr.  Wabino. 

And  what  is  this  situation  ?  Remon,  the  virtuous,  self-sacrificing 
lover,  proposes  to  Sir  Brice  Skene  that  they  two  shall  play  cards- 
two  cuts  out  of  three— the  stakes  being  Retnon's  two  hundred 
thousand  pounds  against  Sir  Brians  wife  and  baby !  The  Imby 
is  certainly  a  prize  one,  and  is  exhibited  to  the  audience  by  Nurse 
Helen  Larondie.  a  part  effectually  played  by  Miss  Graitville. 

But  is  this  tetirag  situation  quite  new  P  Will  our  'Enert  Hauthor 
Jokes  venture  to  deny  that  the  original  of  this  scene  is  to  be  found 
in  one  of  the  strongest  situations  of  that  immortal  dramatic  work 
Box  and  Cox  f    I  submit  the  quotaUon : — 

" J?ar  (David  Semen).  I  have  it!    Suppose  we  draw  lote  for  the  lady? 
£h,  Mr.  Cox  *•        Cox  (Sir  Briee  Skene),  That  •»  fair  enough,  Mr.  Box. 
Box,  Or  what  say  you  to  dice  P        Cox,  Dice,  by  all  means,  &c.,  &c. 

.    Box,  Let  'b  try  something  else.   I  have  it.  Suppose  we  to§i  for  Pbnklopb 
Anne  (Dtdcte  Larondie)  ?      Cox.  The  very  thing  1  was  going  to  propose." 


K>pu 
thd 


Here  we  go  up,  up,  up  ! "  as  the  finale  ought  to  be. 
Remoti^i  Trance^  addressed  to  H.  A.  Jones. 


wives  at  Smithfield  I  But  this  ntna^ 
tion  is,  in  effect,  the  piece. 
<^  After  this  comes  Aet  IV.  And  what 
happens?  'Enert  Hauthob  cannot 
kill  the  now  inconvenient  Sir  Briee. 
as  tiiat  would  be  too  old  and  hackne^rea 
an  expedient,  so  he  shows  us  the  rich 
astronomer,  the  unprincipled  winner 
of  the  Wife  and  Nursery  Stakes, 
the  desperately  infatuated  and  lanff- 
hungering  lover,  David  Remon,  sna- 
denly  converted  by  the  oopy-book 
morality  of  a  nursing  sister,  seconded 
by  the  whimpering  sentimentali^  of  a 
foolish,  vapouring  youxiger  brotner,  a 
kind  of  sBsthetic  effeminate  roysterer 
(and  the  highest  praise  is  due  to  Mr. 
H.  y.  Esmond  for  his  rendering  this 
unreal  character  so  as  not  only  not  to 
make  it  ridiculous,  but  to  win  for  it 
the  audience's  warmly-expressed  ap- 
preciation), whom  David  can  kick  or 
caress  just  as  he  feels  inclined.  Out 
of  the  Ibsenitish  drama  no  such  demi- 
sexed  creation  as  this  Eddie  Remon 
can,  as  far  as  I  know,  be  found.  It  is 
in  this  character  that  Joites  salutes 
Ibsen.  And  so  the  astronomer,  pas- 
sionately loving  the  woman  he  has 
won,  who  passionately  returns  his  love, 
renounces  ner,  fives  ner  up,  as  if  she 
were  an  insoluole  riddle,^which  she 
isn't;  and  Miying,  airily  and  astro- 
nomically. **  We  will  meet  again  in 
Andromeda"— he  might  just  as  well 
have  said  *'  We  will  go  and  stay  with 
my  old  friend  the  Man  in  the  Moon  " 
—he  departs  on  his  astronomical  ex- 
pedition. Was  ever  tale  more  im- 
probable F  This  last  Act  ^ves  the 
audience  a  cold  douche,  which  would 
be  fatal  to  the  success  of  the  plav  had 
not  the  overwhelming  force  of  the 
Third  Act  triumphed  over  all  obstades, 
past,  present^  and  future. 

The  best  bght  comedy  scene  of  the 
play  is  in  the  Third  Act  between  Mr. 
Elliot,  Miss  Ibene  Yanbbugh,  and  Miss  Bebyl  Fabeb.  This  tells 
immensely. 

And  now— Why  is  it  called  The  Masaueraders  f  Is  it  because 
human  action  is  travestied  by  the  author  r  Who  **  masquerades  "  ? 
Not  the  brutal  husband ;  not  the  lovers ;  not  the  cynical  friends  Sir 
Benjamin  Backbite  Lushington  and  Lady  Sneertcell  Shefford,  for 
these  persons  do  not  in  any  wav  dis^ise  their  real  sentiments,  but, 
on  the  contrarj',  air  them  in  public  with  obtrusive  cynicism ;  not  the 
young:  gentlemen  of  the  Hunt ;  not  the  matronly  L<idj/  Crandover, 
But  if  none  of  these,  who  represent  The  Masqueraders  f  Simply 
nobody. 

As  to  the  plotj  Puff^s  immortal  answer  to  his  critic  Dangle  must 
be  borne  in  mind  and  quoted  on  behalf  of  Mr.  Hexby  Abthvb 
Jones.  **  But,"  asks  Danale,  after  hearing  Puff  describe  a  strong 
situation  in  his  own  play,  ^*  won't  thb  appear  rather  improbable  P" 
Puff  replies,  **  To  be  sure  it  will— but  what  the  plague  I  a  play  is 
not  to  snow  occurrences  that  happen  every  day,  but  things  just  so 
strange,  that  though  they  never  did,  they  mieht  happen."  Nothing 
succeeds  like  success ;  and  this  is,  without  doubt,  a  darinp .  but  a 
deserved  success,  and  'Enbt  Astbonomeb  Jones  **may  bl( 
lucky  stars  "  at  the  St.  James's. 
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A   POINT  OF  TRESPASS. 

Irate  Owner  of  this  tide  of  Water.  "Are  you  awark  that  tou  arc 
Tbespassino  in  this  Watbr,  youno  Man  I" 

Sharp  Youth.  "  But  I  'u  not  in  the  Water,  Sir." 

Irate  Owner  (more  irate).  " Confound  tou,  but  you've  just  taren 
a  Fish  out  I" 

Sharp  Yovth.  "  Yes,  Sir.    Ths  Fish  was  Trispassiko  1 " 


QUITE   A   LITTLE   (BANK)   HOLIDAY. 

(A  Page  from  Nobody  in  Particular' 8  Diary,) 

Woke  at  three,  and  did  not  like  to  drop  off  again  for  fear  I  shonld 
oversleep  myself.  However,  did,  and  consequently  had  to  dress  in 
ten  minutes.  No  time  for  breakfast.  Had  to  run  to  catch  the  train. 
Too  earlv  for  omnibuses,  and  didn't  see  the  puU  of  taking  a  cab. 
Got  to  the  station  just  as  they  were  dosing  the  doors.  However, 
managed  to  buy  my  ticket  and  scrambled  into  overcrowded  compart- 
ment. Counted  my  change  and  found  myself 
half-a-crown  short.  Must  have  left  it  in  the 
pigeon-hole  at  the  booking-office.  However, 
might  have  been  worse ;  might  have  lost  half 
a  sovereign.  Still,  just  my  luck.  Irritated  at 
seeing  over-dressed  foreigner  smiling  at  my 
disappointment. 

Sudden  intrusion  in  overcrowded  compart- 
ment resulted  in  unpleasant  remarks  about 
people  who  won't  come  in  time,  and  will  in- 
,  convenience  everybody.  Nobody  makes  room, 
^  and  everybody  glares  at  an  elderly  traveller, 
much  encumbeml  with  luggage,  who  tries  to 
get  in.  Find  standing  for  hours  in  a  cramped 
position  far  from  pleasant.  But  can't  be  helped.  Train  don't  stop 
until  we  get  to  our  iourney's  end.  Wish  they  would  open  the 
windows,  but  they  won*t.  Wish  they  wouldn't  smoke,  but  they  will. 
Get  to  Snaresborough  at  last.  It  isn't  much  of  a  town.  In  fact; 
it 's  more  of  a  village  than  anything  dse.  If  you  walk  a  hundred 
yards  any  way  you  come  to  flat  countir.  The  flat  country  consists 
chiefly  of  miles  of  fields.  It 's  got  an  old  church,  but  the  church  isn't 
open.  Key  with  the  Sexton.  The  Sexton  can't  be  found,  as  he  has 
gone  to  London  for  a  holiday.    He  has  taken  the  key  with  him.    - 

Snaresborough  much  better  in  fine  weather  than  in  wet.  To-day 
it  rains.  Ask  old  inhabitant  if  he  thinks  it  will  clear  up  by-and-by. 
No ;  he  doesn't.    When  it  rains  at  Snaresborough  it  generally  keeps 


at  it  for  a  week.  It  has  been  raining  for  the  last  four  days,  so 
it  is  likely  to  be  fine  by  Wednesday.  As  this  is  Monday  and 
I  have  to  oatoh  the  7.30  train  to  town,  afraid  I  oan't  wait. 
I  ask  the  old  inhabitant  if  he 
knows  of  any  nlaoe  of  interest 
in  the  nei^hoourhood.  He 
scratches  his  head,  looks  at 
me  for  three  minutes,  and 
says,  "Not  that  he's  heard 
of."  I  am  moving  off,  when 
he  adds  that  perhaps  I  would 
like  to  go  to  ^'  the  top  of  St 

Syce."    On  further  inquiry  I     ^-a^JBRiy  Ar**:>^^^^Mii\V 
discover  that  St.  Sims  (pro- 
nounced  **St.   Syoe")   IS  a 
local  hill  of  some  celebrity. 
Is  there  anything  to  be  seen 
when  I  reach  tne  summit? 
'*  No,  not  that  he 's  heard  of." 
I  enter  the  "Black  Bear," 
and    find  it  full  of  weary       ^^^t^  ^    ^^-r^ 
merry-makers.    I  ask  if  I  can       ^^"^^lkk&^^^        5^ 
have  anything  to  eat.     In- 

attentive  barmaid  says  **  No,"  and  gives  a  villager  some  beer. 
I  repeat  my  question  to  a  penon  who  seems  to  be  the  landlord, 
and  he  says  he  will  consult  his  missis.  After  consultation,  he 
tells  me  t£at  he  thinks  I  can  have  some  eggs  and  bacon  in  the 
course  of  **  a  couple  of  hours  or  so."  I  ask  him  how  long  it 
will  take  me  to  get  to  the  summit  of  **  St.  Syce"  and  back ; 
and  he  returns,  *  A  couple  of  hours  or  so."  This  decides  me 
to  make  the  ascent. 

I  walk  for  about  a  mile  and  a  half  along  an  extremely  muddy 
road,  and  then  begin  to  climb.  I  ffet  over  a  hedge,  and  enter 
a  wood.  I  find  myself  much  impeaed  by  brambles.  However, 
by  plodding  away  in  the  rain  I  at  length  get  to  the  summit. 
When  I  have  arrived  at  my  destination  I  find  there  is  nothing 
particular  to  be  seen  except  mist.  I  consult  my  watch,  to  learn 
that  "the  two  hours  or  so"  has  been  lengthened  into  about 
double  that  period.  It  occurs  to  me  that  by  the  time  I  get  back 
the  eggs  and  bacon  should  be  ready. 

Although  my  descent  is  now  downhill,  I  don't  progress  very 
rapidly,  as  the  clayey  mud  is  thicker  than  ever.  After  another 
couple  of  hours'hardwork  I  onoe  more  find  myself  in  the  village 
inn.  I  ask  the  inattentive  barmaid  if  my  dinner  is  ready. 
She  replies  (after  a  pause),  "What  dinner?"  and  gives  a 
countryman  a  muff,  presumably  containing  beer.  I  explain, 
"  Eggs  and  bacon."  She  (again  after  a  paxise)  replies.  "  What 
eggs  and  bacon  ?  "  and  gives  another  countnrman  another  mug, 
presumably  containing  beer.  At  this  point  the  landlord,  who 
has  a  gleam  of  intelligence,  asks  me,  ^*  Was  I  the  gent  who 
ordered  something  in  the  afternoon?"  On  hearing  my  affir- 
mative, he  adds,  "  Then  your  dinner  was  eaten  by  another  gent. 
I  thought  as  how  there  was  something  wrong  somewhere."  He 
seems  amused,  so  does  his  missis,  so  does  the  inattentive  bar- 
maid. I  would  reply  angrily,  if  a  glance  at  the  clock  did  not 
inform  me  that  I  have  but  ten  minutes  to  catch  my  train  back  to 
town.  I  hurry  away,  and  am  forced  into  a  carriage  constructed  to 
carry  twelve  jNusengers  which  is  alr^dy  crowded  with  fifteen.  My 
appearance  is  greeted  with  disfavour.  However,  after  I  have  been 
in  the  compartment  for  an  hour  or  two,  my 
presence  is  tolerated.  I  gain  rood-will  by  not 
objecting  to  the  smoking  of  rank  tobacco  and  the 
singing  of  oft-repeated  comic  songs.  I  reach  the 
terminus  cramiied  and  weary,  hungry  and  damp. 
All  the  omnibuses  have  ceased  running,  and 
I  oan't  find  a  dab.  On  my  way  home  I  come 
across  my  cousin  in  a  mud-covered  unifcnrm,  who 
has  been  ei^oying  a  day  with  the  Volunteers.  I 
recount  my  adventures,  laying  stress  upon  the 
absence  of  food  and  the  neea  for  exertion. 

"Ah,"  says  he,  in  a  faint  voice ;  "  you  have 
had  a  better  time  of  it  than  we  have  I " 
From  this  I  take  it  that  on  the  whole  he  envies 

I  get  home  to  bed,  and  just  write  this  diary  before  putting  out 


me, 

the  light. 

Take  it  all  in  all, 
perfect  change  I    Feel  so  tired  that 
even  in  a  theatre ! 


I  have  ecijoyed  myself  immensely.    Such  a 
I  am  sure  I  should  fall  asleei^— 


Mb«.  R.  was  in  an  omnibus  lately.  The  streets  were  so  badly 
paved,  she  says,  that  the  osculations  were  most  trying  to  elderly 
people,  though  the  younger  ladies  did  not  seem  to  object  to  them. 


Meit.— "  The  only  way  to  get  rid  of  *  Revolting  Daughtei 
make  them  '  Revolting  Mothers.' "  (      r\r\r\  I  i 


)n*  is  to 


jitjggci  by 
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OUR   DECADENTS. 

FirM  EffeU  One.  "What  a  sikoular  Nkcktib  tou  've  got  on,  Coret  !" 
Seamd  E,  0,  "  How  horrid  tou  arr,  Lrxt  1    You  never  likr  aktthino  /  wear  1" 

[Sulks  for  the  whole  afUmoon, 


And  although  we  just  polled  through  it, 
I  it  was  awful  work  to  do  it ; 

I        Took  me  an  my  time  to  screw  it  at  the 
end. 

FirH  Winner,  Verv  aony ,  I  am  fare,  Will  ! 
i  Ton  'Te  had  plenty  to  endnre.  Will  ! 

I        But— wen.   Time    will    work   a    enre. 

Will,  if  TOU 're  steady. 
I     If  we  cannot  fly  we'U  tradge  it!      Bit 
j  peaoodcy^  yoar  oolt.  Budget, 

I        Bat  has  seen  its  wont,  I  judge  it,  Wnx, 
already. 
You  polled  it  throagh  most  neatly.     If  it 
did  not  win  as  sweetly 
As  Lada9^\k0  spread  oompletely  all  its 
field.  Will; 
•     YetforaUwe'rewra-thwe'Uhackit;  and 

if  pencQlers  attadc  it. 

Why,  Jet's  boldly  stand  the  racket,  and 
ne'CT  yidd,  Wnx ! 

Second.    Winner.   Yes,    we  'U    "face    tke 
music,"  Prdqit  !  But  my  head  feels 
a  bit  swimmy, 
And— the  Pablic  is  so  whimmy,  Pjtof— 
that'spos! 
My  Budget  had  the  flavoar  of  a  ''  Poptular 
Pet " — sweet  saToor ! — 
Bat  I  fear  'tis  scarce  the  FaTonrite  it 
was. 
AU  the  Bangs  would  play  the  knadker; 
'midst  the  swdls  he's  scarce  a  backer. 
.        They  win  makethe  pace  acracker,  P&im, 
'  you  bet ! 

But  in  spite  of  Land  and  lignor,   I  ma^ 
**  go  'em  just  one  "  quicker. 
And  prove  our  nag  a  sticker,  Prixbosk, 
I  yet! 

I  ON  A  BOGUS  BOMB. 

{A  Jeremiad  Againd  Practical  Jokes.) 


stuffed   with    pencil 


WDfXEBS! 

(With  a  Deference.) 
Or,  Trb  Burdaxs  and  thb  Doldrums.      | 

Fir$t  Winner.  Ah!  congratulate  me,  Willt! 
Such  excitement  may  seem  siUv, 
But  the  moment  was  moet'*thriny,"  I 

must  own. 

When  Ladas^  an  easy  winner,  passed  the 
post ;  not  a  mere  '*  skinner," 
But  as  fresh   as   a  beginner,    strong, 
unblown ! 
My  juyemle  ambition  seems  ^proaohing 
fuU  fruition ; 
I  am  Premier  (a  position  ytm  would 
»»oeO 


Whilst  my  horse,— and  this  enhanoes  the 
delight  that  in  me  dances, — 
Has  the  very  best  of  chances  for  the 
Racel 

Second  Winner.  Humph!  Congratnlateypii ? 

Just  so!    WintheBigBaceP   WeU, 

I  trust  so  I  [and  dim. 

But— excuse  me  !-^eat  and  dust  so  tire 

We  are  in— like  Peer  and  Peasant— the 

same  Stable— wMiik  is  pleasant— 

But  not  in— not  just  at  present— the  same 


You  are  truly  yastly  ludky,  and  deserve  it, 
for  you  're  ptaokv ; 
But— my  course  to-day  was  mueky,  my 
good  friend. 


;  A  PiBCB  of  gas-p&pe 

scrapings! 

'  True  type  of  some  contemporary  japinf-s, 
A  coarse,  crude,  cruel  flham.  whose  only  aim 
Is  of  aU  gentler  feelings  to  *  make  game«" 
To  scare  the  timid  ana  to  scathe  the  kind. 
And  discommode  the  man  of  milder  mind ! 
Practical  Joke  ?    A  saint  it  might  provoke 
To  hear  such  ruffian  clowning  caUei  ^ioke, 
JokeF     Humour,    m<Mit  humane  of  human 

gifts. 
Thou  wouldst  bestow  the  briefest  of  short 

ahrifto 
On  the  Ydioo,  with  bogus  bomb  or  gmi. 
Who  Kpea  the  fiend's  delight,  and  calls  it- 
Fun! 
Caliban*i  self  is  not  so  whoUy  Tile 
TiU  he  derelopes   bratehood*s   crown — the 

snule^ 
The  cad  himself  may  'scape  clean  manhood's 

knuckle 
TiU  bestial  craasness  apes  the  cynic  chuckle. 
Sober  stupidity  is  not  so  foul : 
Asinine  gravi^  befits  the  jowl 
Of  blundering  Bottom  :  but  as  eudgda  play 
When  the  dull  ass  grows  proud  of  his  load 

bray,  [staff 

So  ciTic   sense  should  wield  the  aTenging 
What  time  blunt-witted  brutes  affect   the 

lau^h. 
False  mirth,  by  dulnesa  learnt  in  that  strange 

sdiool  [fool 

The  music-hall,  but  makes  the  sniggering 
A  nastier  nuisance,  since  his  roar  is  heara 
But  at  the  obscene,  the  cruel,  the  absurd. 
A  **  sense  of  humour,"  of  the  baser  sort. 
That  spies  in  cruelty  the  food  of  sporty 
Is  the  ivute's  bane,  and  ciTiliaatiou*s  curae. 
Practical  Joke?    Fiend's  laughter  scarce   s 

worse. 
Better  Yahoos  be  grave,  and  Clotsitb  sad. 
His  mirth's  the  crowning  horror  of  ^e  cad ! 


PUNCH,  OB  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI.— M^t  19,  1894. 


"ALL  THE  DIFFEKENCE." 


R-s-B-BY  ijulnlant).  "CONGRATULATE  ME!    LADA8  WON  EASILY.  AND  FIRST  FAVOURITE  FOR  THE  BIG 
RACE  I " 
H-BC-BT.  "HUM!    BUDGET  JUST  PULLED  THROUGH-AND  NOT  THE  FAVOURITE  HE   WAI^OOX^ 
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A   MONSTER   PARLIAMENTARY   MEETING    IN  VACATION  TIME. 


LAYS  FBOM  THE  LINKS. 

To  a  Parliamentary  Candidate. 

Were  yon  deaf  and  dnmb  and  dotty,  yon  might  solve  the  question 
knotty 

Of  the  way  yonr  oonntry's  suffrages  to  earn ; 
All  yon  want 's  a  wife  who 's  pretty,  and  can  sug  a  party  ditty. 

To  secure  your  Parliamentary  return. 

You  will  find  your  new  vocation  is  a  liberal  education, 

Repartee,  in  all  its  branches,  you  will  learn. 
And  a  yawn  you '11  merely  smother  when  you're  told  that  **  you *re 
^  another"— 

It  is  quite  a  Parliamentary  return. 

You  may  temper  legislation  with  some  harmless  recreation, 
For  a  fearsome  you  should  now  and  then  adjourn ; 

Once  a  week  yourself  uprooting  from  you  wonted  seat,  to  Tooting 
Take  a  third,  or  Parliamenti^y,  return. 

For  the  handicap  you  'U  enter^  of  odmiriug  gaze  the  centre — 

'Tis  for  fame  not  handy  capital  you  yearn— 
And  I  hope  that  you  may  win  it,  and  me  Hoiise  will  mak3  a  minute 

Of  your  reoord  Parliamentary  return. 

On  the  Links,  or  when  on  duty  in  the  House,  macte  rirtute  ! 
Till  with  pride  your  ^ole  constituency  bums : 

By  the  **  goos  and  little  fishes"  you  've  my  very  best  good  wishes- 
Many  happy  Parliamentary  returns  I 


"The  Rbpobm  of  Gskebal  Averaos."  —  Such  is  the  weird 
heading  of  a  recent  newspaper  paragraph.  Who  is  General 
AvxRAOX  ?  And  why  should  he  be  refbrmea  P  Or  is  it  a  burlesque 
on  The  Silence  ef  Dean  MaUlandt 


Apfbopri  ITS.— Health  to  the  new  married  couple  in  a  bumper  of 
ChiteauMargot! 


DIARY  OF  AN  INTELLIGENT  CITIZEN. 

3foii(^y.— Read  all  the  morning  the  fearful  expenses  incurred  by 
the  School  Board.  Fancy  paying  two  millions  a  year  to  educate 
half  a  million  of  children  I  Seems  monstrous.  Does  indeed.  Must 
be  careful  to  vote  at  the  next  election.  Find  that  the  contest  is  fixed 
for  Saturday. 

Tuesday, — Still  getting  up  facts  about  the  School  Board.  Not 
only  two  millions  of  money  paid  every  vear,  but  lots  of  it  wasted. 
Really  must  vote  on  Saturday,  and  for  the  right  men.  The  scandal 
has  lasted  too  long,  and  all  our  fault.  Why  won't  we  vote  P  The 
matter  is  really  in  our  own  hands.  And  yet  we  won't  move  a  step  I 
Disgraceful  I 

Wednesday^ — Looking  up  fresh  statistics.  Seems  that  in  East 
Finsbury  only  16,000  voted  out  of  a  possible  86,800,  and  much  the 
same  proportion  was  observed  in  East  Lambeth,  Chelsea,  and 
Hackney.  Really  disgraceful  I  But  at  least  I  will  do  my  duty  on 
Saturday.    Only  wish  others  were  like  me. 

Thursday.— 'iiore  statistics.  Fearful  waste  in  all  directions,  and 
all  sorts  of  nonsense.  Some  children  overworked.  Pupils  ill  from 
study,  teachers  not  too  well  paid,  and  a  great  deal  too  much  atten- 
tion given  to  useless  accomplishments  and  sectarian  disagreements. 
However,  wait  till  Saturday  I  I  will  be  there,  and  I  will  vote,  at 
any  rate. 

Friday,— Yen.  to-morrow  is  the  polling  day.  Well,  I  only  hope 
everyone  will  behave  like  me. 

Saturday, ^A9 1  thought  it  might  rain,  I  did  not  go  to  the  polling- 
place.    Better  luck  next  year— if  1  remember  it. 


**  Ah  ! "  observed  Mrs.  R.,  speaking  about  a  middle-aged  gentleman 
of  most  exemplary  <haracter.  **Ue  wasn't  always  like  this,  I 
believe.  1  have  heard  that  as  a  yoong  man  he  was  mixed  up  in  all 
sorts  of  piocadillies." 

PCTOILTRTTC    EXERCISE     IX     THE     BURLIKOTOK    HOUSB   P.R.(A).— 

Polishing  off  the  Entire  Academy  in  several  rounds.  | 
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THE  GBEAT  TEOTTSBB  TEST; 

Or,  Patriotism  and  P^nts, 

["  To  turn  up  the  -ends  of  the  trouien  on 
A  muddy  day  is  the  mark  of  the  '  abhorred 
Anglomaniac' ^— i>a«/y  Jfnpi  on  Anuriean 
Amglomtmia,'] 

HoHo!  for  some  Tyrtseus-roiuera 

To  warm  thdr  tin->patriot  blood« 
Who  turn  up  the  encb  of  their  troosers 

To  HiTe  Yankee  ahoddy  from  mnd  I 
He  the  depth  of  deprayi^  reachea, 

HiB  cap  of  disgraoe  is  orim-fall, 
Whoj  simply  to  spare  his  best  breeches, 

Wul  mimio  the  modes  of  JoHi<r  Bull  ! 
What  matter  the  spots  and  the  splashes 

That  soil  Tankeedoodledum^s  pants. 
Whilst  bristles  can  brash,  whilst  soap 
washes. 

And  bootblacks  will   do  idiat  one 
wants? 
Far  better  go  dirty  and  dragrled. 

Frayed,  fringed  out,  and  plastered 
with  slime, 
Than  draw  down  the  tongues  that  have 
waggled 

Against  Anglomaniac  crime ! 
Philadelphia's  patriot  matron* 

Will  pound  tne  poor-spirited  dude. 
Who,    of    Masherdom*s    manners    the 
patron, 

T^nth  Bond  Street  ambition  imbued. 
Will  turn  up  his  trouser-ends  tamely. 

To  look  like  a  guy  or  a  crank. 
And   not   through  the   dodge-swamp 
right  gameif 

Tramp  on  uke  a  true-blooded  Yank  I 

*  Mrs.  Steyenson,  Prpsident  of  the  Phila- 
delphia Civic  Club. 


Why  U  it  that  a  first-rate  operatic 
tenor  is  a  most  useful  man  to  l^  em- 
ployed in  a  lighthouse  or  at  an  Eiffel 
watch-tower  ?— Because,  if  there  is  any 
danger,  he  can  always  go  up  to  V» 
(N.B.— Except  when  he  has  a  bad  cold.) 


A   NEW    NAVAL   GRIEVANCE. 

Jack  Tar  {reading  the  Budget  Speech).  "  Blowxd  if 

THIS  'BBS  LaKDLUBBBR  AIN't    A-OOIN'    TO    BIHLD  THKM 
NEW  IbONCLABS  out  O*  THE  SlVKUO  FuND  I " 


IN  LAD^  LAUDEM.      i 

Who  names  this  colt?  Whateponyn 

Stands  sponsor  for  his  monls  F        ! 
I,  Lad  AS.  large  and  lithe  of  Umb, 

Lord  of  a  hundred  laurelB!  ' 

On  whom  the  loud  Olympic  riof , 

I^rnonoff  local  squaobles 
Ana  ereiT  other  mortal  thin^, 

Sat  tignt,  and  planked  their  obok 

Parsler  and  oliye,  palm  and  bay- 
Without  exaneration 

I  take  it  that  I  bore  away 
A  positiye  idantation ; 

Till  Elis  saw  me  pass  the  post 
By  just  a  bare  priority, 

And  send  my  gallant,  breatbless  gbost 
To  join  the  great  majority. 

9e,    too,    has   joined   their  figbtiitg 
ranks. 

The  heir  to  my  tradition ; 
All  on  the  downs  his  glossy  flanks 

Defy  the  Opposition ; 
Sound  as  his  owner's  diosen  make 

Of  Government  despatdi-box, 
Exploding  prophecies  that  stake 

Their  nf  ety  on  a  Matehhoi. 

As  Mtbok  set  me  up  in  bronze, 

To  make  my  parish  vainer, 
May   he  through  fortune's  pro  mi 
cons 

Set  up  (in  tin)  his  trainer! 
So  may  ne^  like  the  knowing  ox, 

Adorn  his  master's  crib  and 
Avoiding  spavins  on  hb  hocks 

Take  back  the  Turfs  Uae  riband! 

Go  on,  my  noble  king  of  steeds! 

Go  on,  virtuie  made! 
Prime  minister  to  all  their  needs 

Who  went  and  freely  backed  'ee ; 
And  if  there  *s  really  something  in 

Success  that  fans  infection, 
Who  knows  but  what  a  triple  win 

Will  turn  the  next  election? 


EGBERT  ON  THE  GBAND  TOWER  BRIDGE ! 

I  dok't  exady  kno  how  it  came  about,  but  I  ain't  bin  at  all  well 
lately.  I  camt  say  as  I  've  bin  a  hindmging  more  than  ususd,  the 
we  most  suttenly  has  bin  rayther  a  going  it,  thanks  to  the  amost 
boundless  ginerodty  of  our  right  honnerabel  and  most  liberal  Lord 
Mab£.  I  ^m  promised  a  re^r  holly-day  about  the  bend  of  nex 
month,  when  the  Prince  and  Princess  of  Wales  is  a  oomming  into 
the  City,  with  their  usual  kindness,  to  hopen  our  grandTower 
Bridge,  which  one  of  the  principal  makers  on  it  tells  me  is  about  the 
grandest  Tower  Bridge  in  the  world,  and  will  cost  the  grand  old 
Goppentshun  jest  about  a  hole  million  oi  money !  He  also  tells  me 
that  so  wunderf  uUy  is  the  Bridge  made,  that  when  any  ship,  however 
big  it  may  be,  wonts  to  pass  thro  it,  all  the  Pilot  has  to  do  is  to  blow 
his  wissal  and  the  Bridge  will  open  of  itself  in  two  minutes  and  a 
harf !  The  poor  Bridge  Committee  seems  to  be  allers  at  work  about 
it,  and  well  deserves  their  bits  of  luncheon,  and  I  supposes  as  it  was 
a  sort  of  small  reward  for  my  ztra  trouble  about  them,  that  1  was 
most  kindly  allowed  to  see  the  butif  ul  gold  Badges  as  is  a  being  made 
for  the  Committee  to  wear  when  the  Pnnce  and  Princess  comes,  and 
werry  werry  splendid  they  is.  Why  so  worry  particuler  is  the  Com- 
mittee that  thay  has  a<Mially  had  the  Inviti^un  Cards  speahallv 
printed  for  the  ocasion,  so  that  all  the  many  wisitors  on  tbe  grand 
oaymay  have  a  memoreal  to  keep  to  allers  remiud  em  of  it. 

What  the  distinguist  onners  will  be  that  will  be  heaped  by  the 
royal  Prince  and  Rinoess  on  the  Lord  Mare,  and  the  Sherrifs.  and 
the  Chairman,  and  the  hard  wor^ng  Committee,  in  course  nooody 

iet  knos.  but  as  their  royal  Bignesses  acts  in  the  name  of  Her 
[ijesty  the  Queen,  in  course  they  will  be  simply  staggerers. 
1  remembers  werry  well  going  to  see  the  werry  fust  stone  of  the 
Bridge  laid,  ever  so  many  years  ago,  and  not  one  of  us  ever  thought 
as  how  as  we  shoud  live  to  see  it  finished,  and  lots  of  clever  fellers, 
as  they  thought  theirselves,  all  prosefied  as  it  woud  never  be  big 
enuff  or  iffh  enuff  to  let  a  great  biff  ship  fp  thro  it  without  a 
breaking  of  it ;  and  I  well  remembers  now  artily  some  on  em  Iwrfed 
when  they  was  told  that  it  woudnH  take  above  2  or  3  minnets  to 
hopen  or  shut  it  again  I    But  they  dxm^t  laif  now,  but  beleeves  what 


they  are  told  by  our  rrate  Engineer,  like  all  good  Cristiens  art  tj  i^ 
speshally  if  a  Koyal  Jnince  and  Princess  comes  and  shows  em  ail  i^ 
there  really  ain't  not  nothink  for  to  be  afraid  on. 

Strange  to  say,  I  hears  from  one  of  the  men  as  how  as  the  O^cf^ 
of  the  Tower,  which  is  dose  by,  is  that  gelous  of  the  Bridge,  thtf^ 
has  applied  to  the  Dock  of  CAMBRiDeB  to  make  the  Goppervhm''^ 
the  name  of  it,  and  call  it  the  Tems  Bridge,  or  sum  sach  e(0ss 
name,  but  the  Dock,  like  the  reel  rent  as  he  isL  has  refmedtodi)^ 
and  says  it 's  a  werry  good  name  for  it  oonsidering  its  greulup 
and  its  grand  size.  .  ^ 

The  Copperashun,  with  its  usual  ginerosity,  don*t  metntocH^ 
not  nothink  to  go  over  it  or  to  go  under  it,  tho  it  will  cost  en  j» 
about  a  hole  round  million,  which  dever  Browk  tells  pe  «p 
about  a  thowsend  thowsend  soverains!  And  if  thit  ^^^\ 
enuff  for  our  Bridge,  I  should  like  to  know  what  is,  speshwlf^^J^ 
told  that  it  is  more  than  all  the  other  live  London  Bridges  cost  pi^ 
together  1  ^    _.  i 

But  that 's  just  like  the  joUy  old  Copperaahun,  when  th^  v*^ 
up  thdr  mind  to  do  a  big  thing  they  does  it  thoroly,  ^j^ 
others  to  f oiler  their  zampel,  if  they  can.  ^^°^' 


To  W.  Orace,  Jomor. 

Bravo,  Sir !    A  hundred  and  twenty  and  six 
Before  they  could  find  the  right  way  to  your  stick?,  ^^ 
Should  prove  you  a  chip  of— well,  not  **  the  old  bioci, 
That  would  seem  the  free  play  of  the  ChamiAon  tomoeL- 
But  a  Grace  of  the  Graces.    'Tis  pleasant  to  see- 
'Ere  the  dder  has  passed-a  young  "  W.  G." ! 


I  of  the  workmen  engaged  on  the  r«*J*  |^ 

, ^^ing  away  at  the  wMtewashmonepMjJJr 

^        "  Rather  hard  on  the  wall,"  quoth  a  jocose  mtpr.  J*J 
likes  bong  scratched,"  retorted  the  workman;  *"oos  I  m  »»    , 


ftuTTB  Natitral.— One  ._ 
of  an  dd  abbey  was  scraping 
spot    '"^ 


there  'a  a  nicht  in  it." 


jiti;^or1  hy 
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"NO  FLOWERS!" 

[A  French  specialist,  M.  Joal, 
iSTS  that  the  smell  of  flowers  is 
iojuriouB  to  the  voice.  He  knows 
operatic  singers  who  have  com- 
pletely lost  their  Toices  through 
their  passion  for  certain  flowers.] 

Oh,  fling  no  wreaths  of  roaee 

Before  the  Qaeens  of  Song ! 
For  what  delights  their  noses 

May  do  their  throats  muoh 
wrong. 
Toss  no  boaauets  Titanic 

Down  at  the  Diva's  feet  I 
You  '11  put  her  in  a  panic, 

And  spoil  her  accents  sweet. 
Far  better  salt  or  borax ; 

Egg-flip  more  stay  affords 
To  tne  sweet  Tenor's  thorax, 

The  Basso's  vocal  chords. 
A  barrel  of  choice  oysters 

Drop  on  the  stage  to  her 
Whose  ^rand  melliflaons  voice 
stirs 

Your  soul,  with  Music's  stir. 
A  gift  of  stout,  in  bottle, 

The  footlights  may  adorn ; 
But  every  lyric  throttle 

A  floral  gift  should  scorn. 
In  times  remote,  and  Persian, 

The  Bulbul  loved  the  Rose ; 
Now  at  her  pet  aversion 

Philomel  cocks  her  nose ! 


Appropbiate.— The  subject 
of  *•  Church  Patronage  "in  the 
Daily  News  last  wedc  drew  an 
epistle  from  Paul— i.#.  from 
U.  W.  Paul. 


■1  TEMPERANCE    LOGIC. 

'*  All  /  CAN  SAT  is,  I  've  Smoked  and  Drunk  freklt  all  mt  life  ; 

AND  here  I  AM  AT  ElQHTTf  AS  WELL  AS " 

^' Ah  I  BUT  WHO  KNOWS  BUT  YE    MIGHT    BE  A  HUNDBBD    BT  THIS    TOIME, 
IF  YE  'D  only  BEEN  A  TOTAL  ABSTAINER,   SORR  !  " 


TWOPENCE  ALL  THE  WAY. 

You  are  somewhat  tired,  you 
say. 

And  the  streets  are  gritty. 
This  is  twopence  all  the  way, 

Streatham  to  the  City. 
Omnibuses  aren't  so  cheap. 

Or  so  pleasant  either — 
So  we  dimb  the  staircase  steep 

Of  the  tram,  together. 

All  the  other  fares  their  own 

Business  are  immersed  in. 
You  have  on  the  very  ^wn 

That  I  saw  you  first  in— 
Something  soft  and  spring- 
like, that 

Suits  the  sunny  weather. 
There  are  roses  in  your  hat— 

On  the  tram  together  I 

If  we  two  were  rich  and  free. 

Many  a  time  we  ponder, 
How  beside  the  surging  sea 

Musing  we  would  wander, 
Or  by  shadowy  mountain  mere. 

Moorland   flushed  with 

heather—  [dear, 

Yet,  our  hearts  are  light,  my 

On  the  tram  together  I 


AvEBAGE.— It  is  announced 
Ihat  The  Gallery  Civib  is  to 
be  opened  for  the  season, 
when  the  exhibition  entitled 
"Fair  Women"  will  be 
on  view.  Of  course,  nothing 
superlative  can  be  expected 
of  tliis  picture  show,  as  at  its 
best  it  can  be  only  **  a  Very 
Fair  Collection." 


ESSENCE   OF   PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED  FROM  THE  DIARY  OP  TOBY,  M.P. 

JTuuse  of  Lords,  Monday  Night,  May  7. — At  a  time  when  the 
Episcopal  Bench  in  the  House  at  Lords  is  the  msrk  of  much  con- 
tiimel][^,  it  must  be  matter  of  keen  satisfaction  to  Bishops  and 
Archbishops  to  feel  Ihey  have  still  left  one  faithful  friend.  To  the 
Episcopal  Bench  Denman  is  what  the  Minstrel  Boy  was  to  the  Land 
of  Song.  it  Though  all  the  world  betrays  thee 

One  sword  at  least  thy  right  shall  giirrl 

One  faithful  harp  shidl  praise  thee." 

He  broke  out  to-night  at  quite  unexpected  time.  Hood  on  his  feet 

reciting  Naval- 
Architects-  Insti- 
tution -paper 
about  state  of 
Navy.  Suddenly 
DEinfAX  rose,  and 
fluting  lean  fore- 
huger  at  tenant- 
less  Episcopal 
Bench,  said,  **My 
Lord*,  there  are 
no  spiritual  peers 
present.    It  is  not 

rssible  to  go  on. 
therefore  move 
that  the  debate  be 
now  adjourned." 
Since  Macbeth 
stared,  and  spoke, 
and  gcsticulatea 
at  li an  quo* 8 
empty  cn&ir, 
rarely  has  deco- 
rous company 
The  tall  figure  of  the 


Pbomptings. 
J-hn  R-dm-nd  and  his  Chief. 


been  interrupted  in  such  tragic  fashioUc 

venerable  peer,  crowned  with  plum-colour  skull-cap  of  "faded  hue ; 
the  pale,  worn,  but  still  handsome  face ;  the  pathetic  shabbiness  of 
the  dress:  the  outstretched  hand;  the  fixed  glance;  the  horror  of 
tone  in  tne  muffled  voice ;  the  suddenness  and  unexi>ectedness  of 


the  interruption— all  combined  to  chill  the  blood.  No  one  spoke ; 
Lord  Hood  resumed  his  seat ;  so  upset  could  not  for  some  minutes 
continue  his  discourse.  Dekman  sorrowfully  gazed  for  a  moment 
round  the  silent  House,  and  stalked  forth— ghost  of  a  great  name, 
heritor  of  a  mighty  reputation. 

A  dull  night  in  Commons ;  goos'^-step pinjr  nund  Budget.    Ju*t 
as  House  rose  came  news  from 
Hackney. 

**  We  've  got  Fletcher 
MouLTON  in  with  majority  of 
192,"  said  C.\U8T<jn,  rubbing 
his  hands  with  cheerfulness 
that  no  circumstances  can 
daunt. 

**  Don't  you  think  you 
might  put  it  in  another  way  ?  " 
Plunket  asked,  with  his 
sweetest  smile.  **  Your  ma- 
jority is  reduced  by  more  than 
a  thousand.  Wouldn't  it  be 
more  correct  to  sav,  Fletcher 
is  in,  but  Liberal  majority  is 
Moultin'?" 

Causton  hopes  to  have  re- 
partee ready  in  course  of  a 
few  days. 

Bustnesi  done,  —  Second 
reading  Budget  Bill  debated. 

2Vr«f/«iy.— Difficult  to  ima- 
gine an>^ning  more  dolorous 
than  House  to-night.  Oppo- 
sition have  come  to  conclusion 
that  nothing  less  than  three 
days'  talk  round  Budget  will 
meet  just  expectations  of  the 
country.  Accordingly,  settled 
before  debate  on  second  read- 
ing opened  yesterday,  that  division  should  not  be  taken  till  Thursday. 
All  very  well  if  in  meantime  House  were  shut  up,  Speaker  and 
officials  ex^joying  much-needed  rest,  and  Members  off  for  holidav. 
That,  of  course,  would  ne?er  do.    Appearances  (and  talk)  must  be 


The  Noble  Savage  and  Pr-nce  Arth-r. 


Digiti^eri  hy 
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So  here  we  are,  mercifully  only  a  few  of  us, 
watching:  the  dreary  game.  List  of  speakers 
drawn  up  long  enough  to  keep  things  going 
till  Thursday  night.  No  lack  of  volunteers 
for  speech-making.  Only  stipulate  they  shall 
not  be  expected  to  remain  to  hear  others. 
SauiBE  OF  Malwood  behaves  with  great 
heroism.  Has  fortified  himself  with  btock  of 
fool  soap  paper  sewn  at  the  comer.  On  this  he, 
with  ostentatious  benignity,  takes  notes.  As 
each  sheet  is  filled  he  turns  it  over,  and, 
holding  it  between  finger  and  thumb,  lets  it 
hang  forlornly  Happing,  whilst,  with  crossed 
hands  and  look  of  sainted  resignation,  he  sits 
and  waits  for  the  next  speaker. 

This  turns  out  to  be  that  other  great  SauibK 
the  Man  from  Blankney.  At  White's  and 
at  Newmarket  there  is  a  general  impression 
that  on  finance,  as  on  any  other  question,  the 
Squire  of  Blankxey  could  give  a  stone  to 
the  Squire  of  Malwood  and  beat  him. 
CHAPLiy  himself  suspects  there  is  something 
in  this,  and  justifies  the  assertion  in  a  pro- 
digiously learned  speech.  What  he  most  oit- 
terly  protests  against  is  **  the  dumb  silence  ** 
on  the  Treasury  Bench. 

I  did  not  hear  it  myself ;  but  'tis  a  blessed 
phrase,  its  coining  making  stronger  than  ever 
the  veaming  for  the  spread  of  silence,  dumb 
or  otherwise,  over  the  mechanism  of  the  talk- 
ingmachine. 

business  dane,—'Soiie» 

Friday,  1  a.m.— Everything  comes  to  the 
man  who  waits,  even  the  end  of  the  dreariest 
debate  of  modem  times.  Responsibilities  of 
leadership  imposed  on  Prince  Arthur  duty 
of  making  long  speech  by  way  of  summing 
up  Budget  discussion  from  Opposition  side. 
Ordeal  too  much  even  for  his  gay  ooura^e. 
Stumbled  heavily  amid  dry  phrases  belon^g 
to  the  Probate  Court ;  coiQan't  always  hit  on 
the  right  one ;  had  spent  much  time  on  dis- 
tasteful lesson ;  got  it  off  pretty  well  by  heart ; 
but,  not  being  quite  clear  to  himself,  case. 
naturall)r,  not  pellucid  for  audience.  Still 
they  sat  it  through,  buoyed  up  by  expectation 
of  the  end. 

Squire  of  Malwood  at  least  understood  his 
case.  Got  it  all  at  his  finger  ends.  Had,  for 
greater  accuracy,  set  it  forth  in  series  of 
sewed  volumes  oa  manuscript.  Volume  I., 
Wine  and  Spirit  Duties ;  YoL  II.,  Graduated 
DeathDuties;  VoLin..lnoomeTax;  Vol.IV., 
Bang  JoKiM  about  the  Head. 

Though  there  was  evidence  in  the  delight 
with  which  the  Squire  took  up  Vol.  IV.  that 
this  was  specially  designed  for  the  contort 
and  consolation  of  Jokik,  refutation  of  the 
financial  heresies  of  tiiat  eminent  man  nretty 
freauently  cropped  up  in  preceding  volumes. 
**  My  master,*'^  ^* my  teacher,"  said  the  Squibb 
in  severest  irony,  looking  across  the  table  to 
see  how  JoKnc  took  his  punishment.  House, 
now  crowded,  roused  at  last.  Cheers  and 
counter  cheers  stirred  the  heavy  atmosphere. 
**  Now,  Sir,  I  venture  to  say,  if  I  may  use  a 

vulvar  expression "  observed  the  Squire. 

**0n!  oh!"  cried  the  gentlemen  in  the  comer 
behbd    Front    Opposition    Bench,    terribly 

shocked.    '^If  I  may ."     "No!    nol*^ 

They  would  not  have  it  on  any  account; 
Squire  persisted.  When  it  turned  out  that 
his  vulgar  expression  was  nothing  more  than 
the  taunt  that  Members  opposite  were  **  be- 
ginning to  see  it  is  not  safe  to  face  the  music," 
unmistakeable  evidence  of  disappointment. 
Thought  it  was  going  to  be  much  worse  than 
that. 

Business  done, — Budget  read  second  time 
by  majority  of  fourteen  in  House  of  602 
Members.  Thereupon  gratefully  adjourned 
for  Whitsun  holidays. 

Wanted  !•  for  **  The  Frozen  Pole  "—Am  ire 
hair-dreeser. 


YVETTE  QXnLBEET. 

Mlle.  Yvette  Guilbert  has  appeared  at 
the  Empire,  and  astonished  the  Imperials. 
In  view  of  certain  recent  anti-artistic  pro- 
ceedings in  the  North,  against  which  Sir 
Frederic,  P.R.A.,  and  other  eminent 
Academicians,  righteously  protested,  the  fol- 
lowing version  of  her  famous  **  Vierges!  "  is 
respectfully  dedicated  to  the  Queen  of  the 
Cafe  Concert,  with  many  apologies  for  its 
ionomerable  imperfections. 

L*^me  candide  et  les  traits  durs, 
Hs  marchent  les  yeux  vers  Tazur 

A  Glasgow. 
Les  afHch*s  mises  sur  leurs  murs 
Out  pen  de  charm's  mais  ell*s  sent  pur*s 
{Parle)  Pour  si^r,       A  Glasgow. 


Sont-ils  stupides  ces  Anglais ! 

Pour  eux  tout  est  tT^s-shocking^  mais 

,A  Glasgow 
Encore  plus  les  Ecossais 
Sont  des  imbeciles  niais. 
{Parle)  C'est  gai        A  Glasgow ! 

lis  defcndent  tons  les  desseins 
Oili  Ton  pent  voir  les  bras,  le  fcein, 

A  Glasgow. 
Jamais  nus ;  m^me  dans  un  bain 
Sont-ils  tout  habilles  enfin  ? 
(Parle)  Matin!  A  Glasgow. 

Portez  deslunett*s:  Fceil  nu 
Est  absolument  deiendu 

A  Glasgow. 
Des  corps  nus  ils  n'ont  jamais  vus 
Li,  ou  leurs  raisonn'ments  sont  plus 
{Parle)  Corausf         A  Glasgow. 


TO  NELLA. 

On  her  Apologising  for  Bad  Spelling, 

Mt  ladv,  spell  ad  libitum,  in  spite 
Of  motudy  Mavor,  Lihdlet  Murray  trite ; 
Whate'^er  you  pen  to  me  will  still  excel 
Aught  tiiat  the  wisest  sage  or  bard  can  tell : 
Write  how  you  will  to  me,  bat  only  wriU  ! 

Let  not  pedantic  role  wild  fancy  bliKht, 

Nor  Academe  a  new  Corinna  qnelTl 
(Dispel  suchoares,  wiehi^antamB  that  affright. 

There 's  witch'ry  in  the  note  you  last  indite— 

*  *  BdWve  me  "  (so  jrour  letter  ends)  eeenu  right, 

**  Tour  *«  most  nnoerely,"  charms  my  heart 

as  well; 
I,  too,  'gainst  orthographic  laws  rebd. 
The  reason  why?    I  feel,  in  all  its  might. 
My  lady*s  spell ! 

HER  RUDE  REPLY. 

No  less  surprise  than  merriment  I  feel 
In  puzzling  out  your  passionate  appeal : 
'Tis  you,  I  think,  should  now  ajwlo^se. 
For  calling  me  '*  Corinna"  in  disguise. 
And  what  you  meant  by  **  Academe  "  reveal ! 

I  hoped  my  shocking  hand  would  hide  a  deal 
Of  fancy  spelling  from  your  searching  eyea : 
Your  glance,  though,  into  ** howlers'*  I'd 
Ar\ii/wMi1  Na  Iarii.  Rip.  nriea ! 


conceal 


No  less.  Sir,  pries ! 


Goodbye  I    P.  S.    Don't  grow  gtiil«  imbeofle 

With  agitating  wildly  for  repeal 
Of  '*  orthographic  laws,"  nor  exercise  ^ 
Your  scanty  wits  with  rondeaus  overwiae ! 

Here   my    '*8pdl"    ends— for  ne'er   could 
rhyming  zeal    Enow  lesser  prize !; 


"MATCH  ADO  ABOUT  NOTHING." 

Dear  Sir,— We  see  that  somebody  has  had 
the  matchless  efibrontery  to  spread  the  report 
of  a  strike  having  taken  place  in  our  &etory. 
Nothing  of  the  sort    We  don't  strike  except 
on  our  own  box,  and  we  have  good  matohea 
for  all  our  girls ;  likewise  we  empby  matdh- 
making  mothers,  and,  as  the  old  song  says. 
*•  We  are  a  happy  family,  we  are!  we  are !  1 
we  are ! !  I "    iiid  ire  arf ,  my  dear  Mr.  P., 
Yours  delight^y, 
Brtakt  the  Fi^,  and  Mat  ths 
Fourteenth. 


EPITHALAMITJM. 


To  THE  Happy  Paib,  St.  Gboroe's,  Hanovbk 

Square,  Thubsdav,  May  10,  1894. 

{By  Mr.  Pimch^  after  Shakspeart.) 

Honour,  riches,  marriage-blessing. 

Long  continnance,  full  possessing ! 

Juno's  dower  and  Ceres^  cargo, 

As  for  Venus,— well,  there's  Margot  ! 

Honeymoon  a  present  heaven 

Down  in  Somerset  and  Devon ; 

Happiness  be  your  Heart's-Ten(n)ani, 

Love  your  crown,  and  fame  your  pennant« 

Manhood's  prime  and  fortune's  heyday ; 

May  this  memorable  May  day 

Be  delightful  to  remember. 

When  you  touch  your  life's  December. 

Health  to  both  I    May  trouble  shun  yon  I 

PuncJCs  blessing  now  is  on  you ! 


'*  When  persons  go  to  a  partv  to  ei^y 
themselves,  I  don't  like  every  gentleman  pre- 
sent to  be  finding  fault  with  somethinff  or 
other,"  observed  Mrs.  R.  with  an  air  of  deep 
annoyance.  **And  I  can't  help  remarking 
this,  because  I  heard  the  other  day  that  a 
large  party  recently  nven  conBist<Hi  entirdy 
of  fiidie.  and  th^^'j^-^'pa  |  ^ 
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MANNERS   AND   CUSTOMS. 

{Being  a  Series  of  Private  Letters  on  these  and  other  Svijeeie,) 

No.  III.— Fjiom  thb  Hon.  Victor  Matdew,  Cranwell  Park, 
Suffolk,  to  Lady  Mabel  Hunter,  Pentland  Hall,  Hants. 

Dear  ]1\dt  Mabel,  December  16, 189 ~. 

If  it  were  not  for  Sanday  mornings,  I  really  believe  conntry- 
honse  parties  as  an  institution  would  perish.  I  mean,  of  course, 
Sanday  mornings  spent  in  calm  meditation,  gentle  reading,  or  the 
writing  of  letters.  If  one  is  whirled  away  by  a  stem  domestic 
decree,  assisted  by  a  barouche  or  family  omnibus,  to  the  parish 
church,  the  usefulness  of  the  day  is  gone,  for  the  two  happy  morn- 
ing hours,  so  peaceful,  so  restoring,  f requentlr  so  admirable  for  the 
making  up  of  arrears,  fly  from  you  irretrievably.  To  have  seen  the 
little  apple-faced  boys  who  compose  the  parish  choir,  and  to  have 
listened  to  twenty  minutes  of  reproof  and  exhortation  from  the 
Reverend  Thomas  Sparkes  ;  to  have  sat  in  a  pew  fashioned  on  the 
model  of  a  loose  box — these,  dear  Lady  Mabel,  are  not  sufficient 
consolations.  The  apple-faced  ones 
mav  please  the  eye  trained  to  bucolic 
sights,  but  they  sing  horribly  out  of 
tune ;  I  remember  Tommt  Sparkes  at 
Cambridge  as  a  warning  rather  than  a 
fitting  wamer ;  and  my  nature  is  not 
sufficiently  equine  for  an  ancient  pew. 

This  is  merely  another  way  of  say- 
ing that  I  have  not  gone  to  churcn, 
though  Mrs.  Blaoden  and  her 
daughters,  together  with  all  save  one 
of  the  women  guests,  and  two,  actu- 
ally two,  of  the  men  besides  our  host, 
who  has  to  keep  up  his  character  as  an 
M.P.  and  a  supporter  of  charities  and 
churches,  are  at  this  moment  safe  in 
the  big  pew.  Mrs.  Blagden  is  not 
the  soul  of  refinement,  but  she  is 
a  nice,  comfortable,  unpretentious, 
motherly  woman.  I  like  her  mudi 
better  than  her  rather  aspiring  girls, 
who  have  airs  and  moes  and  wish 
to  be  thought  dreadfully  smart.  Dear 
Mrs.  Blaoden,  as  she  passed  through 
the  hall,  looked  like  a  stout  morning 
meteor— 80  neatly  did  she  gleam  with 
brilliant  siBl,  so  flashing  was  the 
sweep  of  her  skirts.  She  shook  a 
dumpy,  good-natured  forefinger  at 
me,  and  announced  roguishly  that  I 
was  a  bad  man,  but  her  tone  was  not 
meant  to  cairy  conviction.  Still, 
there  is  a  delicate  suggestion  of 
flattery  in  the  mere  accusation  of 
devilry — even  when  it  rests  on  no 
firmer  foundation  than  absence  from 
Sunday  mominff  service. 

We  nave  had  two  good  days  at  the 
pheasants,  though  we  have  of  course 
shot  no  hens.  On  Friday  we  got  250 
pheasants,  ^re  brace  of  partridges, 
four  woodcock,  40  hares,  and  163 
rabbits.  Yest^ay's  bag  was  274 
pheasants,  two  woodcock,  27  hares,  and  206  rabbits.  That  is  a  fair 
total  for  eight  guns,  two  of  whom  were  much  worse  shots  even  Ihan 
I  am  on  my  bad  days.  Our  party  consists  of  Captain  and  Mrs.  Max- 
well (without  the  Craik  sister  I  am  thankful  to  say),  Henrt 
Berkelst,  who  brought  his  pretty  daughter  Lucy— do  you  know 
her  ?  fair,  fresh,  and  well-figured,  with  a  charming  smile,  and  most 
attractive  ways— mv  brother  Harold,  your  Cousin  Miss  Bruce, 
Manton  of  the  F.  0.,  and  myself.  That  gives  us  five  guns;  the 
Baron  Paul  de  Chauxont  is  the  sixth,  Mr.  Blaoden  himself 
makes  a  seventh,  and  the  eighth  was  on  Friday  a  Hussar,  who 
drove  over  in  the  tallest  dog-cart  I  have  ever  seen.  Yesterday 
Alan  Crowthorpe  turned  up,  to  my  great  delight.  I  had  not  seen 
him  for  more  than  ^ve  years,  and  I  'm  afraid  we  missed  more  than 
one  good  chance  while  we  were  exchanging  reminiscences  which 
carried  us  back  throuffh  Cambridge  to  Eton,  and  beyond  into  the 
region  of  preparatory  schools. 

Our  dinners  have  been  immense.  I  must  say  the  Blaodens  know 
how  to  do  things  well,  for  everything  was  of  the  best,  and  yet  there 
was  no  unnecessary  ostentation— except,  perhaps,  in  the  gorgeously^ 
gdd-laoed  lackeys  whose  solemn  presence  tempered  even  the  electric 
ught,  and  made  one  feel  how  infinitely  contemptible  an  unliveried 
life  mukt  appear  to  these  resplendent  beuu^s.  Last  night  we  had  an 
Archdeacon  at  dinner— WARBURtoi^  is  his  name— a  most  pleaMht, 
humorous  old  gentleman,  with  the  courtliest  manners.    To  near  him 


discussing  modern  women  with  Mrs.  Maxwxll  was  delightfuL 
**  And  is  it  really  believed  by  refined  and  cultivated  women  that  life 
in  London  becomes  insupportable  without  frequent  visits  to  Variety 
shows— that,  I  believe,  is  the  correct  term,  is  is  not  ?  "  Thus  did  he 
pose  Mrs.  Maxwell,  but  she  retorted  in  her  flat,  uncomprehendinff 
way,  that  she  didn*t  see  why  women  shouldn't  go  if  men  went  ana 
found  it  amusing. 

**  But  do  they?''  said  the  Archdeacon.  "Many  of  them  have 
told  me  that  mu^ic-halls,  and  the  theatres  that  ape  them,  are  a  mere 
desolate  region  of  dullness  and  ennui," 

At  this  poor  little  Mrs.  Maxwell  could  only  stare,  and  the 
honours  of  the  encounter  remained  with  the  Churcn. 

Paul  db  Chaumont  is  a  capital  fellow,  a  real  sportsman,  a  good 
companion,  and  a  gentleman  to  his  finger-tips.  Only  a  Frenchman 
could  be  so  utterly  unlike  the  beefy  Bnton's  ordinary  conception  of 
a  Frenchman.  He  is  more  vivacious  than  the  average  Enghshman, 
and  talks  better  English— that's  all  the  difference  I  can  see. 
Mr.  Blaoden  was  trying  to  convince  him  last  night  that  the  Riviera 
of  France  could  not  possibly  have  justice  done  to  it  by  the  Repub- 
lican Government  of  France,  and  that 
the  beet  thing  to  be  done  would  be  to 
hand  over  the  r^non  to  England  to  be 
administered.  The  pleasantry  —  for 
that  kind  of  thing  passes  for  pleasan- 
try with  a  man  <n  Mr.  Blaoden's 
stamn— was  particularlv  misplaced,  as 
the  De  Chaumonts  nave  not  only 
always  been  distiuguished  for  patriot- 
ism and  courage,  but  have  for  some 
years  now  been  warm  supporters  of 
the  Republic.  But  Db  Chaumont 
took  it  with  a  perfect  tact. 

'*No,"  he  said;  ''I  cannot  agree 
with  you.  We  are  not  ready  for  the 
strong  meat  of  your  British  institu- 
tions. We  do  best  in  our  own  way, 
call  it  frivolous  and  sometimes  childish 
if  you  like,  but  it  is  at  least  a  happier 
existence  for  those  who  are  not  ot  the 
rich  classes.  Besides,"  he  added  with 
a  smile,  **the  careless  inhabitants  of 
that  region  could  never  be  got  to  see 
the  importance  of  a  Diocesan  Reform 
Bill ;  they  would  not  vote  for  it. 
Therafore,  I  think,  we  will  leave 
them  under  the  easy  diBadvanti^g:es  of 
their  present  ^vemment."  This  was 
a  delicate  rapier-thrust  at  Mr.  Blao- 
den, who  bores  not  only  the  House, 
but  his  acquaintances  to  death  about 
his  ridiculous  Diocesan  Reform  Bill. 

There  is  an  epidemic  of  marriage 
engagements  far  more  violent  and 
dMdly  than  the  influenza.  The  last 
to  go  nas  been  poor  Frank  Hatters- 
let,  who  announces  his  defeat  from 
the  County  Wicklow— a  veteran  who 
has  escaped  unharmed  through  a  score 
of  battles  struck  down,  as  it  were,  in 
a  wretched  border  foray. 

Miss  Bruce  has,  I  think,  written 
to  you  herself,  so  I  do  not  charge 
myself  with  any  messages  from  her.  Every  word  you  said  about  her 
is  true.  Can  she  and  such  girls  as  Miss  Craik,  or  the  stupid,  affected 
Blaoden  couple  really  belong  to  the  same  order  of  creation  ?  No,  a 
thousand  times  no. 

Please  give  my  kindest  and  most  affectionate  reffards  to  Lady 
FiNDHORN.  How  happy  she  must  be  at  Pentland  with  you  and  her 
grandchildren.  My  love  to  Harrt  and  Mas.  I  am  leaving  this  on 
Wednesday.  As  I  shall  probably  not  see  you  before  Chnstmas,  I 
must  content  myself  with  this  written  wish  that  it  may  be  a  very 
happy  one  for  you  and  yours. 

They  are  returning  mm  church— flushed,  triumphant,  superior. 
In  ten  minutes  we  shall  be  visiting  the  horses.  The  model  farm  will 
occupy  the  afternoon.  FarewelL  I  must  collect  my  thoughts  so  as 
to  meet  coachman  and  grooms  on  an  equal  footing. 

Yours  very  sincemy,  Victor  Matdew. 


he  shook  a  dumpr,  good-natured  forefinger  at  me. 


Bt  Our  Own  School-Bot.— He  was  asked  to  give  the  exact  ren- 
derinir  in  English  of  the  phrase  '*  tertium  quid."  He  boldly  trans- 
lated it  **  a  third  soveiteign." 


Mrs.  R.  is  very  proud  of  \yer  pephew.  He  is  a  rising  Junior  at 
the  Bar.  **  One  of  these  da3rs,"  says  Mrs.  R#,  **  he^wUl  stand  on  the 
binnacle  'rf  f^A-"  Digitized  by 
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THE  VISION  AND  THE  VOICE; 

Os,  Frakck*8  Dream  or  thb  Maid  or 
Orlbans. 

A  Dramatic  Fragment, 

[**  Ood*s  mother  deigned  to  appetr  to  me, 
And  in  a  Tiiion  full  of  majetty 
Will'd  me  to  leare  my  baM  Tocation. 
And  free  my  country  from  calamity. ' 
Joan  of  Are  in  FxrU  Part  of  Kin f  Henry 
the  Sixth,  Act  /.,  8e,  2. 
"  France  wants  a  Cobdek  much  more  than  ihe 
wants  a  reTired  Joan  of  Arc."— Dai^  JVnr«.] 
•  •  •  •  • 

Lm  RSpuhlique  {loq,).  Alas !  the  sun  of  for- 
tune, nonour,  fame, 
Shines  on  poor  Franoe  no  longer ;  tombre 

night. 
Haunted   by  hosts  obscene  of  ravening 

things. 
A  oarrion-nonting  crew«  o'ershadows  me, 
And  in  its  darkness  I  seem  doomed  to  fall 
Like  HxBOD,  Termin-stricken  I 
[A  liahi  shines^    wherein   ehapeth  the 
enade  of  the  Maid  of  Orleane, 
Jeanne  d^Arc.  Bay  not  so  I 

The  France  I   lived  and  died  for,  and 

which^  late. 
Doth  me  hitrh  honour,  shall  not  set  me  up 
A  sainted  shrine,  yet  sink  herself  in  slime. 
Like  some  dark  Dagon-idol  overthrown 
In  a  morass,  prone  midst  the  rotting  reeds, 
Faoe-buried   in    the  mud-flats,   a  mere 

haunt 
For  foul  and  creeping  oreaturea. 
La  lU^lique  {reverently).         Holy  Maid ! 
Heroic  Chkmpion !  Hope  Uvea  in  thy  voice. 
And  inspiration  in  thy  nigh  regard. 
Jeanne  dTArc,  Let  inspiration  tnen  quicken 

high  hope. 
And  shame  despair ! 
La  lUpublique.  Alas  I    France  tees  no  more 
Thy  Vision,  Maid,  nor  hears  thy  Voices! 

Now 
Our  visions  are  of  vile  and  venal  gain. 
The  voices  that  seduce  us  are  the  cries 
Of    hucksters,   not  of  heroes ;  jangling 

shrieks  [creeds. 

Of  warring  factions   and    wild-wrestling 
Unchivalrous  swash-bucklers  snatch  the 

sword  [name. 

That  Batabd  stainless  bare;  e*en  Glory's 
Is  sullied  with  the  gold  taint.    Glorious 

Maid! 
Our  sole  reveilles  are  the  Bourse's  shouts, 
Ourpeeans  ring  from  the  polluted  lips 
Of  CafS'Chantant  heroes  and  cocoUee, 
Our  loudest  litaniee  are  godless  hymns 
To  knave-success  and  witching  wantonness. 
Songs  in  the  service  of  our  chosen  cult 
Of  Mammon  and  of  Ashtaroth. 
Jeanne  d^Arc,  Too  true ! 

And  yet  despair  not,  seeing  that  my  day 
Was  a  worse  hell  of  cruelty  and  lust. 
And  coward  greed,  and  superstition  louL 
My  Dauphin  a  voluptuous  weakling  was. 
His  court  a  coarse  Gehenna,  and  his  camp 
A  oongre^tion  of  ferocious  curs 
And  valiant  villains;  with  BoTTLAvexR's 

And  HntscH's  greed,  and  Lbssxps's  frailty. 
With  apish  fraud,  and  ant-like  pettiness. 
Tigerish  hate,  grasshopper  flighuness 
My  age  was  nfe,— no  Honour,  Firmness, 
Faith!  [Sorels. 

Your  Burgundys,  your   Reigniers^  your 
Tour  blatant  Rabagas,  your  light  Ctyaiee, 
Say,  are  they  worse  than  mine  ? 

La  MSpublique,  But  France  had  you  ! 

With  Patriotism  and  with  Purity, 
In  one  heroic  form,  for  inspiration, 
What  might  I  do  ?    Oh,  for  a  Heroine 
Like  you.  Oh,  Maid  I  [is  now 

Jeanne  iTArc  (grarely),  Ni^  France  s  need 
A  Hero— and  a  Man !     [the  Vision  fades. 


Am  om  C4M  t©®K  uki  4 

C£/^TL£/fA/i/ 


8r     OBAL/MC     ^iTH 


^'3^^  Cigarettes 


BILLING   AND   COOING. 

{AnldyUofihsStrtet.) 

OMKX  TULIT  PUKOTUM  QUI  XISCVIT  UTILI  DUIX3I." 


LOOKING  A  CLERICAL   GIFT-HORSE 

IN  THE  MOUTH. 

(By  Hodge.) 

["  We  esBBOt  but  look  on  these  gifts  (ancient 
Church  endowments)  as  the  heritage  of  the  poor.*' 
--Epiecopal  Memifeeto  en  Wehh  JheestabUshment.] 

'•  HxRiTAei  of  the  poor,"  they  says! 

Well,  I  be  poor  enow. 
That  I  be  free  to  pray  and  praise, 

Cooms  nateral-loike.  somehow. 
But  the  most  o'  the  **  heritage  "J  can  see, 

For  my  poor  body  or  soul. 
Is  a  free  seat,  fur  from  **  the  quality," 

And  a— very— occasional  '*dole," 


"  Actlit's,"  OB  A  mew  VEKHioir  of  "  The 
Rmo  Aim  THE  Book."— Sir  Johk  Astlvt's 
personal  reeolleotions  of  the  sporting  world  is 
beforehand  an  assured  success.  **  But,"  quoth 
the  Baron  db  Book-Wobxs,  who  has  not  yet 
pmsed  the  mo^imi  opus, — and 'tis  an  opus  lor 
which  a  '* magnum*^  would  be  an  excellent 
preparation,— "strange  that  Sir  Jomr,  '^e 
Mate,'  who  has  been  a  good  sportsman  all  his 
life,  should  now  become  a  Bookmaker  I "  We 
trust  that  the  result  to  the  sportive  Bart  will 
be  a  big  cheque— mate ! 

Mbs.  R.  has  been  reading  The  Aristocrat  of 
the  Breakfast  Table.  She  admito  that  it  is,  as 
might  be  expected,  genteeL  But,  on  the  whole, 
she  prefers  Tioo  or  Three  Men  in  a  Boat, 
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I   PUMOSA  mroEMis. 

!l  LOATHE  the  name  of  marriage, 

'    For  home  no  jot  I  care, 

Bat  I  loye  the  smokinflr- carriage, 

For  I  am  not  wanted  there. 
1 1  love  to  spoil  man^B  selfish  ease, 
;    To  oust  nim  from  his  place, 
'And  crush  his  futile  courtesies 
I    With  hard,  inquiring  face. 

|I  treat  him  as  scarce  human, 
I  snuh  him  when  I  can, 

For  though  a  soul-freed  woman, 

J     I  ne'er  can  be  a  man. 

And  that's  what  sets  me  up  in 
arms. 
When  pipes  aglow  I  see. 

That  though  I  sink  all  woman's 
charms, 
A  man  I  cannot  be. 

;  Not  that  I  *d  be  the  creature 

At  any  price,  oh,  no ! 
Who  poses  as  my  teacher. 

My  sex's  lifelong  foe ! 
.  Not  that  he  interferes  with  me, 

The  coward,  I  *d  like  to  see  him, 
,  And  yet  I  hate  him  bitterly, 

Because  I  cannot  be  him. 

In  mind  and  form  I'm  hard  as 
naih. 
Diplomas  I  've  a  score  ; 
And  all  this  choicest  pleasure  fails 

For  casual  man  does  more. 
He  knows  a  lot,  yet  strives  to 
please'. 
Wears  carelessly  his  bays 
And  thinks  no   more  of    high 
d^rees 
Than  I  of  gracious  ways. 

And  he  woidd  put   ftie  on  the 
shelf  I 

Thinks  me  a  doll,  and  shows  it ! 
Would   smoke,    and    travel   by 
himself! 

Not  if  Cassandra  knows  it 
No !    Man's  superiority 

Is  separation's  sequel ; 
Away  with  fulsome  chivalry. 

And  make  the  sexes  equal ! 


AGRICULTURAL   DEPRESSION. 


What,   *ave  yotj  lrtt  the 

I  *M  LIVING  with    THB  HoK- 


First  Footman,    "  'Ullo,    James  ! 
Earl  of  Stonybrokb  ? " 
Second  Footmai^  "Yes,  William. 

RABBL  DOCKBT,    A  CiTT  TOFF." 

First  Footman,  **  And  *ow  does  it  suit  yer  ? " 

Second  Footman,    **  Well,  'tain't  quite  the  Qualaty  as  I  've 

BEEN  HACCUSTOMED  TO  ;  BUT  WHEN  HOUR  HELDEST  SON,  LORD  DaSH- 
LKIOH,  WENT  INTO  THE  CiTY  AS  A  STOCKBROKER,  I  SEED  AS  'OW  WE 
ALL  'AD  TO  COME  TO   IT.      So   'ERE   I   AM  ! " 


OUR  BOOHNG-OFFICE. 

Mt  Baronite's  opportomtia  i 
reading  a  three-volume  nord  m 
r^,  and  precious  acoordinglj.  It, 
is  a  terrible  thin?  oonBdentuRislT 
to  commence  the  umg  journey  a&d , 
to  find  the  pathway  dresrj  td 
the  country  fmitlnB.  Bun- 
wooD*8  name  on  ^e  Indc  of  i ' 
novel  is  a  sure  sign  that  the 
attempt  is  worth  making.  Tk-^ 
Edinburgh  house  stall  possess^ 
the  magnetic  influence  wlueh, 
through  nearly  a  oentuiy,  k^ 
drawn  towards  it  new  whtos  d 
desirable  kind.  Red  Cav  au 
Blue  Jacket,  by  George  Dun. 
just  issued,  does  not  fulfil  tk 
most  eenerous  expectation.  Tbrn 
are  about  it  indications  of  % 
young  and  unaccustcmed  bad. 
It  requires  the  blithe  ooinigettf 
youth  to  go  back  to  Paris  in  tk 
Reign  of  Terror  for  chapten  b  i 
domestic  novel.  The  fintToiiiK 
conveys  the  pleasing  impresios 
that  the  reader  is  in  foramUj 
ffood  thing.  But  wha  he  ^  t? 
Paris  he  shares  the  A&m  d 
Andrew  Prosser  and  his  fdkf- 
adventurers,  and  wishes  he  wjr 
back  again.  Mr.  Dirvir's  plot  k 
of  the  good  old  melodnoatK 
I  style.  Everything  fits  in  a  m- 
I  ceiUe,  as  Hobispierrs  used  ^ 
say.  •>  You  tum"a'conieraiidtl»« 
you  are ;  in  most  unexpected  csfi- 
I>any,  but  amid  the  very  orcai- 
stances  necessary  to  ctriy  od  tk 
story.  8till,Mr.  DuirysIitafiT 
style  is  excdlent,  and  he  bs  a 
subtle  humour  oocasioMllT  R- 
freshing.  He  will  do  mneh  mff 
than  tEis.  He  may  hare  bee 
christened  Aifdrew,  bat  u  J 
certainly  not  yet  Du55. 

The  Babok  dk  B.-W. 


Motto  fob  Aihi-Necbo  Bo*- 
DIES    '*DowN    South." -6m 
'  them  a  Lynch  and  they  wiDaiB 
aH-lL 


DE  LUNATICO  INQUIRENDO, 

(Simple  Questions  and  Answers  for  the  Use  of  Students  at  Law,) 

Question,  Suppose  that  a  man  is  suspected  of  being  insane,  and 
consequentlv  is  unfit  to  manage  his  own  affairs,  what  is  the  proper 
thing  to  do  r 

Answer,  To  commence  legal  proeeedings  to  testhis  sanity. 

Q.  WhatJoes  this  entail  P 

A,  The  instruction  of  at  least  a  oouple  of  sets  of  solicitors. 

Q,  And  what  are  the  consequences  of  these  inst  ructions  ? 

A,  The  preparations  of  bne£i,  proofs,  and  the  engagement  of  a 
strong  bar  of  counsel. 

Q.  And  are  there  any  further  expenses? 

A.  Wh]^  certainly ;  the  cost  of  Uie  production  of  witnesses  must 
be  provided  for,  and  many  other  necessary  expenses  must  be  incurred. 

Q.  What  next  wiU  happen? 

A,  The  case  will  be  h^ird  before  the  proper  authority,  and  a  nearly 
double  jury. 

Q,  And  will  there  be  a  large  number  of  witnesses  ? 
^.  On  both  sides.    And,  consequently,  the  case  will  consume  a 
larire  amount  of  time. 

Q.  And  will  the  counsel  receive  refreahers,  and  the  solicitors 
gather  additional  costs  ? 

A,  Undoubtedlv,  and  this  is  a  part  of  the  system. 

Q.  And  when  the  case  has  been  thrashed  out  by  the  examination 
of  witnesses  for  the  prosecution  and  the  defence,  may  not  the  Jury 
take  it  into  their  heads  to  dear  the  Court  and  examine  the  alleged 
lunatic  without  assistance,  and  fok  themselves  ? 

A,  Certainly;  and  this  examination  may  lead  to  a  prompt  decision. 

Q.  And  will  not  this  prompt  decision  be  entirely  independent  of 
the  evidence  that  has  been  aoduoed  ?       A.  Entirely. 


Q.  Then  will  not  the  whole  of  the  proceeding  anterior  to  tfc^ 
action  of  the  jury  seem  absolutely  superfluous  ? 

A,  Why,  certainlv.    That  stands  to  reason. 

Q,  Then  why  not  nave  the  examination  first,  and  therefore  di?^ 
with  the  unnecessary  and  expensive  preliminaries  F 

A,  Because  such  a  course  would  be  inappropriate  to  prooeew 
so  closely  associated  with  insanity ! 


TO  PHITLUS,  HER  PICTURE. 


Phyllis  is  my  only  fair, 

Seated  primly  in  a  pew ; 
Kone  with  her  can  well  c  >mpare 
In  the  South  Room  at  the  New. 

If  with  a  frown 

I  cast  me  down, 

Phyllis  sweetly 

Smiles,  and  neatly 
Argues  that  the  Show  is  not, 
After  all,  such  deadly  rot. 

There  she  sits,  and  nearly  nods 
To  the  critic  as  he  halts ; 

She    should    be   ''A    Gift  /(«r 
Oods,'' 
Sooner    than    the    thing    by 

SCHMALZ. 


Think  it  no  harm, 
Nor  take  alaxm, 
Hiough  the  poet 
Seem  to  go  it  , 

Rather  strong ;  she  *•  but  a  miM 
I  am  forty  in  the  ihsde. 

And,  in  case  you  think  itis 

Personal  to  mention  name?, 
There 's  a  pair  of  FflYUBO 
Painted  in  a  pair  of  frames;    , 

Showing  80  well,  j 

I  cannot  tdl 

Which  of  the  psrtia       ' 

Queen  of  my  heart  is; 
Fot  with  either  I  could  itiT 
If  the  other  were  away. 


Defhte  "A  Stage  Coach 
dramatic  art." 


'?    Oh  yes,  certainly!    "Atewb*«^| 


Digitized  by  LrrOO^lC 


Mat  26.  1894.] 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHAEIVAM. 


245 


(COVEND   GARDEN   PARTIES. 


The  Cfpera-goer's  Diary.— Whit  Monday, — Opening  night  of 
Opera.  Sir  Drubiolanus  cares  not  a  whit— Monday  or  any  other 
day— when  the  Opera  Season  commenoes,  as  long  as  the  date  is  as 
early  as  possible,  in  order  to  give  him  time  to  produce  his  **  whole 
bag  of  tricks.*'  So  Whit  Monday  night  residted  in  about  as  full 
a  house  as  any  Covent-Oardener  could  possibly  have  expected  to  see, 
An  enthusiastic  reception  was  given  to  Puccna's  opera  Manon 
LeseatU,  performed  by  the  comi>any  got  together  by  *'  the  celebrated 
Milanese  publisher,  Signer  Ricordi,  — a  pleasant  fact  which  must 
be  Ricor£*d  here.  Singers  all  good,  and  opera  pleasing;  but, 
oonsiderinff  chance  offered  by  the  story  and  great  opportunities,  it  is 
certainly  lacking  in  dramatic  power.  Of  course  Massenet  had 
previously  taken  all  the  dramatic  points  of  the  story,  so  there  wasn't 
much  left.  Signorina  Olga  Olohina  (quite  poetic  this  name)  good  as 
Manon^  and  Signer  Beduschj,  a  prettily-voiced  lover,  as  De$  Orietur, 
Little  Signer  Pini-Corsi  looked  (as  Oabricx  did  when  in  a  passion) 
quite  six  feet  high,  owing  to  his  excellent  performance  of  Xeseau/, 
a  port  in  which  there  are  very  small  chances  of  doinff  anything. 

The  hits  of  the  Opera  are  the  concerted  pieces.  The  Intermezzo^ 
no  modem  opera  now  perfect  without  an  fntermezso—in  meant  to  be 
as  descriptive  as  was  Lord  Bueleioh's  portentous  shake  of  the  head ; 
and  very  necessary  information  is  given  in  the  book.  ^  The  composer 
was  called  at  the  end  of  every  act.  and  came  on  loining  hands  with 
the  singers,  **  all  in  a  row,''  as  if  their  original  idea  had  been  to 
dance  in  a  oirde,  singing,  **  Here  we  go  round  the  mulberry  bush." 
which,  if  Sir  Augustus  had  *'  taken  the  flure"  in  the  centre,  would 
have  been  a  pretty  and  exhilarating  sight.  Opera  over  about  ten 
minutes  to  midnight.  Congratulations  all  rouna  ;  and  Sir  Dbubio- 
LAHUS,  watching  the  proceedings  from  a  stall,  as  if  he  had  nothing 
on  eaith  to  do  with  the  entertainment,  but  had  just  dropped  in  as 
one  of  the  general  public,  was  of  course  recognised,  and  ovationed. 

Tuesday. — Faust.  Reaction  after  excitement  of  opening  night. 
Hahitui  requires  something  startling  in  Fautt^  and  on  this  occasion 
hahituS  doomed  to  disappointment.  Mile.  Simmonet  as  Marguerite 
rather  like  **  negus"  at  a  children's  party,  **  sweet  but  not  smmg." 
PLAvgoK  oapital  as  the  French  MephUto^  and  M.  Albxrs  an  ex- 
cellent Valentine.  In  orchestra,  BsYioNAia  buo3rant ;  and  on  stage. 
Chorus  capital  I 

Wedneiday.—lSj&9\  treat.  Julia  Ravoou  as  Orpheue  (**with  his 
loot "  Euryaice  whom  he  loots  from  Hades,  only  to  see  her  expire  on 
a  Bank-holiday)  perfect  in  acting  and  smging.  After  last  song, 
^^Eurydtee!**  curtain  up  and  down  several  times,  audience  enthu- 


siastic and  Julia  joyous !  But  for  the  play-bilU  who  could  possibly 
guess  that  Julia  is  playing  a  male  part  ?  This  talented  artiste 
might  as  well  play  Orpheue  in  a  modem  dressing-gown  and  sandals. 
Decidedly  over-drapea.  Beaming  Bevionani  being  gaily  deposed, 
up  comes  Merry  MlKcnrsLLi  to  conduct  the  CavaUeria  Mustieana. 
Treat  number 
two.  Julia  as 
Orfeo  is    orf 

Sieigho!),  and 
ALvt  the  Con- 
scientious is  on 
as  Santuzza. 
Chrand,  magni- 
ficent. Not  a 
quiet  moment; 
always  acting, 
and  always  do- 
ing something 
which  assists 
the  drama. 
She  is  ably 
seconded  by 
Signori  De 
Lucia  and 
Ancona  and 
Mile.  Pauline 
JoRAN,  and  by 
the  uHliseima 
dulciesima 
F  r  au  lein 
Bauermeis- 

TER-8INGER. 

Still,  thisopera 
is  specially 
CalvI:,  and 
when  adver- 
tised Sir  Dru- 

RIOL ANUS 


Santuzza  letting  the  Cat  out  of  the  Bag. 


would  do  weU  to  slightly  change  the  title  and  call  it  Calv^^lei-ia 
Rusticana, 

Thursday. —HhsX  charminp  light  French  comic  opera  Philemon 
et  Baucis^  fallowed  by  Pagnaeti^  wherein  Madame  SiorId  Arnold- 
son  is  bewitching  as  the  volatile  but  unfortunate  Nedda^  and 
Mr.  BiCEASD  Gsixzr  good  as  evfir  in  the  character  of  the  seduotive 
villager  who  plunges  into  the  **  wortex,"  and  takes  a  Nedda  into  a 
s^TS  troubles,^*a^/Mic« ,  excellent  as  it  is,  is  not  to  be  compared 
with  Rusticana,  so  I  will  not  compare  it.  Each  of  these  two  operas 
holds  the  audience  entranced  until  the  very  last*  note. 
i^rtV/ay.— Strike  of  Cabmen  had  nothing  to  do  with  the  hit  of 

Carmen  made  by  Madame 
CalvI:.  She  is  marvellous  in 
it.  Only  two  things  want- 
ing, that  she  should  be  able 
to  play  the  castanets  and  to 
dance  a  bolero,  or  a  fandango, 
or  something  with  some 
genuine  go  in  it,  Just  to 
suggest  the  idea  of  capti- 
vatui|r  Josi.  Whatever  fas- 
cinations the  Carmen  oi 
Madame  Calv£  has  for  JosS, 
certainly  her  dancing  and  her 
playing  at  playing  the  casta- 
nets couldn't  have  had  much 
extra  effect  on  the  already 
enamoured  soldier.  -There  is, 
just  now,  no  Carmen  but 
Calv^  and  great  ought  to  be 
the  Profit  I  M.  Albers  came 
out  strong  as  EscamiUo,  and 
our  dear  old  **  Toreador  con- 
tento**  obtained  such  an  encore 
as  has  been  rarely  heard  since 
it  was  first  sung  and  wildly 
re-demanded  over  and  over 
again. 

Saturday.  —  First  night  of 
Falstaff,  Great  success  un- 
doubtedly scored.  Not  time 
to  do  more  than  give  a  sketch 
of  Falfltaffo  Robusto,  leaving 
details  for  a  future  occasion. 
Sir  Druriolaxus  with  a  por- 
tion of  operatic  troupe  appear- 
ing to-night  at  Windsor  Castle  before  Her  Majesty.  But  The 
Merry  Wives  of  Windsor  are  in  town. 


Falataff,  or  a  big  (K)night  at  the  Opera. 


LiOOglC 


uigitizea  Dy 
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THINGS   ONE   WOULD    RATHER    HAVE    EXPRESSED    DIFFERENTLY 


^z^/^„';''i'?^;^to*^-*r^o:^^/E  ™rDi=f"°''°'^-^°°-^'° «'-  --  ™  -^' 


Do  LOOK  I 


FALSTAFJ^S  FIX. 


FaUfaff    .     .     . 
Hostess  Quickly 


Sir  W.  H-BC-HT. 
Mistress  BrNo. 


[Ho$t€$s  {hq.).  '*  I  have  borne,  and  borne,  and 
borne:  and  have  been  fubbed  ofl;  and  fubbed  off, 
and  fubbed  off;  from  this  day  to  that  day,  that  it 
18  a  shame  to  be  thought  on.  There  is  no  honesty 
in  such  dealing ;  unless  a  woman  ehould  be  made 
an  asB,  and  a  beast,  to  bear  every  knave's  wrong. 
.  .  .  Thou  hast  eaten  me  out  of  house  and  home " 
thou  hast  put  all  my  substance  into  that  fat  wallet 
of  thine  :— but  I  will  have  some  of  it  out  again,  or 
I  wiU  nde  thee  o'  nighta,  like  the  mare, "— 6'dwwrf 
Fart  Q/Kvtg  Henry  the  Fourth,  Act  11.^  Se.  1.] 

Woe  's  thee,'  Fat  Jack  !     \Yhea  shrews  un- 
pack 

Their  hearts  with  words,  like  angry  Hamlet, 
boft  answer  hath  small  power  o'er  wrath, 

Though  mild  it  be  as  vernal  lamblet. 
Termagant  tongue  hath  Mistress  BtiNG, 

Her  tone  is  shrill,  her  temper  prickly. 
Modern  **  Sir  John,"  far  art  thou  gone 

In  the  black  books  of  **  Hostess  QuicKLr." 

The  Witler's  Trade  is  all  arrayed' 

jrpA^f,^^^^  ^^^^^  ^^^^  •    An  e\il  omen  [ 
lis  ill  to  cope  with  those  who  tope  • 

Brewers  and  Bungs  are  fearsome  foemen. 
If  Honest  Jack  had  taxed  the  Sack 
They  vended  at  Eastcheap^s  **  Old  Boar's 
Head," 
Dame  Quicklt's  tongue  vet  one  more  wrong 
Had  added  to  the  list  aforesaid. 


Allay  your  fear  of  Giant  Beer, 
Or  give  you  victory  o'er  the  Barrel. 

Fat  Jack  in  this  you'll  surely  miss 
lour  old  pals,  Pistol,  Potns,  and  Peto  ; 
^^T?*^^  ol  the  Cup,  they  turned  you  up 
When  you  began  to  toy  with  Veto. 

^^for  Dame  Q.,  think  vou  that  you 

a  tT      ^^^^  ^^^  ^^  y^^^  ^°^^  to  clamber, 
By  sea-coal. tire,"  in  smart  attire, 
**  At  Whitsun,  in  her  Dolphin  Chamber  "  ? 

Alas  Fat  Jack,  the  love  of  Sack 

Is  not  contined  to  toping  Tories. 
Whiskey  ?    E'en  Pat  would  fain  keep  that, 

untaxed,  among  the  Green  Isle's  Glories. 
And  faith  that  t<mgue  of  Mistress  BuNo 

(Or  Quickly)  tires  the  country  quicker 
limn  your  best  speechj  for  it  can  reach 

Wherever  there  be  lips  and  liquor. 

Falstaff  made  shift- he  had  the  gift 
Of  coaxing— the  loud  Dame  to  soften. 

But  Mistress  Buxo  that  wallet  hung 
At  yoTir  plump    side   hath   plumped   too 
often— 

Or  so  she  thinks— and  fancy  shrinks 
From  picturing  her  dissatisfaction, 


Lf  you  should  say ,^  in  Fahtaff'syfm, 
"'^  '       '        "  '     draw 


'*  Go,     wash 
action!" 


thy    face,    and 


thy 


Jack,  have  a  care,  lest  Fang  and  Snare 

Against  your  corpus  *'  enter  action," 
I  ou  've  many  foes.     Each  *  *  malmsey-nose 
>,  Bardolph  "  's  of  the  opposing  h 


Knave,  Bardolph  "  's  of  the  opposing  fac- 
tion. 
Friends  of  .the  Pump  with  you  may  jump; 
But  will  their  backing  in  the  quarrel 


Hath  she  not  borne,  and  borne,  and  borne 

Burdens— in  barrel  and  in  bottle- 
Taxes  on  Liquor,  piled  up  quicker 
Than   liquor    poured    down    Fat    Jack's 
throttle  ? 
Her  substance  still  that  wallet  fill  ? 
^  Taxes  still  swell,  tanner  by  tanner  ? 
iS'ay!     I'll  give   tongue,    shrieks    Mistress 
Buxo, 
"And   haunt    thee    in    true    nightmare 


manner 


T  " 


STIRRING  OUR  STUMPS. 

Of  Cricket  and  the  M.  C.  C. 

To  sing  is  now  the  time  ; 
For  what  would  Spring,  in  England,  be 

Without  a  little  rime  f 

Oh,    why,     Austra- 
liatis,  come  you 
not' 
To  test   our    slog- 
ging worth. 
From        Melbourne, 
Svdney,      Ade- 
I  laide, 

From  Brisbane  and 
from  Perth  Y 

'*  You  're       coming 
soonP"      Ana 
^      ^  yoH  are  here, 

South  Afric's  sons  ?    'Tis  well  I 
We  hope  in  both  to  find  a  foe 
Emu-lous,  Cape-able ! 

"  The  Plav  's  the  thing !  "—it 's  sure  to  have 

A  very  lengthened  run  : 
1  our  bats  may  even  **  make  a  hit " 

Before  the  game 's  begun  ! 

If  to  the  Oval  vou  do  wend, 

You  '11  tind  that  all  is  Square  ; 
And  when  you  feel  dispos^  for  Lord's, 

Your  Peers  ^-ill  meet  you  there. 

Though  moving  fixtures  in  this  land 

Is  not  by  Law  approved, 
Should  County  matches  clash  with  youra, 

Those  tixtures  may  be  moved. 

So,  Southern  kinsmen,  pray  believe 

A  welcome  waits  for  you  | 
You  '11  have  some  pleasant  m^^ngs,  and  ^ 


FALSTAFF'S   FIX. 


H-BC-KT. 


HoMteu  Quickly    •       •       »       •    M18IRS88  Buire.  Fakt^ff   •       •       • 

HosTKS  QuicnT.  "THOU  iHAST  EATEN  ME  OUT  OF  HOUSE  AND  HOME;  THOU  HAST  PUT  ALL  MY 
SUBSTANCE  INTO  THAT  FAT  WALLET  OF  THINE:— BUT  I  WILL  HAVE  SOME  OF  IT  OUT  AGAIN,  OR 
I   WILL  RIDE  THEE  0'  NIGHTS,  LIKE  THE  MARE !  ''—8haktp€ar€.  Digitized  by  LjQOglC 


•        '•        t 


Digitized  by 


Google 
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THE  CAB-HIRERS  VADE 
MECUM. 

Question.  Why  do  you  take 
a  cab  P 

Answer.  BeoauBe  it  is  my 
oustom. 

Q.  Woald  you  not  do  just 
as  well  without  one  P 

A,  Certainly  ;  for  I  eould 
either  walk,  which  woidd  be 
better  for  my  health,  or  take 
an  omnibus,  which  would  be 
better  for  my  pocket. 

Q.  But  is  not  a  cab  a  neoes- 
rity  at  a  railway  station  when 
a  weanr  traveller  arrives 
weighted,  with  luggafe  ? 

A.  Certainly  not,  for  nowa- 
days railway  companies  are 
accustomed  to  provide  their 
own  conveyances,  which  are 
just  as  oonvenientlas  four- 
wheelers. 

Q.  What  is  your  opinion  of 
cabmen  P 

A.  That  they  are  well  able 
to  look  after  their  own  in- 
terests. 

Q.  Then  you  have  not  much 
sympathy  with  the  recent 
stiikeP 

A,  Not  mudi.  as  cabman 
seem  always  fairly  prosperous 
and  quite  equal  to  obtaining 
the  living  wage. 

Q.  Has  a  cab  strike  any 
advantages  P 

A,  Considering  that  about 
half  the  street  accidents  are 
** running  down*'  oases,  the 
chances  are  that  a  cab  strike 
is  a  boon  and  blessing  to  the 
coroner. 

Q.  Do  you  know  of  any 
further  advantage  ? 


A.  That  the  chance  of  the 
spreading  of  infection  is  les- 
sened. 

Q.  But  is  not  the  cab  strike 
very  inconvenient  P 

A.  Scarcely,  as  the  supplv 
is  al^^s  equal  to  the  demand. 

Q.  Then  who  suffers  when 
the  cabmen  strike  P 

A,  Presumablv  the  cab- 
men's wives  and  children.  \ 

Q,  And  how  does  the  strike 
affect  the  public  generally  ? 

A,  By  teaching  them  how 
to  do  without  them. 

Q.  Is  this  satisfactory  P 

A.  To  the  public,  possibly, 
yes;  but  to  the  cabmen  dis- 
tinctly no. 


THE   TREATMENT 


TROUSERS. 


"TB8,   an  IdBA  I  GOT  IN  THE  COUNTBT.      QuiTB  AS  SKRVICBABLS,  DON*T 
TOV  KNOW,  AND  XVBR  SO  MUCH  MORS  PlOTUBESQlTX." 


Dear  Mr.  Punch,— I  know 
you  have  a  feeling  heart,  and 
I  want  to  appeal  to  you.  Can- 
not somethmg  be  done  for  the 
Cycles  P  Poor  things !  I  un- 
derstand they  are  now  nearly 
always  (pneumatic)  tyred. 
Yours,  &c.. 
One  who  is  often 

Ttred  herself. 

Musical  Query.— "  Mons. 
RiSLSR  (of  Paris) "  was  adver- 
tised last  week  to  give  two 
pianoforte  recitals.    A  corre- 

g indent  wants  to  know  which 
ISLER  it  is  P     Is  it  **  RiSLER 
JeUNE"  or  "  RiSLER  AiNfc"  P 


Mrs.  B.  says  she  has  been 
advised  to  r^d  a  new  book 
called  Mariala.  It  is  bv  the 
author  of  that  very  clever 
work,  Robert  Elsewhere ^^nxih. 
was  much  talked  of  when  it 
came  out. 


A  BAUADE  OF  THE  NEW  MANNOOD. 

By  an  Unregenerate  Male, 

[**  Madame  Grand  is  going  to  Uke  Caliban  in 
hand,  and  make  a  new  man  of  him.  But  the 
present  generation  ii  pait  praying  for.  Man  haa 
been  allowed  to  act  on  his  own  '  worst  impulses.* 
*  His  edncation  has  been  carefully  planned  to  make 
him  morally  a  weak-willed,  inconsistent  creature.' 
...  It  is  the  next  generation  which  is  to  hare 
'proper  principles  spanked  into  it  in  the  nur- 
•ery.^  ''^Fall  MaU  OasttU,  May  16.] 

Tes,  it  pains  me  indeed  to  relate 

To  the  rising  male  genus  the  news— 
At  the  terrible  thought  of  their  fate 

They  may  shiver  and  shake  in  their  shoes ! 

For  from  one  of  the  monthly  reviews 
It  appears  they'll  be  taken  in  hand 

By  the  New  Womanhood,  that  pursues 
The  programme  of  grim  Madame  Grand! 

Poor  youths  I  at  an  imminent  date 

All  the  foibles  of  man  they  're  to  lose ; 
If  one  ventures  to  lie  in  bed  late. 

Or  latchkeys  and  '* language"  to  use. 

Or  play  ^enny  nap,  or  amuse 
His  weak  wits  with  aught  else  that  is  banned, 

He 'U  be  spanked  till  for  pardon  he  suea— 
Tis  the  fiat  of  firm  Madame  Grand  ! 

Still,  there 's  <me  fact,  I  'm  happy  to  stat«, 
That  some  consolation  endues  I 

To  reform  each  grown-up  reprobate 
Is  too  hard— 'tis  eBongh  to  abusej 
So  we  men  will  go  on  as  we  choose. 

And  unlimited  Caudle  we'll  stand. 
And  with  chastened  amusement  peruse 

The  attacks  of  irate  Madame  Grand. 


Envoi. 

Mr,  Punch,  pray  do  not  refuse 
To  spread  through  the  length  of  the  land 

Your  decided  oissent  from  the  views. 
And  the  plans  of  severe  Sarah  Grand  ! 


'  Maid  in  German  j." 


'DULCE  IIDENTCM  LALACEN  AMABO.' 

Mt  love  no  rhymer  could  relate 

In  metrical  professions, 
Nor  gauge  by  coldly  acoimte 

Numerioal  cts^ressions. 
So  passionate  it  is  and  strong  . . . 
And  yet  • .  •  can  anything  be  wrong  P 

I  learn — the  best  authoritiee 
Consistently  inform  me— 


That  if  maliffnant  fates  should  please 

With  evil  luck  to  storm  me, 
I  ought  to  scorn  them  all  the  while. 
Content  with  Chloe's  charming  smile. 

Tet.  while  admitting,  after  all, 

The  troubles  daily  sent  us 
Are  not  the  kind  one  well  can  call. 

With  truthfulness,  momentous, 
I  find  annoyance  still  in  these 
Let  Chloe  giggle  as  she  please  ! 

When  I  have  hooked  the  wily  trout. 
And  find  that  I  've  forgotten 

The  net,  and  fail  to  pull  him  out 
Because  the  tackle 's  rotten ; 

Or  when,  with  my  accustomed  lock 

I  score  the  ignominious  '*  duck ;  " 

Or  when,  *'  all  souare  and  one  to  play," 

My  ball  is  bunkered  badly. 
As  much  as  ever,  truth  to  say. 

Irate  mififortune  madW, 
And  Chloe,  though  my  future  wife. 
Would  smile— at  peril  of  her  life. 

The  cause  of  this  I  cannot  state, 

Alternately  one  fancies 
That  men  are  now  degenerate 

From  heroes  of  romances, 
Or  that  such  griefs  as  we  endure 
No  smiles  are  competent  to  cure  I 


The  Drink  for  the  Season.— The  great 
rival  to  Apollinaris^Carlsbad,  and  all  other 
waters,  is  Esther  JFaters.  Must  be  taken 
in  one  gulp,  being  decidedly  strong  Waters. 
Those  who  have  tasted  it  ask  for  Moore. 
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PREHISTORIC   PEEPS. 

A  KOCITBVB  WHIOR  WOTTLD  BKEM  TO  SHOW  THAT  '*Rnn>VKnAL  FlATS'*  WIBI  KOT 
WHOLLY  VKKNOWN  XYKN  IK  PftDCETAL  TlXBS  1 


THE  £xcHEQUXB.  It  is  one  oriticiiiiL  oithe 
Budget  (intended  ooriomly  enough,  I  bdim, 
to  be  an  nnfayooimble  oritidsin),  irhitk  I 
notioed  fell  from  the  lipe  of  aome  ILP.  or 
other,  that  has  appealed  to  me,  and,  I  ratsre 
to  add,  toerery  man«  sUk  or  staff,  tt  the  Bv. 
**The  oonsMuence  of  the  Deith  Dntia 
soheme,*'  said  the  oritiCf  "  will  he  thit  sll 
wills  will  haye  to  be  madeover  sj^^  Goald 
anything  erer  dreamt  of,  erer  pietvnd  in  the 
wildest  fliffhts  at  a  loxnriant  imtnoatk, 
look  more  like  the  realisation  of  t  JawTer's 
paradise?  SolidtorswillhaYetodohiime^ 
that  which  ahonld  be  done  cabnlf  ud  as- 
siderately.  Bis  dot  qui  citodaiut  o^itil 
maxim,  and  the  legal  inteipretation  of  tt  ii 
that  a  lawyer  makes  twice  as  mueh  oat  of  i 
hurriedly  made  will  as  out  of  one  made  fii 
befitting  consideration.  Where  the  ^tniiUr 
oomee  in  will  be  to  conduct  the  easninCoiin 
when  these  wiUs  crane  to  be  cooteetei  Ov 
Man*s  Death  Duty  will  be  another  mi 
living.  The  Chancery  Courts  will  be  aW 
lutely  flooded  with  work,  and  idditkol 
judges  will  not  merely  be  agitated  for,  to 
wilTbeoome  a  necessity  to  which  do  reipeetitf 
LoBD  Chavcellos  can  possibly  M  to  jm 
In  that  day  my  friend  Bbdcfless  ind  By%i 
wilL  no  doubt,  add  ourselTes  to  thifCel- 
lection  of  EnaJish  Silks,*'  which  hu  uiti 
permanent  exnilntion  ground  the  frost  ron 
of  our  Courts. 

Now  there  are  many  lawrers  in  the  Hovt 
and  their  votes  cannot  f  au  to  inflneDce  t» 
prospects  of  the  Budget  After  what  I  bin 
already  said,  I  need  say  no  more,  (w 
begins  at  home.    Verhum  iajf. 

Yours  prorerbially, 

L.  EivBDGonsD. 

102,  Temple  Gardens^  £,C. 


THE  NDeET  AND  THE  BAI  PI08PECT8. 

DxAB  SiK,— The  Hareonrt  Budget  (a 
capital  name,  by  the  way,  for  a  new  illus- 
trated weekly  Wg^)  sMme  to  be  a  preat 
success.  The  small  income-tax  payer  Mooioes 
in  the  fact  that  he  will  paT  less  next  year 
under  an  eightpenny  tax  than  he  did  last 
rear  under  a  seyenpenny,  and  the  City  Gerk 
hai^  I  understand,  already  celebrated  the  oc- 
casion by  buying  a  new  hat,  and  (I  hope)  his 
wife  a  new  bonnet,  though  my  information  on 
the  liUter  point  is,  I  am  sorry  to  say,  not  so 


specific    As  to  the  beer  and  spirit  tax,  it 
would  be  absurd  to  suppose  th^  whatever 
duty  was  put  upon  these  necessities  of  exist- 
ence, we  should  drink  any  the  less.     The 
brewers  and  uublicans  haye,  as  I  gather  from 
the  reports  1  see  in  the  Press,  turned  the 
,  occasion  to  inofit  by  increasing  their  per- 
;  centageof  gain  from  the  modest  100  per  cent. 
I  to  a  percentage  of  four  figures. 
I     It  would  be  insincere,  howerer,  to  say  that 
,  these  were  the  reasons  which  induce  me  to 
agree  that  this  Budget  has  placed  its  author 
,  in  the  very  first  rank  of  Chahcklloss  of 


STANZAS. 

{JFriUen  on  S^/Udian,  Near  Ou  Roned  hd 

SwsET  the  month  of  May,  and  yoorbir^ 
I  sweetest 

'     Day  to  me,  who  send  you  no  wordortate 

Tet  I  wish  you  well  in  the  yery  nesteit 
;  Fhrasea  unspoken! 

Though  to-day  with  you  I  ihsU  litrt » 
meeting—  ^ 

llistresa  FaU    makes   many  «  ^^ 
blunder- 
Conscious  you  may  bo  of  my  sQent  cwu^* 
Are  you,  I  wonder  r 

Sweet  the  dajr!    With  gariand  of  m ' 
wreathe  it 
In  the  tongue  I  used  to  be  rather  pi^ 
And  your  name— I   dare  not  in  w^ 
In-eatheit— 

WhiqperinLstii. 

Here  afar  from  rush  of  the  roaring  tnfiC;^ 
'Neath  the  chestnut  shade  in  t  dr«>^ 
diyinely  ,. 

Wrapt,  to  you  I  murmur  a  tender  StiiFC 
Stanza  eanin^* 

Mitte^feheu  reditue  diei 

CanJido  eemper  iapide  ei  noianm 
Dent  tOi  Pareet,  tOndent  ipDotetuM 
Qaudia—mUU, 

"LiynrG  PicTrBE8.»'-ft)eciincns  of  A^ 
may  be  seen  eyerr  day,  nnywhcre.  wbj*  ' 
ridmg.  driyinr,  all  more  or  less  weU  pttj^ 
An  ancient  lady  of  six^  yery  tt™.CV:! 
should  leoeiye  the  heraJdie  titk  of  *  ^ 
Dragon:' 

Motto  ok  thi  Cab  Streo.— "None^ 
the  braye  can  j 


i,get  the  fare.'', 

Gdogle- 


uigiTizea  oy 
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LEHEI  TO  A  DlBUTANTE. 

Mt  i>sa.r  Oladts,— So  you 
have  oome  to  London  to  spend 
yonr  fint  season  with  the 
Ltok  Tatmehs. 

I  shall  be  very  glad  to  give 
you  all  the  hints  I  oan. 

Aj  you  have,  fortunately, 
no  oonyictions,  no  opinions, 
hardly  any  ideas,  and  no  de- 
cided tastes,  it  will  be  the 
easiest  thing  in  the  world  for 
Tou  to  beoome  extremely  popu- 
lar. Ton  have  merely  to  fall 
in  with  the  notions  of  other 
people,  and  echo  the  phrases 
you  hear.  Do  not  make  the 
mistake  of  trying  to  take  a 
line  of  your  own. 

Tou  say  you  are  rather  at  a 
loss  for  the  small  change  of 
oonYenation,  and  you  want  to 
know  (for  instance)  what  to 
say  to  an  Author  whose  books 
you  have  not  read,  an  Artist 
whose  pictures  you  have  not 
seen,  a  Composer,  or  an  Ex- 
plorer, of  whom  you  haye 
nerer  heard. 

Generalise.  Be  cautious.  Do 
not  plunge  hastily  into  some 
rash  assumption  which  you 
may  afterwards  regret  —  a 
recklessness  that  leads  to  such 
dimgers  as  that  of  telling 
Mr7wHi8TLZBthat'*J5w66ie«^' 
is  your  fayourite  of  his  pic- 
tores.  or  of  congratulating 
Mr.  OflCAB  Wilde  on  the  suc- 
cess of  "Docto."  Bay.yaguely, 
**I  am  «o  interested  in  your 
work,  Mr.  So-and-so,"  and 
leaye  him  to  give  information 
about  it.  Tou  wiU  soon  learn 
how  to  make  people  tell  you 
what  they  suppose  you  alr^y 
know. 

When  you  meet  a  writer, 
and  you  are  not  sure  whether  he  is  the  author  of  a  burlesque, 
or  of  serious  articles  for  an  imnortant  reyiew,  a  safe  general 
remark  for  a  young  girl  is.  *'I  am  so  afraid  of  ^ou,  Mr.  So- 
and-so  ;  I  hear  you  are  so  dreadfully  deyer  I "  This  is  one  of 
those  unanswerable  speeches  that  for  the  moment  may  cast  a  slij^ht 
gloom  oyer  the  conyersation,  but  Mr.  So-and-so  will  presently  reyiye, 
and  it  is  just  possible  that  you  may  find  out  from  his  remarks  whether 
he  is  funny  or  serious.    If  you  do  not,  it  does  not  matter. 

Tou  may  diseuss  (and  warmly)  a  book  you  haye  not  read,  with 
anyone  hut  the  author,  "  The  book  of  the  season  "  is  read  less  than 
any  other  book,  because  the  remarks  in  yogue  are  so  easQy  caught  up 
and  repeated.  Say  that  when  you  haye  once  put  it  down  you  could 
neyer  take  it  up  again.  To  the  author,  say  frankly  you  haye  not 
been  able  to  get  it,  there  is  such  a  rush  for  it ;  and  do  not  ask  him 
to  tell  you  *'  what  gave  him  the  idea,"  nor  how  long  it  took  him  to 
write. 

At  priyate  yiews,  say  to  serious  people,  "  What  a  dreadful  crush ! 
I  hate  these  things !  I  shall  come  another  day,  quietly,  to  look  at  the 
pictures." 

To  the  flippant,  complain  that  there  are  so  many  pictures  that  you 
oaxinot  see  the  people,  and  ask  to  haye  Gladstonb  pointed  out  to 

you,  or  CissiB  Loftus. 
Remember  that  "  argument  is  the  last  refuge  of  the  intelleotually 

destitute." 

Neyer  contradict  anyone,  except  yourself.     Neyer  correct  people 

about  dates,  or  names,  or  any  trifle.    Neyer  be  poeitiye  or  well- 

inf ormed,  or  haye  heard  a  stcnry  before. 

Neyer  call  jpeople  names  in  their  presencei  such  as  *'the  great 

Impressionist,"  or  Symbolist,  or  New  Humounst    They  are  always 

irritated  by  the  string  that  ties  the  label  on. 
Adapt  yourself. 
If  you  meet  the  sort  of  person  (you  will)  who  says  that  all  he  cares 

about  is  to  bathe  his  head  in  God  s  beautifol  sunlight,  you  may  tdl 

him  that  you  are  yery  highly  strung,  and  **  nearasthenic"    He  will 

probably  lend  you  Lx  GAiLizirini*8  Poems,  and  tell  pe^e  you  are 

imite  charming. 

To  the  sportsman,  laugh  at  insomnia,  and  be  interested  in  golf. 


PROFESSIONAL   SCORN. 

Joshua  {tk€  new  Oofdensr),  "  Who  sowxd  thxm  Pxas,  Miss  Maud  t " 

Miss  Maud,  "  I  'm  ALMoer  afbjlid  /  did,  Jobhta  1 " 

Jo9hua,  "Ah,  I  thought  thxt  looked  as  iw  soiooyx  had  dons  rr 

'ISSELF!" 


Bay,  *' If  Lord  RossBXRTwins 
the  Derby,  will  there  be  a 
dissolution  of  Parliament  ?  " 

If  you  cannot  think  of  any- 
thing better,  as  a  general 
remark,  you  oan  always  lay, 
"Are  you  going  on  P  " 

Gommonplaoes  are  useful 
and  necessary. 

Still,  aydd  the  more  flag- 
rantly hackneyed,  as.  tor 
instance,  when  the  gentlemen 
join  you  after  dinner,  *'  Haye 
you  been  settling  the  affairs 
of  the  nation?" 

If  you  are  asked  what  jou 
think  about  ladies  smoking, 
say  it  all  depends  where,  how, 
and  when  they  do  it;  thus 
implying  you  would  not  like 
to  see  a  lady  smoking  a  short 
pipe  in  the  park  on  Sunday 
morning.  But,  under  certain 
circumstances,  you  may  oeca- 
sionallf/  haye  your  first  cigar- 
ette. Tou  need  not  cough, 
but  laugh  a  good  deaL 

To  the  thought  reader,  say 
you  feel  sure  there  is  **  some- 
thing in  it,"  to  the  Spiritualist, 
that  there  certainly  is  a  good 
deal  that  has  neyer  been  ex- 
plained. Still,  be  careful  not 
to  appear  toodeeply  interested, 
or  he  might  come  and  explain. 

You  can  make  the  same 
remark  oyer  and  oyer  again 
(as  for  instance,  that  one  about 
**  If  Lord  BosHBEBT  wins  the 
Derby,"  &o.)  to  a  dozen  dif- 
ferent people. 

Be  economical  with  your 
phrases.  It  will  neyer  be 
noticed.  Now,  I  know  what 
you  are  thinking.  No,  Gladys 
dear,  you  will  not  be  found 
out.  There  is  no  time.  No 
one  remembers  a  word  you 
say,  and  yery  few  people  listen, 


By  following  the  line  of  conduct  I  haye  indicated,  you  will  get  a 
general  reputation  of  being  a  partioularly  nice  girl,  with  a  great  deal 
more  in  her  than  any  one  would  suppose. 


n,  you  had  better  write  to 
to  Lady  Tatm^b. 


any  one  would  supi 
Later  on,  if  a  little  flirtation  shouJ 
me  again,  telling  me  all  about  him.    LoVe 

Belieye  me, .         Tour  loying 


Mabjobie. 


A  POPULAR  PROFESSOR. 


[Profamr  Heioiy  Moblby,  the  great  populariaer  of  tound  and  cheap 
Engliih  Literature,  died  on  May  U,  in  his  72nd  year,  at  Carisbrooko.] 

JoHK  Bull  is  not  sweet  on  the  type  of  '*  Professor," 

But  good  Heitbt  Moblet  was  happy  possessor 

Of  John  Bull's  respect,  Johk  Bull,  Junior*s.  loye. 

He  made  Oood  Letters  Cheap  !    'Tie  a  title  aboye 

Many  Dryasdust  dignities  told  in  strung  letters. 

Ah  I  many  who  felt  Iron  Fortune's  stem  fetters 

In  days  ante-Morleyish,  look  on  the  rows 

Of  cheap  Classics,  in  musieal  yerse  and  sound  prose, 

Which  bear  the  well-known  editorial  **  H.  M.,^' 

And  sigh,  *'  If  my  youth- time  had  only  known  them^ 

These  threepenny  treasures,  and  sixpenny  glories. 

These  histonee,  treatises,  poems,  and  storiee. 

Which  cost  in  my  time  a  small  fortune,  what  thanks 

And  what  joys  would  haye  swdled  o*er  their  neat-rangdd  ranks  I " 

Ah  I  studious  boys  must  feel  gratitude,  surely. 

To  haye  liyed  in  the  times  of  the  good  Hevbt  MobletI 

Mllb.  Dxtsb  played  last  Friday  night  at  Windsor  before  Her 
Majesty  the  Quebv.  The  talented  Italian  actress  did  her  spiriting 
gaily  in  an  hour  and  a  half's  f aroe,  instead  of  appearing  in  one  of 
her  longer  pieces  and  in  one  of  her  finer  charaoters.  It  was  Duai 
yery  much  redus^  for  the  occasion. 

Oooi)  EzAXKJB  OF  BBnre  "  Bbought  up  nr  HABXLUrr^  letter 
to  me  on  the  first  floor  by  the  seryantiitized  by  VrjVJVjy 
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SETTLED. 

Gallant  Young  Butcker  (to  fi)rmer  flamt),  "  Hullo,  Jknnt  !  whbrb  ari  tou  livino  how 
Jenny  {with  proper  pride),  "Wkll— I  ain't  living  nowherks.     I'm  marroedI" 


of  bourgeois  entUmanchSt,    Pall  siTMlf  together  and,  in  the  inte- 
I  reets  of  immortal  art.  resolve  to  find  that  Whistlsr.    These  alpha- 

^.    _  „ ,   betioal  oatalognet maadeninir.    Never  know  what  room  anything  is 

resolve  to  ran  over  to  Paris  to  see  the  wonderful  Whistler  in  the  !  in.   Walk  round  iraspinr.   That's  a  fanny  figure  anvhow.   No.  1186. 


LE  CHEF-D'CEUVRE  DE  VISTLAIRE. 
Wedneeday.^Find.  by  the  enthusiasm  of  some  English  critics,   betioal  catalogues  maadening.    Never  know  what  room  anything  is 


New  Salon.    Understand  that  it  excels  anything  done  by  Yklasqurz   Look  it  out   Hullo !    What  ?    Stagger  to  a  seat    '"  1186.    Noir  et 
or  TmAV.    As  for  such  old-fashioned  men  as  Reynolds  or  Gains-  ,  argent-— portrait  du  eonite  Robert  do  MoHteequiou^Fheneae.** 
BOBOUOH,  they  are  simply  forgotten.     True  art  is  so  cdevating.  ^  rixtr  i.i.  a*  **xai.* 

Therefore  run  over  *-  '        o  ^^     0  Whistler,  what  a  masterpiece  you  've  nven  to  the  universe, 

TOiiri Aiy.-DeUghtful  in  Paris.    Brilliant  blue  sky,  glorious  sun-  •  t^™'  I**^"?*  ^^  the  Comte. Robert  de  MoxTEsauiou-FfaKirsAC ! 
shine ;  animation,  movement  everywhere.    Glorious  ^^ne  a  trifle   ^^^T!?"  ^""^  could  describe  in  any  paltry,  punv  verse  , 

hot.    Can't  posdlly  go  to  see  thi  Whistler  to-day  in  that  great  i     That  baggy  suit.    £h  frac  f    Not  quite.    Perhaps  the  painter 
greenhouse  on  the  Champ  de  Mars.    Sit  in  the  Avenue  du  Bois  and  '  ***>'•  ***  '^^ ' 


look  at  all  the  pretty  Parisiennes.  By  chance  meet  that 
charming  little  Comtesse,  who  is  so  gay  and  delightful. 
Shall  do  the  New  Salon  to-morrow. 

Friday.-^Skj  bluer.  Sunshine  brighter  and  warmer. 
Unfortunate.  Did  really  want  to  see  the  chef'd"(Buvre  of 
modem  times.  Art  is  so  ennobling !  But  on  a  day  like 
this,  and  in  a  greenhouse !  Stroll  along  the  Avenue  des 
Acacias  and  watch  the  pretty  little  dames  hicycUstes  in  their 
knidcerbodkers.  Meet  the  Comtesse  again.  Whistler 
must  wait. 

Saturday,— ^y  if  possible  bluer.  Sunshine  decidedly 
warmer.  Begin  to  get  anxious  about  that  Salon.  Must 
do  it  somehow.  But  ars  tonga  in  a  conservatory  in  this 
weather  would  make  rita  very  hrevis  indeed.  Can*t  do  it. 
Take  one  of  those  comfortable  little  fiacres  and  drive  to 
the  Bois,  and  have  dejeuner  in  the  open  air  with  the 
Comtesse  and  some  friends.  Resolve  firmly  that,  what- 
ever the  weather  may  be,  will  do  the  New  Salon  to- 
morrowl  .       .        ^    ^ 

'  Sunday, — ^Last  day  here.  By  Jove,  it  is  warm  I  How 
delightful  it  will  be  to  go  out  to  St.  Germain,  or  somewhere, 
andr—  Oh,  hang  it.L  There's  that  subume  Whistler. 
Must  really  see  it.  Give  up  trip  to  country  air  and,  in 
frock  coat  and  tcm  hat;  drive  to- New  -Sakm.-  Roasted  on 
tiie  wa7.  But  a£  least  in  fresh  air;  Inside  Sah>n,  baked" 
—without  fresh  air.    Sun  blazing  on  glass  roof.    Crowds 


Well!  I 'm— I  *m— huiffed  I  So  he  ought  to  be  I  8ohe 
is,— at  least,  hung.  Which  is  more  remarkable.  Fly 
precipitately.  Resolve  to  abandon  immortal  art,  and 
henceforth  to  collect  those  contemptible  mezzotints  after 
the  feeble  portraits  by  that  poor,  foolish  old  gentleman. 
Sir  JosHiTA  Retkolds.  I  shall  be  satisfied  to  take  a  back 
seat  with  him. 


THE  NEW  WOMAN. 

{A  New  Nursery  Bkynu,    For  ChUd-men,) 

r*OuiDA"  lays  "the  New  Womsn**  k  aa  unmiti^ted  bore. 
'*  Sarah  Grand  "  declares  that  Man,  morally,  '*  it  in  his  in* 
fancy,"  and  that  ''now  Woman  holds  out  a  strong  hand  to  the 
Child-man,  and  inusU  upon  helping  him  up**  by  "spanking 
proper  principles  into  him  in  the  nursery."] 

There  is  a  New  Woman,  and  what  do  you  think  ? 
She  lives  upon  nothing  but  Foolscap  and  Ink  I 
But,  thouga  Foolscap  and  Ink  form  the  whole  of  her  diet, 
This  nagging  New  Woman  can  never  be  quiet ! 


No.  IIW. 


Mrs.  R..  sajrs  there  is  such  a  fuss  made  now  about 
cyoliifa;  iShe  saw  an  hotel  one  day  called  **  The  Cydiste' 
Rest,*'  and  now  she  is  told  there  i^  a  flower^called  aft«r 
them— the  Cyclemen.    Djgjtjzed  by 


ty  o&uea  "  me  utci 
1^  a  flower  called  i 

yl^iOOg^ 


JuNB  2,  1894.] 
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MANNERS   AND  CUSTOMS. 

{Being  a  Series  of  Private  Letters  on  these  and  other  Subjects,) 

No.  IV. — From  Mibs  Brvck,  Crihwxll  Pabk,  Suftolk,  to  Ladt 
Mabbl  HuirrsR,  Pbntland  Hall,  Hants. 

My  Dxabbst  Mab,  December  15,  189—. 

Such  a  diBappointment  not  gettang  to  you  and  dear  Pent- 
land!  I  did  80  look  forward  to  it,  and  then  to  think  that  this 
tiresome  visit  should  dash— yes,  tiresome,  heoause  it  kept  me 
from  Ton.  Though  in  itself,  I  am  bound  to  say,  it 
is  not  at  all  had  I  The  BLAonsir  girls,  whom  I 
haTen't  seen  since  we  were  at  St  Salyator's  to- 
gether, are  kind  enough  when  you  don*t  interfere 
with  any  of  their  little  plans,  and  Mrs.  Blagdsn  is 
a  dear,  the  image  of  your  old  Jackie  (my  best 
respects  to  the  estimable  Mrs.  Jacksok,  by  the 
way),  only  saved  from  vulgarity  by  absolute  un- 
pretentiousness. 

The  house  party  is  veir  cheery;  I  like  Mr. 
Maydsw  immensely;  we  nave  lon^  talks  about 
you,  and  he's  never  tired  of  hearing  about  our 
funny  time  in  Eastneuk,  when  I  acted  as  nurse  for 
tliose  two  pets  during  Jackie's  holidays,  and  we 
all  shared  the  **  front  parlour,"  where  jou  used  to 
work  at  your  Greek  with  the  classical  mistress  from 
St.  Salvator's,  while  the  chicks  and  I  watched  the 
golfers  at  the  last  hole  from  that  delightful  bow- 
window.  Fancy  Mr.  Maydsw  never  having  been  at 
Eastneuk,  nowadays  when  it  is  overrun  by  every- 
body, and  almost  turned  into  a  watering-place, 
instead  of  a  dignified  university  town,  known  only 
to  a  few  elect  spirits  like  yourself,  and  quiet  resi- 
dents like  ourselves,  besides  its  own  professors  and 
students— as  was  the  case  before  this  dreadful  *  *  Oolf 
boom,"  and  before  our  special  Poet  had  written  so 
much  and  so  delightfully  about  it.  Mr.  Maydei\' 
Bays  he  means  to  go  next  September,  if  you  are 
there  to  do  the  honours  of  the  dear  old  place ;  and 
M.  DB  Chavmont  wants  to  come  too,  if  only  to  see 
**  this  interesting  new  development,  the  pioneer  of 
great  public  schooLs  for  girls,  with  a  similar  educa- 
tion and  physical  training  to  that  which  boys  ^t  at 
Eton  and  Harrow,  only  of  course  far  superior  in 
every  way. ...  I  think  I  must  tell  my  brother, 
who  is  Anglo-mane,  to  send  his  little  girl  to  your 
St.  Salvator's."  .  .  .  They  are  always  teasing  the 
Blaodens  and  me  about  St.  Salvator's  since  they 
got  hold  of  a  number  of  our  school  magazine,  and 
read  about  the  cricket-scores  and  the  Lacrosse  team 
and  the  house  shield  and  house  colours !  They  pre- 
tend to  be  very  much  shocked  at  the  girls  idways 
wearing  gymnastic  suits  in  the  playground,  and 
very  much  amused  at  the  Latin  and  Greek ;  but,  as  I  tell  them, 
they  need  not  be  jocular  over  that,  considering  that  one  of  our  St. 
Salvator  girls  got  a  First-class  at  Oxford  or  Cambridge,  I  forget 
which,  when  not  a  man  did  I 

I  don't  think  much  Latin  and  Greek  has  stuck  to  the  Blagdens 
and  me,  but  then  we  were  good  at  games ;  Bella  Blaoden  was  the 
best  Captain  of  the  Eleven  we  ever  had.  She  is  now  Captain  of  the 
Ladies  Golf  Club  near  here,  by  the  way  •  such  a  ffood  course,  dozens 
of  clubs  used,  and  then,  the  uniform  f  green  skirt  to  the  ankles, 
vellow  boots  and  ^ters,  green  Tam  o'  Shanter.  scarlet  coat  and  brass 
Duttons ! !  Ima^e  this  on  our  modest  Ladies'  links  at  Eastneuk, 
where  we  saUy  forth  humbly  with  our  *'  putter."    It 's  rather  a  joke 


— the  Men's  Club  here  don't  allow  women  on  to  their  Links,  of 
course;  while  the  men  are  honorary  and  valued  members  of  the 
Ladies  Club,  eoually  of  course !  Bella  Blaoden  and  I  are  going 
to  initiate  Mr.  Maysew  and  the  Baron  Paul  db  Chattxont  into  the 
mysteries  of  golf  to-morrow.  I  like  both  men  so  much,  the  Baron 
plays  Chopin  and  Schumann  as  I  thought  only  you  could,  and  he  is 
so  intelligent  and  responsive—'*  gey  quick  at  the  uptak,"  as  we  say 
over  the  Dorder.  To  near  him  retiurmng  Mr.  Blagden's  elephantine 
chaff  with  what  Mr.  Maydew  calls  ^delicate  rapier  thrusts"  is 
delightful,  very.  I  can't  stand  Papa  Blaodeh  ;  he  revels  in  plati- 
tudes till  I  feel  I  could  shriek.  What  Bollo  would 
call  *'  an  apostle  of  the  obvious : "  and  oh,  so  self- 
satisfied  and  ostentatious.    Ugh ! 

I  never  staid  in  this  sort  of  country-house  before; 
mother  thought  it  was  just  to  be  a  quiet  time  in  the 
country  with  my  *'  old  school-friend,"  and  so  did  I ; 

whereas  it 's  quite  a  party,  and Well,  I  've 

come  to  the  conclusion  that  I  am  dreadfully  old- 
fashioned,  and  behind  the  times^  for  Lc7CY  Bebke- 
ley,  who  is  staying  here,  says  this  is  quite  a  hum- 
drum house  comj^ared  to  the  ordinary  run ;  and  yet 
some  of  the  *'  goings  on"  would  make  mother  and 
Aunt  Jbav's  bur  stand  on  end.  We  certainly  don't 
have  what  LrcY  graphically  calls  **  Passage  Fun  " 
(think  of  it,  Mabel  I )  after  the  household  is  sup- 
posed to  be  wrapped  in  slumber;  nor  are  the 
cigarettes  passed  round  to  men  and  women  alike  at 
the  table  after  dessert ;  but  the  Blaosbn  girls  and 
Mrs.  Maxwell  oertainlv  are  beyond  me.  I  can't 
cope  with  them  when  tney  make  allusions  and  tell 
stories.  I  hate  it.  Mrs.  Maxwell  laughs,  and  says, 
**  Oh,  I  minded  it,  too,  once ;  but  you  'U  soon  get 
used  to  it.  The  best  way  for  a  girl  is  just  to  make 
an  idiot  face,  and  pretend  not  to  understand."  Well 
I  don't  understand ;  but  I  feel  it  would  be  dreadful 
if  I  did,  and  that  makes  me  wretched,  and  crimson ; 
and  then  Captain  Maxwell  always  manages  to  get 
opposite  to  me  and  stare,  with  a  kind  of  amused  grin 
that  makes  me  long  to  slap  him  with  my  open  hand. 
He  is  a  horror,  but  Mr.  mantov,  of  the  Foreign 
Office,  is  worse ;  he  looks  like  a  June  oyster,  and 
talks  in  a  little  nundng,  falsetto  voice,  that  would 
make  Rollo  or  one  of  the  bovs  at  home  kick  him. 
Mrs.  Maxwell  says  he's  a  dear  thin^,"  and 
Captain  Maydsw,  who 's  awfully  amusmg  and 
cheery,  says  he's  *'a  minx."  He  talks  about  his 
emotions  as  if  they  were  dresses.  **  I  felt  a  pink 
joy,"  he  said  the  other  night,  **  and  after  the  drab 
misery,  shot  with  purple  patches  of  despair,  it 
seemed  almost  a  crimson  rapture." 

Oh,  I  wish  you  could  have  seen  Mr.  Maydew's 
face— it  looked  more  aquiline  than  ever,  and  that  sort 
of  dean-shaved  curl  of  the  lip  .  .  .if  Mr.  Mantov 
were  not  so  absurdly  tiny  and  sickly,  1  think  he  would  have  punched 
his  head.  He  had  another  ''crimson  rapture"  last  night  when  Lucy 
Berkeley  and  Mrs.  Maxwell  did  a  skirt  dance  in  rainbow  accordion 
skirts— it  really  was  pretty;  but  then  Bella  and  Dot  Blagdeit  came 
on  in  black  dancing  skirts  and  did  a  sort  of  stamping  and  kicking 
dance.  Dreadful  I  I  oan't  imaffine  how  nice  old  Mrs.  Blaodek  could 
allow  it !  but  1  don't  think  she  nas  any  authority  over  them.  Do,  do 
write  to  me  soon,  or  if  you  are  too  busy  with  all  your  guests,  ask  dear 
Aunt  Jean  to  write  me  one  of  her  delightful  letters ;  nobody  writes 
any  like  them.  Fond  love  to  her,  ana  kiss  my  two  darlings ;  you 
know  how  mudi  love  to  take  for  yourself,  from  your  own  Betty. 
P.S.— How  is  Rollo  P 


Like  a  June  Oyster.*' 


OPEBATIC    NOTES. 


General  Reflection.  —  Fahiaff 
must  be  heard  again.  Not  to  be 
dismissed  at  a  sitting^  especially  if 
it  is  to  be  a  standing  dish  at  Covent 
Garden. 

Friday.  — Faust,  "in  Italian." 
Sometimes  we  get  it  in  French; 
sometimes  a  little  mixed.  House 
good.  Marguerite,  Mile.  Nuoviva, 
with  dark  hair,  pretty  fair.  Pecu- 
.  liar  P^iA  Bavooli  partiouJiLrly 
.good  as  Sieibel,  and,  in  the  song, 
vodferouslv  encored.  PLAirgoN's 
MephUto  ^'  as  good  ak  they  make 
'em."  AjrooKA  a  valiant  VfUentine. 
Signor  de  Lt7c£a  passable  as  Faust, 
but  not  Faust-rate;   a  trifle  too 


sniall  for  the  gay  and  gallant  rejuvenated  Professor,  and  not  up  to 
his  own  height  in  PaaUacci,  ^ 

Sir  Dbvbiolanvs  fiard  at  work  rehearsing  seven  operas,  of  which 
four  are  brand  new.  VAUaque  de  Moulin  will  offer  a  great  chance 
to  **  the  wind  "  in  the  orchestra.  The  prize-fighting  diima  did  not 
make  a  hit  at  Drury  Lane,  but  there  is  every  chance  for  the  "  merry 
Mill"  at  the  Opera. 

Impromptu  by  an  Insomniac. 
{In  the  small  hours,  after  long  sleeplessness,) 
Ah  I  Labour— that  slumbera—may  say  its  longsay 
On  the  boon— or  the  bane— of  an  Eight  Hours  Day ; 
But  what  I  should  hail  with  ecstatic  delight 
Would  be,  oh,  sweet  Sominus  !  a  sound  Eight  Hours  Night  I 

ME1C0BABI.E.— Mr.  Fba>K8,.C.B.,  of  the  British  Museum,  and 
Mr.  E.  W.  Hamilton,  C.B.,  of  the  Treasury,  will  remember  May  26 
this  year  as  conferring  upon  them  additional  Bath-d&y  Honoius. 


mvt.  r»vt. 
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A   LICENSING   QUESTION;   OR,    BUNG   AND    BADGE. 

Brother  Bumg,  Ah  !  my  Boy,  yhey  'll  have  to  oivb  you  ▲  dosb  o*  jcr  PhYbic.    Theri  *s  too  many  of  you  ;  ioj  mcch 

QUANTITY,  too  UTTLE  QUAUTY  J  AND  THE  PUBLIC  'lL  HAVE  TO  PUT  ITS    JFmTO  ON  IT. 


uigiTizea  oy 


^c^oegk^ 
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CAB!    CAB!    CAB! 

OR  THE  LATEST  LICENSIKO 
QUESTION. 

A  New  Son o  to  an  Old  Tune. 

Air-"  rmJ/  Trah!  Trab!" 

CMy  [to  Sympathetic  Brother 
jBung) : — 

I  GOES  out  a  oab-driTing, 
And  oft  the  long  daj  through, 
In  spite  of  all  oontnying, 
I  Boareely  make  a  do. 
A  Hansom  Cab  I  Ve  got, 
A  handsome  horse  to  trot. 

Cab/     Cab  J     Cab!    If  I 
can  live 

I  wish  I  may  be  shot ! 

Now  if  you  '11  hear  my  ditty, 
I  'U  tell  you  how  I  'm  done. 
And  sore  my  ease  you'll  pity ; 
Cab-driTin^  is  poor  fun. 
I  ply  from  Holbom  '111, 
Perhaps  to  PentonviUe. 

Cab!     Cab!     Cab!    Not 
half  a  chance 

To  show  my  pace  and  skill  I 

My  yard  money 's  not  kivered 
Ythen.  home  'tis  time  to  go. 
I  'm  tired,  and  ohilly-livered, 
TVith  twenty  miles  or  so. 
lAj  horse  is  nearly  spent  I 
Hillo !    'Ere  comes  a  gent ! 

Cahf    Cabf    Cabf    Alia 
mistake! 

The  tuppenny  bus  he  meant ! 

No  luck !    I  cannot  hook  him. 
My  horse,  as  you  '11  suppose, 
Is  baked  I    Long  orawb  half 

oookhim; 
So  to  the  yard  we  goes, 
With  sixteen  bob  or  so. 
'Tis  rayther  hard,  yer  know. 

Cab!    Cab!    Cab!    Boss 
sacks  the  lot. 

And  I  crawls  home  to  Bow  I 

I  do  not  like  to  (grumble, 

But  can*t  stand  it  no  more. 

Tliat'swhvlstrikel    You  "tumble"  ? 

1  know.    Strikes  t>  a  bore. 

Says  eyery  gent  who 's  rode. 

Cantankerous?    That  be  Mowed  I 

Cab!    Cab!    Cab!    Foii  try  a  crawl 
From  Bow  to  Edgware  Road ! 

Brother  Bung  to  Cabby  .— 

Of  course  it  is  wexatious. 

And  altered  ought  to  be ; 

But  how,  my  boy  ?    Gk>od  gracious ! 

That 's  where  you  can't  agree. 

I  hold  that  London  Town 

With  Cabs  is  orerdone. 

Cab!     Cab!    Cab!    Why  three  dath 
up 

When  faro  requires  but  one  ! 

Far  fewer  Cabs,  and  better. 

Would  better  pay— don't  grin ! 

But  in  your  *'  shelter"  ponder 

The  euro.    You  want  moro  tin. 

The  Boss  says  he  can't  sparo 

Another  "bob"  I    I  swear 
Good  cabs — and  fewer  iieencee. 
Would  suit  him,  you,  and— faro ! 

A  new  *'  licensing  Question" 
You  'ro  raising,  mate,  past  doubt. 

Sou  'U  pardon  the  suggestion !) 
ley  want  to  weed  u*  out. 
Us  Bungs,  with  Option,  Weto ! 
The  parallel 's  complete,  oh ! 

Cab.     Cab!    Cab!    Asim'lardose 
Will  do  you  chaps  a  treaty  oh  I 

iZteft  liquoring. 


PASSIONATE   FEMALE    LITERARY  TYPES. 

THE  NEfF  SCHOOL 
(newly  married).   "I  wokdbr  tou  nsybr  Marbibd,  Miss 


Mrs.  Blyth 

QUILPSON  I " 

Mis$  QuUpean  {Author  m  *' Caliban  Dethroned,**  Ac,  Ac). 

MARBT  1     I  BE  ^  MAt^M  pLArTHIXO  f     Ko,   THANK  YOU  I  " 


fFHATt     I 


PBOSE  POEMS. 

No  novel  or  romance  I  need. 
Each  has  its  impeif  eotion. 

Far  moro  attractive  tales  I  read 
Within  that  charming  section 

Which  every  newspaper  pre- 
sents 

As  *'  Agony  "  advertisements  I 

Within   that    column 

•*HAKBT'8"fate 
Is  put  at  "  Flo's"  decision, 
Of  whom— it   seems  prediA- 

tate— 
'*  He 's  only  once  had  vision, 
Since  when  the  tender  feeling's 

grown* 
Through  messages  like  these 

alone. 


real,  1 


Yet  still  his  love  is 

think. 
Or  else  his  wealth  immense 

is, 
For  nev^    does  a  sentence 

■hrinlr 

To  lessen  his  expenses— 
A  noble  soul,  he  scorns  to 

keep 
To  "  dear,"  and  other  words 

as  cheap. 

From  polysyllables  each  day 

Tlie  nero  never  flinches. 
Although  of  course  he  has  to 
pay 
The  manager  by  "  inches ; " 
So  that  his  flowery  tropes  must 

come 
In  time  to  quite  a  decent,  sum. 

Still, 


LINES  IN  PLEASANT  PLACES. 
I.— Pit  Eittbakcb,  LrcarM. 

Tightly  packed,  an  hour  and  a  quarter 
Inconvenienoed  by  this  '*  mortal  coil," 

Gasping  like  a  fish  just  out  of  water. 
Feeling  like  a  sardine  out  of  oil ; 

Hero  I  stand  bef  oro  the  threshold  sighing. 
And  the  minutes— don't  exactly  fly ; 

*  *  Pleasant  places ! "  Hero  my  lines  aro  lying — 
Someone 's  eating  peppermints  hard  by : 

Vain  to  ask  a  burly  country  cousin, 
'Twixt  him  and  the  door  securely  rammed, 

Not  to  shove  enough  for  half  a  dozen, 
He   but  grins,   and  answen,  **You  be 
jammed ! " 

But  at  last— 'tis  not  in  vain  I  've  waited— 
Ot>e  the  portals  fly,  an  end  to  pain ; 

And  I  feel,  like  Faust,  rojuvenated^ 
In  the  pleasant  Pit  I  breathe  again ! 


Colourable. 


Thx  G.  0.  M.  of  New  Zealand, 

At  eighty  unchangeably  young, 
Once  moro  in  our  andent,  but  free,  land 

Is  present,  in  person  and  tongue. 
Olu  patriots  hearty,  superior  to  party, 

D^'t  let  him  again  go  away ! 
Buro  Bed,  Blue,  and  Buff  have  raised 
i^ndy  enough ; 

Let's  try  for  a  change  (Sir  Gbobos) 
ORMr/ 


doubtless,!  he  will  feel 
repaid 
When,  joyfully  comnlacent. 
His  name  and  ners  ne  sees 
displayed 
Within  that  list  adjacent ; 
His  letters  will  have  ceased ;  instead 
We  'U  read  the  fact  that  he  is  wed  I 
Strange  paradox !    Although  at  times 

Excusably  one  fancies 
That  Love  has  fled  to  other  climes. 

So  trite  aro  our  romances, 
It  lives  I    It  thrives,  in  this  our  age. 
Within  the  daily  paper's  page ! 


QUEER  ftUERIES.— UsnruL  Discovkbt. 
—I  should  be  glad  to  know  what  is  the  best 
way  to  approach  the  War  Office  with  a  valu- 
able invention?  It  is  a  bulletproof  coat  on 
an  entirely  new  principle,  far  better  and 
heavier  than  Dowb'b.  I  have  tried  it  cm  a 
cat  in  our  back-yard  with  really  surprising 
results,  and  now  I  want  to  tiy  it  on  the 
Secrotary  for  War  in  hie  back-yard.  But  it 
seems  difficult  to  interest  him  m  the  idea. 
Indeed,  on  the  last  of  my  daily  visits  to  the 
War  Office  a  policeman  was  summoned  to 
remove  me  I  P^hape  the  fact  that  I  went  in 
my  patent  Impregnable  Suiting  mounted  on 
the  Dack  of  an  elephant— which  is  the  only 
animal  that  seems  able  to  bear  the  weights 
may  have  had  something  to  do  with  my 
reception,  especially  as  a  larreand  disorderly 
crowd  wtU  accompany  me.  Why  not  form  a 
trades  Union  of  Inventon  and  other  Claim- 
ants on  Government  ?  Then  we  might  all  go 
inforoetowait  on  the  Officials  I  If  a  Fund 
is  raised,  I  shall  be  happy  to  take  charge  of 
it,  and  subscribe  myself— Abmoub-plaxd). 
■  I  ■ 

Mbs.  B.  says  she  is  told  that  in  Franoe 
books  aro  hawked  about  for  sale  by  the  *'  ooal- 
portenl"    This  seems  to  her  r«ry  strange. 
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THE   TEA7ELLE£*S 
7ADE  MEGTJM. 

(Composed  far  the  Use  of  those 
who  Smoke.) 

Question.  What  are  the  pri- 
vileges of  a  lady  ? 

Answer,  To  do  everything 
she  pleases. 

Q.  Are  there  any  drawbacks 
to  thisposition  ? 

A,  Certainly  not;  because 
while  a  woman  can  claim 
ec^uality  with  man  Fhe  can 
still  obtain  superiority  by  ap- 
pealing  to  his  chivalry. 

OTwhat  is  the  strength  of 
woman? 

A.  The  weakness  of  man. 

Q.  Is  this  truism  of  benefit, 
for  instance,  to  a  lady  on  a 
journey  ? 

A.  Unquestionably,  as  no 
man  of  right  feeling  would 
forget  the  deference  due  to  the 
weak  from  the  strong. 

Q.  Then  a  man  and  woman 
are  absolutely  equal  in  theory  ? 

A.  Absolutely. 

Q,  Supposing  there  were 
only  one  chair  and  two  candi- 
dates for  it  of  different  sexes 
—who  would  possess  it  ? 

A.  Why  the  woman,  of 
course,  at  the  earnest  invita- 
lion  of  the  man. 

Q.  Has  a  woman  a  right  to 
enter  a  smoking-carriage  ? 

A.  Yes;  altnough  it  may 
be  as  well  for  her  to  accustom 
herself  to  cigarettes. 

Q,  But  suppose  she  objects 
to  cigarettes  P 

A.  Then  she  should  try 
cigars. 

Q.  But  let  us  i^esume  that 
she  likes  tobacco  in  no  form. 

A.   Then   she  had    better 


AMBIGUOUS. 

Croesus  Meccenas  Brown.    *'Now  look  hess.    I  bouoht  this  Statcboo 

THX  OTHEB  DAT.      I    FLATTBB    MYSELF    IT  's    ABSOLUTELY    UNIQUE.      TlIERB 
isn't  another  one  like   IT  IN  THE  WoRLD  1  " 

His  Admirer,  "  Dear  me  !    How  fortunate  ! " 


avoid  places  in  which  smoking' 
is  permitted. 

^  Q.  But  supposing  she  in- 
sists  upon  entering  a  smoking- 
carriage. 

A.  Well  then  she  must  make 
up  her  mind  to  accept  the  in- 
evitable. 

Q.  And  what  may  that  be? 

A,  Homage  to  niootioa. 

Q.  Do  you  mean  smoking  P 

A.  I  do,  but  prefer  the  other 
wav  of  putting  it. 

Q.  But  suDDoae  a  lady,  after 
forcing  herself  into  a  smoking- 
carriage,  couffhs,  and  exhibits 
other  ^gns  of  distress. 

A,  ExpresB  sympathy 
whilst  pufnng  your  cigar. 

Q,  Then  you  would  not 
desist? 

A,  Certainly  not,  for  smoke 
is  the  friend  of  man,  and  is 
far  too  precious  to  be  cancelled 
for  the  joy  of  receiving  a 
woman's  smiles,  to  say  noming 
of  her  frown. 

Q.  Then  what  is  the  pro- 
bable ending  of  a  woman's 
protest  raised  in  a  compart- 
ment devoted  to  use  of  pipes 
and  cigars  P 

A,  Why,  gmoke  to  be  sure. 

Q.  Then  what  should  a 
woman  remember  before  utter- 
ing such  a  protest  ? 

A,  That  the  worm  will  turn, 
and  so,  on  rare  occasions,  will 
the  smoker. 


Mbs.  R.  knows  something 
about  eodeeiastioal  matters. 
She  said,  ''  The  other  day  I 
heard  of  some  of  our  clergy 
appearing  at  church  'dresaed 
in  cossaoks.'  I  suppose  this 
was  in  imitation  of  the  Russian 
clergy." 


A  FAIR  UNKNOWN. 

The  little  dark  curls  stray  out  below 
The  little  red  hood  on  your  brow  of  snow, 
And  what  is  your  name  I  do  not  know ; 
But  I  know  you  are  pretty  and  brave  and 
You  (kinty  little  Red  Riding-Hood,     [good, 

I  might  find  out,  for  the  world  is  smaU, 
And  even  the  Bladud  fancy  ball. 
That  looks  like  a  living  kaleidoscope. 
Is  studded  with  those  fix'd  stars  of  hope 
Who  know  the  who  and  the  what  and  where 
Of  plain  and  ancient,  of  young  and  fair. 

But  I  will  not  learn.    For  your  face  |and 
grace 
8hall  never  be  bound  by  the  commonplace, 
The  definite  house  in  crescent  or  square. 
And  life  with  its  social  wear  and  tear. 

But  here,  with  your  pretty,  homely  gown, 
Your  mitten*d  arms  and  your  stockings  brown 
You  are  far  away  in  the  fairy  wood 
Of  ages  ago,  Red.  Riding-Hood  ! 
Ah,  were  you  alone  in  the  forest  wide 
I'*d  be  a  gaunt,  grey  wolf  at  your  side, 
And  your  steadfast  eyes  would  show  no  fear 
For  1  would  not  hurt  you,  or  eat  you  dear. 
But  take  you  safely  the  wild  wood  through, 
A  lovelier  Una's  guardian  true. 

The  Militant  Daughters,  of  Key  and  Club, 
Whose  crown  is  swagger,  whose  wit  a  snub. 
They  wilt  like  ghosts  at  the  eye  of  day 
In  tne  simi>le  charm  of  your  sweet  array. 
And  vours  is  the  soul  that  makes  men  nght 
For  tne  cause  that  is  yours — for  the  cause  of 
right. 


And  the  decadent  herd  may  moan  and  rave, 
And  leave  the  temple  to  dig  the  grave, 


But  life  will  blossom,  while  maids  like  you 
Will  keep  men  noble  and  straight  and  true. 
So  I  wonH  escape  from  the  waltz  I  hate 
With  that  nnconversational  heavy-weight. 


And  duty-dances  I  'U  gaily  do 

All  for  tne  love  of  unknown  you. 

And  here  you  come  on  a  warrior's  arm. 

With  a  little  flush  for  an  added  charm. 

And  merrily  off  you  go  to  sup 

While  my  penalty  waltz  is  striking  up. 

Good-bye  I    To  duty  I  firmly  go— 

And  what  is  your  name  I  shall  never  know ; 

But  life  is  no  longer  a  wolfish  wood^ 

But  a  shrine  for  you,  little  Red  Riding-Hood. 


ALL  IN  THE  TCMPLE  GARDENS  FAIR. 

The  Flower  Show  in  the  Temple  Gardens  a 
great  success,  despite  the  rain  on  the  first  day, 
evidently  designed  as  a  compliment  to  our 
future  reigner— we  mean  ruler— the  Duke  of 
York,  who  opened  the  Show,  and  afterwards 
lunched  with  the  Benchers  of  the  Inner 
Temple  (so  called  because  they  look  after  Uie 
Inner  Man).  Pretty  flowers,  pretty  frodw, 
pretty  faces,  combined  to  make  up  a  functtdn 
which  was  more  than  pretty  interesting.  Mr. 
Chambsblain  came  to  see  the  orchids,  and 
was  heard  to  murmur,  at  the  sight  of  the 
magnificent  roses,  *'  Yes,  it 's  Kosebert, 
RosEBERY,  RosRBERT,  all  the  way."  Natu- 
rally plenty  of  lawyers,  who  brought  their 
wives  and  sweeth^u*ts,  and  contrived  to 
assume  an  air  of  proprietorship.  Altogether 
a  Summery-Flowery-Showy  Success. 

News  that  cakkot  at  present  be  P^tb- 

LISHSD  ABOUT  HbRR  DOW^'S  CUIRA88.--**The 

Latest  Bullet-in ! "  t       x-*.  .r-*.  i^  I  .r> 

— jitinod  by yjOOWlKi 
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THE  OPERA-GLASS. 

Here  I  sit,  profoundly  sad, 
It  would  make  the  meekest 

mad; 
Though  my  eyesight  is  not  bad, 

Can  I  see 
From  the  balcony's  last  row  ? 
Pretty  girls  go  to  and  fro 
On  the  stage,  but  they  bring  no 

Joy  to  me. 

Hiey  are  pretty  I  am  sure, 
Yet  I  silently  endure 
Woe  for  which  there  seems  no 
cure: 

I  have  left 
Mjr  binoculars  behind, 
Orierous  is  my  state  of  mind. 
Of  these  maiden's  charms  I  find 

I  *m  bereft. 

One    seems    quite    divinely 

fair. 
In  the  distance  over  there, 
lively  face  and  golden  hair 

Catch  my  eye ; 
Graceful  figure,  slender  waist, 
Dress,  though  scanty,  chie  in 

taste, 
limbs  so  elegantly  placed, 
I  aescrj'. 

If  I  had  my  glass  to  see 

All  her  chaxms,  how  nice  for 

me! — 
What  a  duffer  I  must  be ! 

I  forgot 
Automatio  cases  fall 
Oi)en  when  you  place  a  small 
Sum— a  shilling,  that  is  all — 

In  the  slot. 


A  STRIKING   ATTITUDE. 

Patience  on  a  Trunk  waiting  for  a  Car. 


How  I  rush  to  one  of  these. 
Past  the  other  people's  knees ! 
Though  they  frown  with  looks 

that  rreeze, 
I  don't  care ; 
For  my  brain  is  in  a  whirl, 
I  shall  see  that  lovely  girl. 
That   bright  jewel,   peerless 

pearl. 

Over  there ! 

Fit  the  focus  to  the  view ; 
Hang  this  glass,  it's  far  from 

new! 
How  I  fumble  with  the  screw ; 

Is  it  smashed  ? 
That 's  the  charmer.    No,  it 's 

not. 
Some  old  woman  I  have  got. 
Tes, it  is,  though.  Oh!  Great 

Scott! 

WeU,  I'm  dashed! 

I  am  staggered  at  the  si^ht. 
Why,  the  woman  is  a  fnght ! 
Distance  lent  enchantment — 

quite 

Hid  the  paint. 
Black  above,  beneath  each  eye! 
Golden  hair— a  wig,  or  dye . 
Slender  waist— stays!  **0h!" 

I  cry. 

Feeling  faint. 

Then  the  glass  falls  with  a 

crash 
On  the  floor,  a  total  smash ; 
From  the  hateful  place  I  dash ; 

As  I  pass. 
An  attendant  stops  the  way. 
With  a  civil  air,  to  say,    [pay 
'*  There 's  ten  shillings.  Sir,  to 
For  the  glass." 


AT  THE  NEW  GALLERY. 

As  an  Impressionable,  am  easily  affected  bv  omens ;  a  sneeze  in 
my  right  ear,  a  vulture  alighting  on  my  left  arm^  compel  me  to 
laughter  or  tears  for  entire  day.  Jud^e  of  my  f eehngs  on  entering 
this  Gallery  when  I  detected  inauspicious  raven  seated  to  my  lett 
on  terra-ootta  of  Minerva,  as  in  Edgar  Fob's 
story.  This  is  No.  412,  and  may  be  named 
The  Dissolute  Bird;  or,  the  Maven  on  the 
Butt.  Unmanned  by  this,  was  further  de- 
jected by  No.  6  {''After  Jfuwc").  Time  of 
day  is  p.m«,  or  Poet  Mueieam^  and  a  coolness 
has  sprung  up  between  the  two  players,  due 
to  absence  of  clothes  and  fact  that  one  of  them 
has  been  playing  flat ;  though  we  shall  never 
know  which. 

If  I  were  lady  in  "^  Gift  for  the  Gods'' 
(No.  47),  should  never  think  of  walking  back- 
wards to  temple  down  those  perilous  steps. 

In  No.  57  we  have  Mr.  Dokaldsoit's  ^'Me- 
dutval  Miracle  Play.''  Have  myself  studied 
DoiTALDSOir  on  Greek  Theatre,  and  hope 
aroh8Bolo|nr  of  picture  is  more  correct  Had 
I  been  of  the  period,  should  have  used  strong 
language  about  head-gear  of  ladies  in  front 
row  of  stalls. 

As  lor  boy  in  •• !%«  TFhite  Cow"  (No.  109), 
I  know  that  bov:  he  comes  from  the  New 
English  Art  CluD ;  was  hay-harvesting  there 
when  I  saw  him,  and  showed  perfect  fever  for 
it.  Have  myself  been  victim  of  hay-fever, 
and  worn  just  this  expression.  Looking  at 
''Ariadne^*  (No.  114),  oan  half  guess  why 
she  was  deserted  in  favour  of  the  second  Mrs. 
Bacchus.  By  happy  touch  of  colour,  artist 
^ws  her  marooned  on  desolate  island. 

Am  arrested  by  a  series  of  archaic  works. 
**  The  Burning  of  King  ffakon  "  shows  us  inflammatory  old  gentle- 
man putting  out  to  sea,  with  painted  shields  and  dead  horse,  oeyond 


No.  33. 


posdne  TwSb.  of  fire-lnigade :  sail  up,  with.  *'  prehistoric  peep"  <m  it ; 
one  porpoise^  two  whales,  and  five  seals,  to  say  nothing  of  gull^  float 
round,  awaiting  eventualities.     Have  idea  that  seditious  allegory 


underlies  this  work.  President,  with  row  of  pictures  by  Acade- 
micians all  round  him,  is  bemg  saorifioed  on  altar  of  New  English 
Art ;  specimen  of  whose  devices  floats  boldly  on  ship's  canvas.  To 
talk  of  Duming,  besides  that  of  his  Migesty,  there  is  the  con^igra- 
tion  of  **  Mrs,  Reginald  Smith  "  (No.  201),  who  is  seen  standing  in 
grate,  about  to  commit  arson  de  se.  Should  have  expected  Mr. 
Collier  to  better  understand  igneous  charac- 
ter of  coaL 

Second  example  of  archaic  period  is  **  The 
Mermaidi  Bock"  (No.  199).  Gentle-hearted 
Naiads  act  as  buffer  between  ship's  ram 
and  nasty  bit  of  reef.  Kindly  purpose  lost  on 
antediluvian  mariners,  who  look  possessed. 
However,  have  been  in  boat  myself^  and 
know  that  one  does  not  under  these  conditions 
look  one's  best.  Third  of  series  is^'same'artist's 
**  Strangers  on  a  Strange  Shore,"  Seem  so, 
certainly:  anyhow,  do  not  appear  to  be  at 
home  with  their  ship.  Bo*  sen  on  poop  seen 
leaning  on  fi^:ure-head,  and  nipping  beak  of 
prehistoric  bird,  while  he  signals  to  another 
stranger,  half-a-brick's-throw  off.  Break 
forthwith  into  rhyme  as  follows: — 

On,  on,  my  bold  seaworthy  punt ! 

Run  up  before  the  wind! 
With  a  well-tanned  pinafore  in  front. 

And  a  semaphore  behind. 

Canaot  overlook  balcony.  Many  interesting 
things  happen  **In  a  balcony."  For  instance, 
**  The  Commemoraium  of  Adonis."  Have 
witnessed  a  **Commem."  often  in  remote 
period  when  I  was  a  young  Adonis ;  but  do 
not  remember  my  friends'  sisters  and  oonsins 
wearingquite  the  costume  here  depicted.  Am 
getting  a  little  tired  of  Mr.  ScmiAu's  new 
dark  model  of  the  many  names. 


A  lift  on  with  her  new  Corer-coat.        Ti.-ji^At  tti^ 

dark  model  of  the  many  names.    Her  left 

profile  is  called  *' Zuciie"  (No.  347).    At  a  three-quarter  view. 

answers  to  ''Janette"  (No.  343).    To  right  is  known  as  ''Nina" 

(No.  143),  and  at  full  lengtti  poses  as  **^  Gift  for  the  Gods" 

No.  47),  which  is  short  lor  Theodora.    By  any  other  name  she 

Idc 


would  do  as  well ;  perhaps  better. 
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Let  US  all  down  on  him  I—like  a  blixzard ! 
The  swaggerest  swashbuckler  fails 
With  six  inches  of  steel  in  his  gizzard  I 
Third  R,  To  **  down  "  him  were  easy  enough^ 
And  collar  his  swag, — there  *s  enough  on 
us! 
Bat,  when  we  have  **  landed  "  the  "  stuff," 
Suppose  we  are  caught  with  the  Huff  on 
usf 
First  B.  Precisely  I    Sharp  eyes  are  about ; 
His  bashing  might  cause  a  big  bobbery. 
Let 's  track  him,  until  we  Ve  no  doubt 
What  to  do  with  the  fruits  of  our — 
robbery  I 
Third  B.  That's  right.  AbthteI    Watch 
him,  and  worry ! 
We  *11  ease  him  at  last  of  his  sum,  lids ! 
But  snickersee  him  in  a  hurry  ? 
Not  yet!    But  a  time  will  soon  oomp, 
lads  I  iL^ft  harking. 

AFTER  THE  BANaUET. 

I  ScEKK— TAtf  Smoking-room  of  a  Club.  Naral 
Host  and  Quest  discovered  exchanging 
Confidences. 
I  Host.  I  cannot  sufficiently  express  my 
I  admiration  for  your  President. 
I  Guest.  And  I  say  ditto  as  regards  your 
I  Queen. 

I     Jf.  Your  statesmen  are  wonderful  fellows. 
I     G.  And  so  are  yooi  ministers. 

Jf.  No  one  can  equal  your  Lokofellow. 

O.  And  there  never  wul  be  found  a  superior 

to  your  TKN5Y80V. 

J7.  And  vour  soldiers  and  sailors  are  the 
bravest  in  the  world. 

G.  And  your  sailors  and  soldiers  have  no 
competitors  in  the  universe. 

H.  And  cousins  never  cease  to  be  brothers. 

Q.  And  blood  is  thicker  than  water. 

H.  And  there  is  no  iiner  tune  in  the  history 
of  music  than  **  Hail  Columbia.** 

G.  Exoept  **Itule  Britannia,**  which  beaU 
it  hollow. 

ff.  And  the  American  Eagle  is  the  grandest 
bird  known  to  heraldry. 

G,  And  the  British  Lion  can  whip  the  rest 
of  the  brute  creation  menageriea  in  the 
College  of  Arms. 

IT.  And  both  sides  of  the  Atlantic  can  read 

SHAKSPEiJLE. 

G,  Tes.  either  in  the  native  American  or 
with  the  Englifih  accent. 

H.  So  here's.  Sir,  to  the  Star-spangled 
Banner ! 
G,  And  three  cheers  for  the  Union  Jack ! 
[Scene  closes  in  upon  a  night  of  amit^ 
that^  it  is  hoped,  wiU  bear  the  mom~ 
ing*s  ruction. 


A   BORN    LEGISLATOR. 

"Do  TOU  OFTEN  ATTEND  THE  SITTINGS  IN  THE  HoUSE  OF  LORDS,   DUKE  ?  " 
"  I  DID  ONCE,    IF   I   REMEMBER— TO  VOTE  AGAINST    SOME    MeARUEB    OF  Me.    GLADSTONE'S 
—BUT  I  CAUGHT  A   BAD  COLD  THERE,   80  I  NEVER  WENT  AGAIN  ! " 


LYING  IN  WAIT. 

**  Willing  to  wound,  and  yet  tfraid  to  strike.** 
rope  on  ''Atticus:* 

["A  determination  to  worry  the  Oovemment  ai 
much  as  poauble  by  snatch  divitiodi  at  unexpected 
moments."— <*Xo6^  Gossip**  on  inUntumt  of  the 
Opposition.'] 

First  JRobber.  He  comes!    And  he  carries 
the  swag! 
By  Jinfifo !  a  thnnderinff  Budget ! 
Just  one  jfoh  in  his  midiin,  or  scrag. 
Will  give  him  his  eruel  I  judge  it. 
Second  R.  Hist  I    Doirt  let  him  hear  what 
we  're  at ! 
Jove !  doesn't  he  swell ,  strut,  and  swagger  P 


That  paunch,  so  aggressively  fat, 
Is  tempting— at  least  to  my  dagger ! 
Third  R,  Stay  I    Do  not  precipitate  be ! 
Tou,  Joe,  are  in  such  a  dashed  hurry ! 
A  job 's  always  neater,  d*ye  see. 
If  you  don't  floor  your  man  in  a  flurry. 
Second  R.  Yah,  Joachim,  you  are  so  slow ! 
My  snickersee  yearns  to  be  yerking. 
To  spifflicate  foes  at  a  go 
Is  my  favourite  method  of  working. 
First  R.  Yes.  Brumm]^,  that 's  all  very  fine ; 
But  you  're  sometimes  too  fast,  I  've  a 
notion. 
And  this  time  I  rather  incline 
To  the  course  recommended  by  G-sch-n  I 
Second  R.   What  rubbish!    Dead  men  tell 
no  tales. 


TO  ALTHEA  CHAPERONED. 

QooD  qualities  she 's  noted  for, 

We  call  her  when  we  speak  of  her 
An  excellent  or  worthy  or 

An  estimable  character. 
And  yet  I  know,  when  she  draws  near. 

It  grows  as  heavy  as  a  stone. 
The  erst  enchanted  atmosphere. 

I  cannot  stand  your  Chaperon ! 

A  subtle,  strange  paralsrsis 

Ever  about  her  seems  to  spread. 
Fast  fleet  awav  all  dreams  of  bliss, 

The  heart  of  love  sinks  down  like  lead. 
Althea,  would  we  walked  to-day 

In  some  dim  forest,  green  and  lone — 
Immeasurably  far  away 

For  ever  from  the  Chaperon  I 

CHA17GB  OF  Seat.— Should  the  G.  0.  M. 
give  up  his  present  oonstitaenej,  and  sobae- 
ouently  re-enter  the  House,  of  course  he  will 
do  so  as  the  suooesaf ul  Member  for  Eye. 


3 


I* 

H 

r  1 


I  >- 


8 


Digitized  by 


Google 


Digitized  by 


Google 


''GOT   HIS   MONEY   ON"   AT  THE   GARRICK. 

There  's  something  attractive  in  the  title  of  Money.  It  looks 
well.  Bills  are  always  a  diflSculty.  but  when  every  bill,  that  is 
every  playbill,  is  more  than  covered  by  Money ^  the  result  ought  to 
be  satisfactory  to  the  monied  management.  Therefore  may  the  omen 
be  good  for  the  Oarrick  Theatre,  where,  as  all  theatre-goers  are  by 
this  time  aware,  Money,  Bulweb  Lytton's  comedy,  has  been 
revived.     I  should  like  to  have  seen  it  in  •*the  costume  of  the 


,CN. 


ANXiors  Moment. 

Sir  John  Tll^eezy  {to  Lady  Franklin- Banero/l),  "  Well,— um— here  we 
■re  again,  with  Money,^^ 
Lady  FrankHn-Banrroft/J*  Yes— and  •  ^Tiat  will  we  do  with  it  ?  * " 

period  '*  to  which  it  belonged ;  but  2>i  t  aliter  risum,  ani  so  Money 
(as  far  as  costume  goes)  has  been  changed,  and  brought  **up  to 
aate^  with  a  few  touching4-up  of  the  dialogue,  a  little  introduction 
here»  and  a  considerable  omission  there,  with  the  result  that  the  old 
wine  doesn't  burst  the  new  bottles,  but,  being  adroitly  mixed,  and 
craftily  qualified,  is  offered  as  a  very  pleasant  beverage  to  the  public. 
Mr.  FoBBES-RoBEKTSON  dcservcs  all  praise  for  miJLing  that 
hitherto  insufferable  prig  Erelyn  acceptable,  and,  as  far  as  such  a 
bharacter  possibly  can  be,  interesting.  Miss  Kate  Robke  does  the 
name  wi^h  that  melancholy  Clara  Zhuglat,  Abthur  Cecil  is  a 
Bab-Ballady  sort  of  Graves,  but  the  scene  between  him  and  Mrs. 
Bakcboft  as  Lady  Franklin,  of  course,  goes  immensely. 

How  doth  the  Uttle  Mrs.  B. 

An  audience  delight ! 
She  help!  to  '*  make  "  so  menilee 

Habe*8  Money  everynight. 

Aa  for  Sir  John  Habb  as  Mr.  Vesey,  no,  Mr.  Jomr  Habe— quite 
white  Habe— aa  Sir  John  Vesey,  he  is  admirable.  True  comedy, 
every  bit  of  it.  Mr.  Boubchieb  as  Lord  Glosemore.  and  Mr.  Kemble 
as  Stout,  who  miffht  be  a  tsrpical  County  Councillor,  are  capital; 
but  Captain  Deadly  Smooth  must  have  disappointed  Mr.  Bbookfield. 

To  adapt  an  andent  proverb,  we  hope  tiiat  **  Money  makes  the 
Hare  to  grow,^^  and  tluit  at  the  end  ci  the  run,  by  the  time  the 
Pinerian,  or  the  Grundian,  or  the  Jonesian  piece  be  ready,  the 
manager  and  leasee,  two  aingle  gentlemen  rolled  into  one,  will  find 
that  Money  has  gxme  weU,  ana  that  there  ia  a  handaome  profit 
left.  So  during  thia  run  of  the  revival  the  Ghurrick  may  be  tempo- 
rarily named  Le  Thidtre  de  la  Monnaie. 


QUEER  QUERIES. 


H090UB8  FOB  WoBKHXN.~Ia  it  true  that  a  knighthood  haa  juat 
been  given  to  a  common  pitman  connected  with  a  ooUierv  in  the 
North  ?  If  ao,  it  is  far  the  beat  thing  Lord  Rosebebt  has  done  yet 
Why  ahonld  not  every  navvy  have  a  handle  to  hia  name  ?  I  would 
give  every  workman  a  C.B.  at  onoe.  and  the  beat  workera  in  each 
mde  a  K.C.B.  Thia  would  really  be  something  like  **  the  dignity 
of  labour."  At  the  aame  time  of  C(mrae  I  hold  that  all  titles  are 
wretched  ahama^  and  ahould  be  inatantly  aboliahed.  P.S.^ A  friend 
tella  me  that  it  la  a  Mr.  Pithak  who  haa  been  knighted,  and  not  a 


collier,  and  that  feia  a  man  '*  wh6hl[rgevefJogrdbTO^ftT>itiiriiir 
life,  unleaa  when  they  were  ahort-handed."  Can  it  really  be  the  oaae 
that  the  Government  haa  thua  gone  out  of  ita  way  to  honour  a  peraon 
who  muat  evidently  be  aome  mere  ariatooratic  louer  ?  The  true  f  aota 
would  oblige  Genuine  Democbat. 

SuGAB  AND  Muscles.— I  aaw  in  the  papers  aome  f  eUow  aaid  the  beat 
way  to  divilope  the  muaalea  was  to  eait  lots  of  sugar.  I  think  it  muat 
be  true  because  he  was  a  Doctor.  I  want  to  divilope  my  musslea, 
awfully,  because  I  want  to  win  the  mile  at  our  school,  audi  lick  that 
beastly  bully  Snooks  Seniob.  So'' I  tried  eating  half-a-crown*a 
worth  of  Barley  Sugar  straight  off  at  our  Tuck  Shop.  It  didn't 
make  me  a  bit  more  muakular,  it  onlv  made  me  aick,  and  Snooks 
boxed  my  eara  for  bdng  a  **  aneak  sina  a  pig."  Please  will  someone 
say  what  sweets  have  moat  augar  in  them  r  I  like  toffy  awfully— 
would  toffy  do  ?  How  much  ^  it  ahould  I  have  to  eat  to  be  able  to 
kick  Snooks  Seniob  all  round  our  playground  P^Auousrus. 


THE  MAN  BEHIND  THE  GUN. 

S"  A  bond  of  affection  existed  between  the  navies  of  England  and  America, 
they  were  always  glad  to  reciprocate  the  good  feelinr  exhibited  towards 
them  by  the  British  Navy.  Kobody  had  said  a  word  on  Dehalf  of  Jack,  the 
man  behind  the  gun ;  but  he  was  as  good  as  he  ever  was,  and  blood  was 

the  thine   thr*^   '^-'-'  "    -«"—    ^-»  -•— ^  »-i.—    .- *-  *i-  * — •  ^r 

•*  T%e  United 

the  OffieerM  \ofthe  ILS,  Cruiser  "  Chieayo/'] 


na  tne  gun ;  but  he  was  as  good  as  ne  ever  was,  ana  oiood  was 
;  that  iold,^* -^Rear- Admiral  Erben,  in  response  to  the  toast  of 
nited  States  Navy "  at  the  'Banquet  given  at  St,  Jame»'s  Hall  to 
rs  [of  the  IKS.  Cruiser  "  Chieayo.^ 


Mr,  Punch  loquitur  :— 

QooD  Ebben,  good !  Tou  've  hit  my  mood, 

And  alao  hit  the  mark. 
Punch  lovea  all  craft,  afore  and  aft, 

Ri^ht  down  from  Noah'a  Ark. 
A  ahip  to  him'meana  pluck,  amart  trim, 
-  Loyalty,  love,  and  fun ; 
ButjSir,  you  bet,  he^U  not  forget 

'*  The  Manbidhind  the  Oun  I " 

Thanks,  Admiral  £.,  for  teaching  P. 

That  neat  and  telling  phrase  I 
He  joins  full  heart,  for  ma  poor  part, 

In  all  that  mutual  praise 
Poured  freely  out  'twixt  aailora  atout. 

But  that  which  **  oopa  the  bun  " 
la  jour  aound  crack  alx>ut  brave  Jack, 

^  The  Man  behind  the  Gun  I ' ' 

Yea:  he  'a  the  chap  who,  hap  what  hap. 

Will  keep  our  Fiaga  afloat. 
John,  Jonathan  (each  aailorman 

la  *'Jace"  aboard  a  boat!) 
Briton  or  Yank,  whate'er  hia  rank, 

All  know  wh&t  has  been  done, 
'Neath  Croaa  or  Star,  by  plain  Jack  Tar, 

'"" '  jGhinl" 


'The  Man  behind  the  ( 


il" 


Yea ;  guna  grow  big,  and  build  and  rig 

Are  changed  ainoe  Nelson's  time. 
Huge  iron  pots  and  apanking  ahota, 

Spoil  beauty  and  floor  rhyme. 
But  when  we  doae  with  fighting  foes, 

We  'U  find,  ere  all  is  done. 
We  '11  atili  depend  on  our  old  friend, 

'*  The  Man  behind  the  Gun !  " 

Captain  Mahan*  ia  juat  the  man 

To  prove  that  Erben  'a  ri^ ht. 
Iron  or  oak,  ships  are  **  no  joke," 

But  '*  flesh  and  blood"  muat^A^. 
Your  "  hundred  tonner  "  ia  a  atunner ; 

Yet  fighta  will  atUl  be  won. 
If  won  they  are,  by  atout  Jack  Tar, 

**  The  Man  behind  the  Gun  I " 

Fair  breezes  waft  your  U.S.  craft, 

(Cmiaer  Chicago^  atilll 
Valour  and  wit  atill  keep  na  knit 

In  brotherly  goodwill  I 
Mahan,  let  'a  honor !    Blood  is  thicker 

Than  water.    So  my  aon, 
A  bumper  brim  all  round  to  him^ 

"The  Man  behind  the  Gun!"  , 

*  Author  of  The  InJIuenee  of  Sea  Potrer  on  History,  and  other 

""''""*  <^ooQle 
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THE   ALHAMBBA 
8H00TIHO  CASE. 

As  to  HeiT  I>owB*8  ooat, 
it  is  proyed  beyond  Htr 
Dowft  that  the  ballet- 
proof  garmeat  tj  bullet- 
proof. 

# 

Therefore,  the  whole 
affair  ia  not  *'A11  my  (or 
anyone  else's)  Eye  and 
Captain  (Leon)  Mabtut." 

•  • 

It  is  oertain  that,  as 
hitherto  at  the  Alhambra 
the  great  attraction  has 
been  the  the  Ballets^  now 

it  will  be  Th€  BulUU. 

•  • 

Happy  Thought.^Whj. 
to  Btirt  this  shooting,  did 
they  not  mix  Ballet  and  Bal- 
let, and  hayehada  Dramatic 
Ballet,  introducing  Herr 
Do  WE  as  Zamiel  not  oa»tinff 
the  ballet,  or  ** casting" 
the  piece  (the  fowling- 
piece),  bat  making  the  shirt 
of  Ballet-proof  liailP 
# 

The  wearer  of  one  of 
Herr  Dowe*8  coats  may  be 
buUet-proof;  but  will  eyen 
the  least  sasoeptible  of 
men,  if  thus  en^dowed,  be 
proof  against  the  charms  of 
thebi^F 

The  aboye  are  qaestions 
which  occur  to  your  cousin 
German 

C0U5T  How  DE  DOWB. 


FANCY   PORTRAIT. 


Extract  fbom  an  Ibish 
E  Mio  HAirr'fi  Lettbr.— *•  My 
dear  boy,  I  *m  doing  well, 
but  I  'm  always  looking 
forward  to  coming  back.'' 


FARE'S  FAIB! 

(By  a  Fabb  wbo  wishes  to 
bbFaou) 

Mt^**Camin'ihrcrtheBye.'* 

If  a  Cabby  meet  a  Cabby 

Haying  a  fair  try, 
Keed  a  Cabby  bit  a  Cabby 

Hotly  in  the  eye? 
Eyery  Cabby  has  fair  free- 
dom. 

For  a  fare  to  ply. 
If  '* Union"  Cabby  imites 
his  mate, 

Why,  run  him  in,  say  1 1 

If  a  Bobby  see  a  Cabby 

Troubling  of  the  town. 
Let  that  Bobby  pull  that 
Cabby 
From    his    high    perch 
down  I 
Eyery  CSabby  with  a  license. 

Has  full  right  to  ply. 
And  tyranny  in  freedom's 
name 
Is  simply  **  all  my  eye." 


SIE  EDWIN   MIKARNOIJDO. 

A  BmoI  Good  Jap  iolviing  the  Rising  Sitn, 

["  We  admire  the  secret  of  that  delicate  artistic  gift  .  .  .  which  tnakn  you  the  Greeki 
of  Asia.  ...  It  ia  impoeaible  thttt  a  splendid  future  fhould  not  lie  before  the  Empire  of 
the  Rising  Bjm,**^ Extract  from  Speech  made  by  Sir  Edwin  Arnold  at  the  Japcneee  Society 
Banqnet  at  the  BStei  MHropole,  Monday y  May  21.] 


JOAK  LA  PuCELLE.^It  is 

said  Uiat  this  heroine  is  to 
be  canonised.  Quite  befit- 
ting a  military  heroine  that 
eyervthing  should  be  ac- 
cording to  cannon  law.  At 
8 resent,  so  it  is  stated  in 
[le  Weekly Reaivtor.^'TiM 
Maid"  has  only  aohieyed 
the  title  of  *'  Yenerable." 
This  may  be  an  ecclesias- 
tically polite  way  of  put- 
ting it,  but  it  does  soond 
uncommonly  like  calling 
her  **The  Venerable  Joak  ; 
or,  Old  Maid  of  Orleans!'* 
No  pleasanter  person  than 
an  Old  maid,  bnt  still,  some- 
how, it  is  not  the  r(Uo  asso- 
ciated with  the  modeat  but 
militant  Joak. 


ESSENCE   OF   PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED  FBOM  THE  DIA&T  OF  TOBT,  M.P. 

Houee  of  Commons,  Monday^  May  21. — A  pleased  smile  lighted 
up  Hibbebt's  graye  face  when  he  took  his  seat  on  Treasury  Bench 
at  half -past  three,  and  looked  round  on  empty  benches.  Whitsuntide 
holidays  oyer ;  work  begins  again  to-day :  Ciyil  Seryioe  Estimates 
first  oider;  axiom  of  long  standing  at  Treasury  that  the  fewer 
Members  present  the  more  yotes.  Exceedingly  few  Members  on 
yiew  at  this  moment ;  argal^  there  should  be  yotes  by  the  handful. 
No  sign  of  actiyity  on  Front  Opposition  Bench.  Pbibce  Abthub 
ooffes  not,  nor  Jokib  cither. 

As  usual  in  saoh  circumstances,  JEXifT  Lowtbbb  to  the  fore. 
Drops  into  seat  of  absent  Leader,  and  endows  Front  Bench  with  im- 
posing air  of  respectabUit^r  and  responsibility.  He  may  haye  some- 
thing to  say  on  the  suocessiye  yotes,  Hibbebt  mu>ingly  admits,  but 
« ill  be  satisfied  when  he  has  shown  new  generation  of  Members  how 
their  elders  used  to  s|)eflk. 

Whilst  the  Financial  Secretary  looked  on  content,  a  tall  figure 
strode  up  the  almost  empty  House ;  seated  itself  at  comer  of  second 
bench  aboye  gansrway.    This  was  Kobeet  William  Hanbubt. 

**  Um  I "  said  Hibbebt,  slightly  contracting  his  brows. 

Fiye  minutes  later  there  rolled  up  the  passage  a  short,  stout  gentle- 
man, with  one  hand  in  trowsers  pocket.  Looked  as  if  he  had  got  a 
oin  there  he  vas  intent  upon  depositing  in  the  National  Penny 
Bank.    This  was  Geoboe  Chbistopheb  Tbout  Babtlet. 

**Ah!"  said  Hibbebt,  the  pleased  look  that  had  erewhile 
illumined  his  kindly  face  nying  place  to  one  of  uneasiness. 

The  moments  sped.  Preliminary  business  rattled  through  at 
exhilarating  speed.  Ten  minutes  sufficed  to  pass  second  reading  of 
Bill  aocelerating  Registration  of  Parochial  Electors.  Only  four 
o'clock.  Tet  a  little  while,  and  Speabeb  would  be  got  out  of  Chair, 
and  the  rattling  through  of  rotes  might  eommence.  House 
still  dmost  empty.    Hibbebt  looking  round  to  assure  himself,  his 


eye  fell  on  sprightly  figure  smartly  adyanoing,  diffunnsr  subtle 
aroma  of  the  Ininy  ocean,  impellinflr  suggestion  of  the  whistle  of  the 
wind  in  the  shrouds,  the  surge  of  the  sea  at  the  bows. 

It  was  Cap'en  Ton vt  Bowleb. 

**  Oh  I "  groaned  Hibbebt^  sitting  limp  on  Treasury  Beaok  with 
han(h  fallen  hopeless  at  his  side,  the  ashy  paleness  of  -deqnir 
gathering  oyer  his  expresslye  countenance. 

Felt  all  was  oyer ;  dream  of  pUdd  eyening  with  its  piled-up  yoti« 
yani^ed.  Nor  was  his  sorrow  lightened  as  the  slow  houra  s^ed. 
Haicbubt  speedily  led  off;  Babtlet  blandly  backed  up  his  objec- 
tions ;  Cap'en  Tommy  filled  up  any  occasional  intenral ;  whilst  from 
the  other  side  Alpheus  Cleophab  Mobtok  beneydently  dropped 
**  h's  "  oyer  the  group,  threatening  to  bury  it  in  the  agglomeration. 

Business  iloiie.— Eight  houra  talk  and  three  yotes. 

TWsdo^.— Exhilarating  night  making  speeches  round  second 
reading  Scotch  Local  Goyemment  Bill.  Sort  of  nioht  wi'  Bubnb, 
only  none  of  us^  not  eyen  The  Macobeoob,  dropped  into  poetry.  That 
eminent  Scot  did  not,  indeed,  eyen  succeed  in  carrying  out  ms  fixed 
intention  of  contributing  a  short  staye  in  prose.  This  was  frustrated 
by  interposition  of  that  enyioua  Southron  the  Squibb  of  Malwood. 
On  an  occasion  like  present,  when  interests  of  Scotland  absorb 
attention.  The  Macobeoob  yenr  properly  thinks  it  his  duty  to 
assume  judicial  attitude.  Let  others,  in  wnateyer  part  of  the  House 
they  sit,  from  whateyer  district  of  the  kingdom  they  hail,  freely 
state  their  yiews.  Thb  MAOOBSOOB^throned  aboye  Gangway,  with 
arm  carelessly  thrown  oyer  back  of  Bench,  and  air  of  supernatural 
wisdom  lightening  his  countenance,  and  appreciably  illumining 
Members  in  inunediate  yidnity ,  carefully  listens.  When  others  haye 
made  an  end  of  speaking,  ana  the  Question  is  about  to  be  put.  The 
Macobeoob  slowly  rises,  and,  nodding  encouragingly  towards  the 
Chair,  obsenrea,  *'  Mr.  Speakeb,  one  or  two  ideas  occur  to  me." 

This,  or  some  cognate  phrase,  invariably  acta  as  cue  for  the 
Squibe  of  Malwood.  To-night  it  was  close  on  midnight  when  The 
Macobeoob  consented  to  giye  listening  Senate  adyantage  of  his 
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knowledire  and  oogitatioiis.  Had  been  some  talk  earlier  in  sitting  of 
oacrying  Debate  on  to  aepond  night  Bat,  as  Donald  Macfablikb 
admits,  Scotch  Members  are,  after  all,  almost  human.  A  door 
rai>e,  unaocostomed  to  jield  to  ciroui^stance,  not  a  man  among  them 
would  hare  raised  his  yoioe  if  its  utterance  would  haye  secured 
avmdanoe  of  another  siioh  night  They  would  have  doggedly  pressed 
on«  and  some  might  haye  suryiyed  a  second  night  Neyertndess,  if 
a  Minister  insisted  on  bringing  the  dreary  business  to  conduaon, 
it  was  not  for  them  to  fly  in  face  of  Proyidence; 

The  SQuntx's  quick  eye  glancing  round  took  in  the  situation.  The 
MAceREGOR,  haying  slowly  swung  himself  into  position,  had  just 
opened  his  mouth  when  the  Squibs  (so  to  speak)  put  his  foot  in  it. 
In  other  words,  he  moyed  the  Closure; 

**  I  consider  that  yery  shabbj  conduct,"  said  The  Macorsoob,  and 
wrapping  his  tartan  round  him,  relapsed  into  a  statuesque  silence 
more  impressiye  than  other  people's  word. 

That  nothing  should  be  lacking  to  completion  of  Scottish  character 
of  night  RoBBBT  Thbeshie  Reio,  commonly  called  Bob,  sat  on  the 
Treasury  Bench  filling  his  new  character  as  Solidtor-Oeneral. 
Byeryone  glad  to  see  him  there.  Bob  as  popular  in  the  House  of 
Commons  as  **  Bobs  "  is  in  the  Army.  Only,  Lockwood  says,  as  far 
as  the  Scotch  night  was  concerned,  Bob  is  an  impostor. 

**  RoBEBf  Thbeshie,"  says  Fbank,  Q.C..  is  no  Scotsman  at 
all.  He  was  really  born  at  Corfu,  and  to  tiiis  day,  when  neither 
Court  nor  House  is  sitting,  he  has  the  Corfu  bell  rung  at  home 
eyery  night  at  eight  o'clock." 

But  that 's  only  professional  jealousy. 

Business  dons,—  Scotch  Lood  Goyernment  Bill  read  a  seoond  time. 

I%ur'sday.— Tide  suddenly  returned ;  filled  eyery  nook  and  cranny 
of  House.  When  Mundklla  rose  to  explain  reasons  for  resigning 
Presidency  Board  of  Trade,  not  anywhere  an  empty  seat ;  a  ^rong 
at  the  bar ;  a  crowd  in  the  side  galleries. 

-  Task  undertaken  by  Mitxdella  one  that  tries  a  man.  He  came 
well  out  of  ordeal ;  said  the  right  thing  in  the  right  way.  House 
felt  that  here  was  a  good  man  struggling  with  adyenaty.  That 
it  was  undeseryed,  had  swooped  down  and,  temporarilj,  blighted 
an  honourable  career  when  it  seemed  to  have  reached  its  serenest 
heights,  made  the  calamity  none  the  less  hard  to  bear.  Mubdella 
comported  himself  with  a  dignity  that  commanded  respect  of  House, 
with  some  notes  of  pathos  in  his  yoioe  that  touched  its  always 
raierods  heart  He  rose  amid  a  sympathetic  dieer  from  his  political 
niends.  He  sat  down  amid  a  burst  of  cheering  in  which  both  rides 
joined. 

Budget  hitherto  acted  as  wet  blanket    Wheneyer  it  has  been  the 


order  of  the  day,  melancholy  has  marked  the  House  for  its  own. 
To-niffht  ayerage  struck.  Lubbock  commissioned  to  lead  hesTy 
brigaae  in  renewed  charge  on  motion  to  go  into  Committee.  Qeaau 
commanding  had  reckoned  without  the  nayal  contingent  Lubboci 
hardly  opened  fire  when  the  Cap^eit  steamed  up,  and  took  charge  of 
the  order  of  battle.  The  Cap^eb  si)ends  his  nights  and  days  with 
Ebskike  Mat.  That  eminent  authority's  Parliamentary  Procedure 
is  his  pillow  by  night,  his  light  refreshment  by  day.  £yer  he  orer- 
hauls  the  wollum,  and  from  time  to  time  makes  a  note,  to  Sauntx  op 
Malwood's  discomfiture.  Just  when  Ministers,  after  long  struggling, 
think  they  haye  piloted  a  bill  into  harbour,  the  Cap^eb  appesrs  la 
the  offing,  runs  up  the  black  flag,  and  rams  home  '*a  point  d 
order.  Sir." 

To-night  he  has  dominated  the  scene.  Difficult  to  decide  whether 
more  terrible  in  morning  dress,  with  yolumes  of  books  on  Consti- 
tutional Law  under  either  arm,  or  after  dinner,  with  a  white  iliiit 
front  that  made  Field  green  with  enyy;  in  his  button-hole,  the 
red  flower  of  sanguinary  intent  Committee  got  altogether  out  of 
hand.  Squibe  could  not  lead  it,  nor  could  Pbibce  Abthub  restnin 
it  The  Cap'en  appeared  after  dinner  with  fresh  Amcndmoit 
Mellob,  wringing  his  hands  in  despair,  brought  unwonted  tears  to 
hardened  eyes  oy  his  protest  against  custom  of  abruptly  throstisf 
upon  him  not  always  legibly-written  Amendments,  and  expectbg 
him,  amid  conflicting  duties  of  Chair,  to  decide  on  their  oearinf 
upon  the  Bill,  and  upon  a  hundred  collateral  Amendments.  Pbotcb 
Abthtjb  besought  Cap*eb  to  withdraw  his  Amendment  in  f  ayoor  d 
one  standing  in  name  of  Dick  Wbbsteb.  Not  he.  Greatest  respeet 
for  ex- Attorney-General ;  but  really  knew  more  about  this  busiam 
than  that  eminent  authority.  Then  blameless  Babtlet  interferid; 
motions  for  progress  hoti:^  made.  Squibe  cuts  up  roogh.  Cheen, 
and  counter  cheers ;  diyirions,  and  more  diyisicms^  and  no  progran 
made.    Business  done, — GK>t  into  Committee  on  Budget  Bill. 

JVufav.— House  hears  to-day,  with  keen  pleasure,  that  eyerytlnof 
i  is  going  on  well  with  Mr.  G.  after  the  operation  on  his  eyes.  K«i 
been  seen  in  House  since  he  auitted  it,  nearly  three  months  ago, 
flinging  down  his  gauntiet  to  the  House  of  Lords. 

Aak  for  this  Great  Deliyerer  now,  and  find  him  eydess  in  Gaasa. 

In  his  darkened  rwaa  Mr.  G.,  hearing  echo  of  tumult  at  West- 
minster, may,  i>eradyenture,  conclude  that  there  are  worse  eon- 
ditions  eyen  than  his.  He  has  tried  being  header  of  House  of 
Commons  with  fractious  following  in  the  rear,  and  reckleas  obstnie- 
tion  in  the  front  He  has  also  suffered  from  failing  eyesight 
Haying  tried  both  he  may  well  prefer  cataract 

Business  done, — Vote  on  account 


ANGELO  TO  EDWINA. 

(On  the  TaUooed  Wedding  lUfig,) 

[A  lady  writes  to  the  iW/  MmU  Geattte  of 
^y  23,  sunettinc  that  the.wedding^rixif  should 
bis  tattooed  round  the  third  finger  of  both  oon- 
ti«ctxxig  parties,  as  a  permanent  record  of  mar- 
riage. *'Tbe  operation  of  tattooing  could^  with 
aU  reTfrenee,  be  performed  by  vi  **P«rt  m  the 
mtnr  after  the  Church  ■ertioe.  .  .  .  This  custom 
will  help  to  insure  peace,  respect,  and  happineis  to 
many  homes  and  hearts.*'] 

Mt  own  one,  my  loriest 

loye, 
I  write  just  a  line  to 

prepare  you ; 
Please    read    what    is 

written  aboye— 

I  hope  what  it  says  will 

.   notseareyou!     . 


My  doyey,  nray  don*t  be 

**  afraid 
With  any  amazement" 

or  falter 
Next    Tuesday,    when, 

darlmg,  arrayed 
As  a  bride  you  are  led 
tothealtsrl 

9  Nor  think,  if  Idon't  haye 
^  therin|r. 

That  our  mamage  a  failure  will  yerge  on  I 
No.  sweetest,  instead  I  shall  bring, 
'  As  *'  best  man,*'  a  young  friend  who 's  a 


While  he  marks  us  with  ctrdet  of  blue, 
'  If  you  like,  he  ^  no  doubt  chbroform  us— 
We  'i«  ^  finS  wedded  pair  to  Uttdo, 
And  we  Tlmake  a  sensatioii  enormous ! 


In  the  yestiry,  perhaps,  'twere  as  well 
To  go  through  this  manicure-ordeal ; 

Besides  ('tis  a  secret  I  tell), 
We  can  there  take,  if  nenrous,  a  cordial ! 

Thus  with  fingers  that  tingle  and  smart 
Our  mutual  wedlock  we^U  make  fast ; 

And  won't  it  be  nice  when  we  start 
Shaking  eyeryone^s  hands  at  the  breakfast ! 

Thence  we'll  go  to  the  dentist,  my  pet. 
Then  on  to  be  well  yacdnated— 

Altogether  we  '11  neyer  forget 
The  day  when,  tattooed,  we  were  mated  I 


...HERE  DOWELS  CUIRASS; 

Ak  awkward  name  for  British  lips 

Is  that  of  this  inyentor ; 
Pronunciation  often  trips 
The  yery  wisest  mentor. 
Some  say  in  simple  English  now, 
like  Arab  slaye  Doat,  mi.  Do  we. 

This  is  condusiye  but  in  part, 
As  witness  ••bow"— saluting — 
Compared  with  ••  bow  "  that  shoots  a  dsrt. 
He  who  defies  all  shooting 
Isoalledby  some,  yet  they 

shouldknow, 
like  baker*s bread  paste, 
-     Mr.  Dows. 

But  others  woidd  be  crushed 

with  shame,     [pin^ ; 

If  theywere caught  thus  trip- 

The  dissyllabic  Oerman  name. 

Is  not  like  Arab  sfaipping. 

Or  dough  ;    pronunda- 

tion  showy  - 
Makes,  this^  like  heayy 
cake,  Herr  Dowb. 

But  eyen  these  are  thought 
tobe 
Quite  wrong  bypthers,  wiser. 
Who  know  that  W  is  V 
Where  rules  the  DevtscKe  Kaiser, 
They  call  this  f ordgner  oome  over. 
Just  like  the  Channel  port,  Herr  Dowx 

When  Qeimans  come,  I  would  sabmit^ 

With  strange^  new  things  to  show  ana, 
They  ought  tohaVe  a  name  like  Schxivt, 
For  that  could  puzzle  no  one. 
Thisre  's  some  oonfusioa,  you  'U  allow, 
BflhreebJkniglu  Bou^iy^  DoTer^  IOmiv. 
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MANNERS   AND   CUSTOMS. 

(Being  a  Series  of  Private  Letters  on  these  and  otKer  Subjects, ) 

No.  v.— From  Captain  the  How.  Harold  Maydrw,  Naval  and  Mili- 
tary Club,  to  the  Hon.  Victor  Matdbw,  Hotel  Mevrice,  Paris. 

Mt  dear  Old  Chap,  January  Uh^  189—. 

I  went  ronnd  to  vour  diggrinRs  to-da)r  to  have  a  talk  with 
joQ,  and  was  told  you  nad  gone  off  to  Pans 
two  days  ago.  I  hadn't  a  notion  yon  were 
going.  Whv  didn't  yon  tell  me  P  I  should 
have  enjoyed  nothing  bettor  than  to  go  with 
you.  Look  here,  Yictgb,  you  've  oeen  a 
rattling  good  brother  to  me,  and  you  've 
helped  me  more  than  onoe  when  I  was  in  a 
pretty  big  hole^  so  you  mustn't  be  surprised  if 
I  oome  to  you  in  my  difficulties.  It 's  the  old 
story.  I've  been  a  fool,  a  tremendous  fool, 
and  now  I  'm  brought  up  against  a  brick  wall, 
and  don't  know  how  to  get  over  it.  I  can 
see 


you  start  when  you  read  this.    **  Why," 
rll  say  to  yourself,  '*the  begffar  ham't 


Deen  bade  more  than  a  oouple  o?  months, 
he's  Bcaroely  had  time  to  turn  round,  and 
here  he  is  singing  the  old  song  which  every- 
body thought  ne  nad  forgotten."  I  give  you 
my  word  I 'm  surprised  myself  when  I  think 
of  it.  Nobody  was  surer  than  I  was  that  that 
blessed  Bong  had  gone  out  of  my  head,  words 
and  music,  never  to  come  back  again. 

Well,  to  make  a  long  story  short,  here's 
what  has  hapi)ened.  It's  money,  of  course — 
you  'U  have  gathered  that— but  I  toll  you  now, 
so  that  you  may  not  think  there's  anything 
worse ;  though  I  'm  hanged  if  I  know  what  is 
worse  than  a  money  fix.  When  I  left  Eng- 
land I  had  a  vague  sort  of  notion  I  had  got 
square,  settled  everything  and  everybody,  and 
got  my  new  leaf  staring  me  in  the  face.  Of 
course  I  hadn't.  One  never  has.  There's 
always  some  sentence  in  the  old  leaves  that 
requires  your  attention,  and  you've  got  to 
turn  back  and  go  through  it  aU  again.  Any- 
how, lettors  and  bills  came  popping  in— some 
of  tnem  even  got  as  far  as  Kashmir,  where  I 
couldn't  even  use  them  as  pipe-lights,  having 
lost  one  pipe  and  broken  the  other.  However, 
they  dicui't  trouble  me  much  till  I  got  back 
here  two  months  ago.  Then  I  began  to  reckon 
them  UD  just  for  the  fun  of  the  thing,  and 
found  tney  mounted  to  what's  called  a  re- 
speoteble  total— £550,  not  a  i>enny  less.  Since  then  I  've  managed 
to   heap  up  another  £800,  racing  and  card-playing,  complicated 


't.  My  dear  old  YicrroR,  will  you  help 
» dog  over  a  stile.  I  know  I  've  no  ri^ht 
you,  and  if  you  say  you  can't  do  it— 


Hobs  Abrahams. 


with  Moss  Abrahaics,  that  infernal  soapy-voiced,  oily-faced, 
hypocritical  little  Jew  money-tout.  I  daresay  you  know  the 
beast:  he's  always  pretending  to  be  so  extraordinary  generous 
and  agreeable,  such  a  deuce  of  a  gay,  light-hearted,  reckless 
plunger^  that,  by  Jingo,  he  actually  takes  you  in  for  a  bit  until 
you're  in  the  beggar's  dutches.  Then  the  trouble  begins.  He's 
lound  out  that  my  prospecto  aren't  quito  so  good  as  ne  thought 
them,  and  he 's  beginning  to  show  his  teeth. 

Of  course  he  pretends  that  he  himself 
wouldn't  be  disagreeable  for  millions,  but 
that  the  matter  has  ^ot  partly  out  of  his 
hands,  and  that  he  himself  is  any  amount 
hard  up,  and  doesn't  know  where  to  turn 
for  money.  You  know  the  kind  of  game  these 
chaps  play.  Anyhow,  I  'm  pretty  certain  the 
brute  won't  renew  even  if  I  asked  him— which 
I  shan't  - 

a  lame 

to  ask  you.  and  if  you  say  you 
why  I  shall  know  you  can't,  and  you  needn't 
trouble  to  eive  me  any  reasons.  But  I  don't 
want  to  ask  the  dear  old  Governor  a^ain. 
He's  ill,  and,  if  I  can  possibly  help  it,  I 
don't  want  to  make  him  worse  with  my  foUies. 
You'll  say  I  oujght  to  have  thought  of  all 
that  before.  Quite  true,  so  I  ought,  and  no- 
body knows  that  now  better  than  I  do.  But 
I  tell  you,  YiCTOR,  I  'm  sick  and  tired  of  this 
business,  of  all  the  er&ng  of  siUy,  rowdy  fools 
and  painted  women,  and  Jews  and  radnff  men 
and  would-be  smart  peoj^le.  I  don't  thimc  it 's 
a  case  of  when  the  devil  was  sick,  &c.  I  do 
really  mean  to  chuck  the  whole  ooncem,  and 
never  pick  it  up  again.  But  you  know  what  a 
fellow  feels  like  when  he's  got  a  mill-stone 
round  his  neck  in  the  shape  of  accumulated 
debts.  He  plunges,  and  naturally  enough 
down  he  goes  deeper  and  deeper. 

There  you  are.  If  you  can  give  me  a  lift 
I'm  sure  you  will.  I'm  not  goinf  to  spin 
long  sentences  about  gratitude ;  anoL  in  fact, 
you  know  that,  oome  what  may,  nouiing  can 
ever  alter  our  friendship. 

It  was  awfully  nice,  seeing  so  much  of  you  at 
the  Blaodens.  What  a  nice  girl  that  Luct 
Bk&ksust  is— so  cheery  and  pleasant  and 
briffht  I  not  to  speak  of  her  pretty  face,  which 
makes  you  fed  as  if  you  were  standing  under 
a  dear  blue  sky.  By  Jove!  when  you  meet 
a  girl  like  that,  you  oegin  to  recognise  what 
horrors  some  of  the  rest  are. 
I  hope  you'll  have  a  good  time  in  Paris. 

Ever  your  affectionato  brother,  Harold. 


THE  CAB  STRIKE. 

{By  a  Pedestrian,) 

Across  the  streeto  I  walk,  serene. 
No  need  to  thread  my  way  between 
Those  lines  of  crawlers,  now  unseen, 
There  isn't  one. 

No  Sybaritic  Hansoms  make 
One's  walk  n^leoted— great  mistake — 
No  growlers  all  one's  system  shake. 
There  isn't  one. 

No  rushing  Hansoms  threaten  me 
With  instant  death,  no  need  to  be 
Afraid  of  them,  so  last  and  free. 
There  isn't  one. 

Hullo!    A  drop  of  rain?    The  sky 
Is  black.    I  shall  be  drenched.    But  why  ? 
I  '11  take  a  Hansom  home.    Not  I ! 
There  isn't  one. 


Q.  Who  is  likely  to  be  less  incommoded 
by  a  cab-strike  than  any  one  else?  A,  The 
angler.- Q.  Because  ?  A,  Because  he  sddom 
goes  out  without  a  lot  of  *'  flies  "  and  plenty 
of  "bait."     

Comparative.— For  the  Derby  hope  it  will 
be  an  Bp-sommer  day  than  it 's  been  latdy. 


TO  CHLOBIS,  ENRHEUMED. 

Ah,  Chloris  !  see,  the  year 's  half -dead. 

While  weeping  skies  deplore 
Those  little  shoes,  too  thin  to  tread 

The  Spring's  enamelled  floor. 

For  fell  Catarrh^  in  Pluto's  wake, 
Whipp'd  up  his  roaring  steeds, 

A  fairer  Proserpine  to  take 
In  no  Sicilian  meads. 

The  baffled  tyrant,  harsh  and  chill. 

Your  beauty  cannot  mar. 
That  beams  with  a  pure  splendour  still 

Like  the  white  morning  star. 

His  triumph  fails,  while  calm  and  clear 
Your  brown  eyes  brighter  shine. 

Too  proud  to  shed  the  unbidden  tear, 
No  fretful  Proserpine. 

A  court  you  hold  for  kith  and  kin. 

Nor  lack  for  courtly  g[own. 
You  pretty  pearl  half  hidden  in 

A  nest  of  dder  down. 

Ah,    may    your    love's  bright  sunshine 


I  chill  disdain  depart. 

Now  that  the  oold  is  in  your  head. 

That  erst  was  in  jrour  neart  I 


LINES  IN  PLEASANT  PLACES, 
n.— Ix  A  Four- Wheeler. 

Shake,  shake,  shake. 

Oh !  growler  with  ancient  gee. 
And  I  must,  without  prejudice,  utter, 

The  thoughte  that  occur  to  me. 

0  well  for  the  Hansom  cabs 

With  their  rubber  smooth-going  tyres ! 
0  well  for  the  Hansoms'  springs. 

And  thdr  horses  are  sometimes  flyers  I 

And  the  stetoly  buses  roll 

From  the  **  Bank  "  to  far  Notting-hill ; 
But  0  for  my  liver  you  've  shaken  up. 

And  the  consequent  doctor's  bill  I 

Growl,  growl,  ffrowl. 

Cabby,  growl  on  your  box  full  free ; 
But  your  caustic  remarks  on  your  '*  legal " 
fare 

Will  not  get  a  **  rise  "  out  of  me. 


I  met  a  very  hiffh 
:— a  remarkably 


Mrs.  R.  told  a  friend, 
legal  authority  at  ap 
fine  man,  my  dear.  When  1  asked  what  he 
was,  my  host  tdd  me  he  was  a  *puny 
Judge! '^  Well,  he  didn't  look  it  Six  feet 
if  he  was  an  inch.  But  perhaps  he  referred 
to  his  intelleot." 
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THE    BUDGET   BULLET-PROOF   CUIRASS. 
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GIVING   HIMSELF  AWAY. 

W§ak-ini$uUd  ami  Ineocpefimiiid  CkappU  (on  Bc^  **Hi-haw1    Hb-hawI" 

Co§Ur  {Irith).  '*Shi7RB,  thin,  tb  spakk  the  Lanquaos  to  pbkfbctiok,  Sor!" 


BEFORE  THE  RACE  AND  AFTER. 

(A  Parliamentary  Fragmtnifar  th$  6ih  of  June,  1894.) 

Thet  were  in  ctmsultatioii  behind  the  Spier's  Chair,  and  it  was 
three  o*olock  or  thereabouts.  They  had  their  hands  fall  of  papers, 
and  anxiety  was  on  all  their  brows.  It  was  a  moment  of  intense  in- 
terest)  of  orerwhelming  doubt 

*'  I  can  quite  appreciate  that  infected 
cattle  imported  from  abroad  must  be  most 
iqjurious  to  the  agricultural  interest  at 
home,"  said  one  of  the  Ministers ;  **  but 
what  has  that  to  do  with  the  chances  of 
BulUnpdon  beyond  that  the  first  sjrllable 
of  the  name  is  distinctly  suggestiye  of 
success." 

'*  1  do  not  beliere  in  omens  nor  yet  in 
coincidences,'*  returned  he  who  was  re- 
sponsible for  the  coTintry's  revenue ;  **  but 
the  fact  that  when  Mr.  Lows  was  Chan- 
cellor of  the  Exchequer  his  financial 
arrangements  were  jeopardised  by  a  strike 
of  match  girls,  inchnes  me  to  beuere  that 
those  who  sujiported  Matchbox  in  spite 
of  all  appearances  did  not  act  entirely 
unreasonably.  That  is  my  contention, 
and  I  have  given  the  matter  even  more  thought  than  1  nave  disposed 
upon  the  Death  Duties." 

**  The  cayidry  manoBuvres  this  year,  as  I  have  already  said,  will  be 
most  interesting,"  put  in  a  Minister  of  military  appearance ;  *'  and 
as  my  department  naturally  deals  with  all  matters  equestrian.  1 
cannot  blune  myself  for  having  accorded  to  the  claims  oi  Galloptng 
Dick  adequate  attention." 

y  I  fancy  it  will  not  be  contested  that  since  I  have  influenced  Ihe 
Irish  Government  from  the  lodge  of  the  Chicdf  Secretary,"  observed 
another ;  *'  that  the  Emerald  I  Je  has  had  her  fair  share  from  the  horn 
of  plenty.  8o,  without  being  superstitious,  I  can  find  apologies  for 
ttn  deep  interest  I  took  in  Momheam  at  one  period  of  its  career." 

The  bands  of  the  clocks  slowly  moved,  at  length  a  special  messenger 
rushed  up  to  them.    '*  Who 's  won  P  "  tney  cried  with  one  voice. 

The  messenger  gave  the  required  information.  Then  there  was  a 
sigh  of  relief,  and  the  Ministers  returned  to  business  with  emotions 
ofa  varied  character. 


TO  MELENDA. 

(A  Bigretful  Rtproack,) 

A  PBSTTT  dance  was  what  I  went  to  see ; 

'Twas  in  the  mirthful  capital  of  France, 
And  'twas  yourself  who  danced  so  charmingly 
A  pretty  dance. 

You  took  me  blindly  captive  with  your  glance, 
I  was  your  slave,  who  'd  boasted  he  was  free. 

Delighted  when  I  made  the  least  advance 
In  your  sweet  favours.    How  comes  it  to  be 

Your  smiles  have  now  made  way  for  looks  askance? 
Oh,  tell  me  this— were  you  just  leading  me 
A  pretty  dance? 


SoMETHiKG  nr  NAinss.~In  ooxnunction  with  another  defendant, 
one  Fred  SrAirroif.  a  Miss  Vera  Uopb.  was  charged  at  Bow  Street, 
on  remand,  with  obtaining  money  by  lalsely  pretendiug  to  provide 
young  women  with  theatrical  enigagements.     Both  ^'Yera"  and 

**  TTaw  "     avo    affi«/»*ivA    Yiavnofl        **  VVVA  "     SUggCStS 


'Hope"  are  attractive  names.    **  vera' 


'  Veracity," 


and,  without  '*  Hope,"  how  impossible  would  be  everything  in  life  I 
stance,  ''Hope"  seems  to  have  "toTd  a  flattering 


But,  in  this  instance,  "Hope'   d«^iuo 
tale,"  and  thereby  bade  farewell  to  joy  I 


Mrs.  B.  thinks  the  tight  Baring  reins  to  be  seen  in  London  on 
the  poor  carriage-horses  are  most  orueL  She  does  not  know  who 
Mr.  BARnrG  was,  but  he  might  easily  have  found  a  better  employ- 
ment for  his  time  than  inventing  such  senseless  things,  and  giving 
his  name  to  them.  Mrs.  B.  says  she  often  longs  to  write  anomalous 
letters  (^  protest  to  some  of  the  people  whose  beautiful  horses  arc 
so  tightly  gagged.      

New  Boon.— ^  Orey  Romance,  by  Mrs.  W.  K.  Clifford,  to 
be  followed  shortly  by  A  Blue  ISmk  ana  A  Brown  Study. 


Hard  Case.— J?n^  in  Eminently  Steady  Per$on^s  Diary .— '*  I 
shouldn't  go  to  the  Derby  if  1  weren't  driven  to  ilJ**    TAnd  so  he 
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PROPOSITIONS   AND   RIDERS. 

If  *'the  serioas  inoonyenience "  caused  by  dosing  the  park 
thorooffbfares  to  all  yehides  but  priyate  carriages  is,  as  the  Daily 
News  has  informed  us,  now  occupyinsr  the  attention  of  the  FiBrr 
ComassioxEB  of  Wobks,  could  not  this  eminently  practical  official 
just  carry  the  matter  a  trifle  further  and  giye  eyen  more  deliberate 


Mr.  Pimch  remonstratei  and  suggests. 

oonmderation  (only  not  too  **  deliberate,"— say  a  week,  and  then 
let  him  act  in  accordance  with  Afr.  Punches  wishes)  to  the  rides  and 
driyes  which  ought  to  be  made,  for  the  benefit  of  equestrians  and 
jehioularians,  across  Kensington  Gardens,  from  south  to  north,  i.e., 
from  South  Kensington  to  Bayswater.  Rotten  Row  should  be  extended 
on  the  soudiem  side  of  the  Serpentine  in  a  nor* -westerly  direction, 
so  that  the  jolly  young  Bayswatermen  on  their  gallant  hacks  might 
haye  the  adyantage  of  a  short  out  into  Rotten  Row,  under  the  shade 
of  some  of  the  finest  old  spreading  trees  that  London  can  produce,  and 
that  Paris,  with  all  its  loyely  Bois  and  its  beautiful  pale  greeneries, 
cannot  eguaL  These  great  improyements,  as  has  been  oyer  and  oyer 
again  pointed  out  to  "  the  authorities,"  could  be  effected  without  any 
danger  to  nursemaids  and  their  charges,  and  without  any  sort  of 
depnyation  to  the  lounging  or  hurrying  pedestrian.  No !  the  parks 
can  be  opened  to  a  motly,  noisy,  rampaging  crowd,  with  carts  and 
platforms  that  damage  the  grass  and  its  own  cause  at  the  same  time, 
but  not  an  effort  is  made  on  behalf  of  the  conyenienoe,  enjoyment, 
wid  healthful  recreation  of  law-abiding  citizens  with  a  seat  in  the 
saddle,  and,  nerhaps,  in  the  House,  who  are  loyal  to  Qubxn  and 
country,  who  loye  their  London,  and  who  widi,  by  gentle  equestrian 
exercise,  to  support,  to  the  greatest  possible  adyantage,  ikeli  own 
British  Constitution.  Let  us  oegin  with  sudi  improyements  as  these 
in  Kensington  Gardens  and  Hyde  Park,  and  then  it  will  be  time  to 
consider  what  can  be  done  in  the  same  direction  with  the  other 
Un-open  Spaces. 

AFTER  GOLDSMITH. 
Whek  loyely  woman  tries  to  yolley. 

But  finds  that  men  refuse  to  play. 
What  charm  can  soothe  her  me&ncholy  ? 

What  game  can  take  her  grief  away  ? 

The  means  her  spirits  to  recoyer. 

To  still  the  jeers  of  those  that  scoff. 
To  fascinate  the  tardy  loyer. 

And  gain  his  fayour  is— to  Golf. 

Mk9.  R.  says  she  tafted  an  excellent  soup  lately,  made  with  the 
jroung  vegetebles  of  the  season ;  she  fancies  the  name  of  it  was 

Hop-Scotch.  At  the  same  dinner  there  were  some  green  grapes 
with  a  dehcious  perfume,  called  '*  Musk  Rat,"  she  belieyes. 


''PLACE  AUX  DAMES/' 

Deab  Mr.  PcjircH,— On  Friday,  the  1st  of  June,  there  was  a  dinner 
at  which  only  literary  ladies  were  allowed  to  be  present.  As  eyoy 
one  was  bound  oyer  to  secrecy,  of  course  I  cannot  diyulge  the  topics 
of  conyersation  that  were  discussed  durixiff  the  course  of  the  eyenin^. 
Those  of  your  sex  who  haye  been  priyileged,  on  account  of  theu* 
extreme  youth,  or  for  other  merits,  to  '*join  the  ladies"  at  times  when 
**  the  ^ntlemen  haye  been  Irft  oyer  their  wine,"  may  possibly  be  in 
a  position  to  judge  of  the  intense  interest  of  the  woman's  talk  on  the 
occasion  to  which  I  am  referring.  It  may  be  that  the  bills  of  the 
butcher,  the  baker,  and  tiie  candlestick-maker  came  under  reyiew. 
It  is  not  imposaible  that  the  merits  of  this  person's  gowns  ud 
that  person's  toupSs  found  adyocates  both  for  the  defence  and  the 
prosecution.  It  is  not  incredible  that  children's  ailments  were  con- 
sidered, and  the  difficulty  of  obtaining  a  satisfactory  seryant  faced 
and  mastered.  Of  course  I  cannot  say  whether  cigarettes  were  ad- 
mitted, nor  can  I  tell  you  whether  ginger  beer  was  more  iwpnlar 
than  soda  water,  or  champagne  was  x>riBf erred  to  lemonade.  All 
these  details  must  be  reseryed  until  the  time  arriyes  when  one  of  the 
fair  diners  decides  to  publish  her  reminiscences.  And  this  is  not 
yery  likely  to  come  off  just  at  present,  as  eyeryone  knows  that  the 
autobiographer  commences  his  account  of  his  career  by  giying  the 
date  of  his  birth,  a  proceeding  that  would  certainly,  and  yeir 
properly,  be  unpopular  amongst  ladies.  Howeyer,  if  I  must  not  teU 
you  anything  about  the  matters  upon  which  I  haye  touched,  or 
rather  to  which  I  haye  r^erred,  I  can  make  at  least  one  admission, 
and,  when  I  make  it,  I  think  I  shall  be  supported  by  the  yast 
minority  of  those  who  were  present  on  Friday  last  The  Literary 
Ladies'  Dinner  of  the  1st  of  June  only  needed  one  feature  to  be  abeo- 
lutely  perfect— the  presence  of  gentlemen. 

Tours  cordially. 

A  DAI7GHTEB  OF  EyS  WHO  KKineMBEILB  AdAX. 


AN    IRISH    DIFFICULTY. 

Pat  CUfic  morning  after"  reading  Preacripticn),  "  'DissOLyB  wa» 

OF  THB  POWDHKBS  IN  HALF  A  TUMBLBK  OF  WaTHSB,  AK*  TH*  OTHKK 
POWDHSR  IN  ANOTHSR  HALF  TUMBLER  OF  WaTHRR.  MiX,  AN*  DHRIIVK 
WHOILE  SFFERySSHIN'.'  WhAT  'LL  Oi  DO  I  W^OT  THE  J>iyjL  DIDN'T 
HE  SAT  WHIOH  Ol  WAS  TO  MIX  FURRST  f  !j  u^ 
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THE    BATTLE   OF    ISLINGTON. 

Cvn fused  Impression  on  our  Artist's  brain  of  the  Military  Toumanunt,  Agricultural  Hall, 


8HAU  WOMEN  WHEEL?    | 

Sm,— Cycling  is  the   sport 
for  ladies  I     Take   my   own  ' 
ease.    I  was  fading  away,  and 
00 aid    eat    nothing.     Five 

racialists  had  given  me  np. 
bought  a  cycle  as  a  last 
resource.  In  less  than  a  fort- 
night I  could  eat  four  under- 
done chump  chops  for  break- 
fast! In  a  month  I  could 
floor  a  coal-heaver.  I  noyt 
weigh  sixteen  stone,  and  have 
had  to  have  a  specially  strong 
machine  made  for  me.  For- 
merly I  was  a  martyr  to ' 
rheumatism.  I've  conquered 
rheumatics  by  pneumatics.  , 
Ta,  ta !    Off  for  a  spin. 

A  Spinster. 
Sir,-  The  other  day  I  mas- 
tered my  natural  shynesB 
enough  to  mount  a  **bike*' 
(that 's  ^  hat  my  brothers  call 
It).  My  trial  trip  was  horriblv 
eventful !  I  ran  over  a  small 
boy  near  Richmond.  I  fsncr 
he  was  badly  hurt,  but  I  do  so 
hate  a  row  that  I  didn't  stop 
to  find  out  Then,  in  going 
down  a  steep  hill  the  brake 
(or  is  it  breai  F)  woulcLd't  act, 
and  I  ran  into  a  policeman  at 
the  bottom,  and  upset  him. 
It  upset  m*,  too,  very  much, 
bf  e&use  he  took  mj  name  ana 
sddretts,  and  is  going  to  sum- 
mon me  for  '*  fimous  ridiug" !  < 
And  I  am  afraid  to  go  at  six 
miles  an  hour !  No,  cycles  are 
not  the  machines  for 

No  Roadster. 


)^  h 


SiR.—Cvoling  is  delicious— 
but  wnat  do  the  doctors  mean 
by  calling  it  hard  exercise? 
I  always  ride  on  a  tandem 
with  dear  Frsd,  and  it  is  just 
like  being  in  an  arm-chair, 
and  I  often  take  out  a  novel 
and  read  it.  I  don't  work  the 
pedals  much,  except  now  and 
then,  when  ffoing  down  hill, 
as  I  think  tne  action  rather 
unlady-like.  Fred,  however, 
works  all  the  time.  He  says 
he  thinks  he  will  get  me  a 
tricycle  all  to  myself  some  day, 
as  I  should  enjoy  it  more.  It 
certainly  is  annoying  to  hear 
the  way  he  pants  on  the  tan- 
dem; out  then  men  are  so 
inconsiderate.  Even  a  mere 
twenty-mile  ride  with  me 
seems  to  tire  him  dreadfully, 
which  just  shows  what  lazy, 
self-indulgent  lives  men  must 
lead!  I'm  going  to  make 
Fred  take  me  from  Land*i 
End  to  Joha  o'  Groat*s  in  out 
I  summer  1  olLdays.  He  *11  havi 
to  break  the  record,  or  some- 

l*^^-  Yours, 

I  FncALB  Fltxr. 


THE   WORD    IN   SEASON? 


Countryman,  "Be  Oi  roiqht  for  Epsom,  MAisTERr* 
Minister  Stiggivs  {who  never  misses  his  opportunity),    "Epsom! 
Man  I    YouNo  Van  I    Kkow  te  not  that  tou  are  on  the  way  to 
TophetI"  Countryman,  "Ah!    Denoed  if  Oi  didn't  think  Oi  *d 

TOOK  a  wrong  Turn  somewhekks  !" 


•*  author's  grievances." 

For  an  eminent  writer  ti 
I  receive  gratis  from  a  distim- 
;  guished  publishing  firm  a  cop] 
I  of  their  popular  magazine, 
Yorxo  '  specially  labelled  **  Uompli- 
mentary,"  and,  on  opening  it, 
to  find  a  severe  criticism  oi 
his  most  recent  work. 
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SOCIAL   AGONIES. 

"Ha,  ha  1    Hs,  HB I    Tor  did  haxx  ak  Ass  of  toubsilf !    /  hxard  Miss  Bbowk  ask  tou  whsthsb  you  likkd  Botticmlu!' 

**  Well,  whibb  's  thb  fitn  f    I  said  I  pbbfbbbbd  Ceiasti  I " 

"Ha,  HAl    That's  just  thb  JokbI    Botticblli  isn't  a  Wine,  tou  JuooinsI    Botticblli 's  a  Cbeesm!" 


TNE  CONSISTENT  CYNIC'S  VADE  MECUM. 

{apeeiaily  prtpound  far  the  Derby  Day.) 

Queation.  What  is  your  opinion  of  the 
Derby? 

Afuwer,  That  it  is  an  intensely  oyer-rated 
rm ;  immeasorably  inferior  to  many  others 
with  bat  a  tithe  of  its  popularity. 

Q.  What  do  you  think  of  people  who  take 
the  trouble  to  see  it  decided  at  Epsom  P 

A.  That  they  must  be  suffering  from  tem- 
poraryinsanity. 

Q.  But  is  it  not  pleasant  to  go  down  to  the 
races  br  road  P 

A.  Unquestionably  no.  If  it  rains  the 
discomfort  is  sufficiently  marked,  and  if  it  is 
fine  the  dust  is  insupoOTtable.  Besides,  the 
humours  of  the  streets  haye  departed.  The 
driye  down  is  as  cheerless  as  a  journey  to  a 
suburban  cemetery. 

Q.  Then  you  prefer  trayelling  on  the  rail- 
wayP 

A,  On  the  contrary ;  on  aocoont  of  the  im- 
mense crowds,  who  nght  for  aibnisaion  at  the 
doors  of  the  carriages,  I  can  scarcely  imagine 
a  less  agreeable  route. 

Q.  But  you  cannot  go  b^  water,  and  if  you 
charter  a  balloon  it  runs  into  money — am  I 
not  correct  in  the  assumption  P 

A.  Yes ;  and  therefore  I  shrink  from  yisit- 
ing;£p8om  when  the  road  is  dismal,  the  trains 
are  inoonyenient^  the  riyer  is  impossible,  and 
the  atmosphere  is  (after  taking  eyerything 
into  consideration)  impracticable. 

Q.  And  what  do  you  think  of  "aDerby 
snack"? 

A,  Merely  a  premium  upon  indigestion. 

Q.  And  are  you  opposed  to  the  consumption 
of  "a  Derby  luncheon"? 

A,  On  behalf  of  the  non-medical  public 
"  Yes "  ;  on  behalf  of  the  doctors  I  can 
imagine  nothing  more  beneficial  to  the  finan- 
"■al  side  of  their  piofession. 


Q.  But  surely  you  see  no  harm  in  the  dub 
sweep  P 

A,  On  the  the  contrary,  it  is  a  snare  to  the 
thoughtless,  a  lure  to  the  extrayagant,  and  a 
disappointment  to  almost  eyeryone. 

Q.  But  if  in  the  drawing  you  &id  yourself 
in  the  possession  of  the  first  f ayourite,  would 
not  such  an  occurrence  cause  a  modification 
in  your  opinions  P 

A.  No ;  because  principles  are  not  affected 
by  eyents ;  and  it  might  happen  too  that  the 
fayourite  might  be  scratched  at  the  last 
moment. 

Q.  Then,  if  you  were  an  employer^  you 
would  siye  no  holiday  to  your  subordinates 
on  the  Derby  Day  P 

A.  Certainly  not.  On  the  contrary,  I 
would  take  care  that  eyen  customary  leaye 
should,  on  that  particular  occasion,  be 
abolished. 

Q.  And  you  approye  of  the  House  of 
Commons  meeting  on  the  6th  of  June,  Derby 
Day  or  no  P 

A,  Most  assuredly ;  and  it  seems  to  me  an 
absolute  scandal  that  the  House  of  Lords 
does  not  follow  the  example  set  in  another 
and  a  better  place. 

Q.  And  it  IS  your  deliberate  opinion 

A,  I  beg  pardon,  but  I  haye  no  more  time 
to  answer  questions. 


Q.  WhynotP 

A.  Because,  in  com; 
party  of  fellow-tra' 
train  to  Epsom. 


ly  with  a  numerous 
!ers,  I  haye  to  catch  a 


Fboic  our  Littebt  Basket.— The  Athe- 
nmrni  sajrs  that  Messrs.  Oseoon  &  Co.  are 
going  to  re^-issue  Mr.  Habdt's  noyels.  We 
belieye  the  idea  is  to  bring  them  out,  so  many 
at  a  time,  eyery  Christmas,  under  tiie  title 
of  **  The  Hardy  Annuals."  The  Gardeners' 
Chronicle  ought  to  haye  had  the  monopoly  of 
these. 


THE  AGE  OP  COCKSURENESS. 

(AJler  Thackeray*8  *' Age  of  Wisdom,**) 

[Dr.  Jbssopp  says,  *'IneTer  knew  a  man  of 
fifty  yean  who  was  ever  argued  into  anything.'*] 

Ho.  modem  pa^e,  with  a  wish  to  win 

To  noyel  notions  the  public  ear, 
You  moye  the  young  with  your  decadent  din ; 
This  is  the  way  all  boys  benn — 

Wait  till  you  come  to  Fifty  Year. 

Curly  looks  coyer  changeable  brains. 

New-fangled  notions  they  court  and  cheer ; 
Impressionist  pictures  and  symbolist  strains, 
Noyels    that   sniff    of    the    shambles   and 
drains, — 
Wait  till  you  come  to  Fifty  Year. 

Fifty  times  oyer  let  Fools'  Day  pass. 
Jubilee  season  the  brain  dotn  clear — 


Then  you  know  that  a  boy  is  an  ass. 
You  will  not  change  creed,  partjs  or  i 
Onoe  you  haye  come  to  Fifty  Year. 


Pledge  me  round,  I  bid  ye  declare. 

Cocksure  codgers  whose  beards  grow  grey. 
Is  there  an  argument,  false  or  fair. 
Will  make  you  budge  by  the  breadth  of  a 
hair 
From  the    ood  old  faith,  and  the  dear  old 
way? 

The  readiest  lips  that  eyer  haye  glosed, 

The  keenest  logic  that  eyer  hatn  shone. 
May  argue  and  reason,  but  you  '11  haye  closed 
Incredulous  ears,  and  nodded,  and  dozed. 
Ere  their  polemic  is  finished  and  done. 

The  Age  is  crowded  with  theories  queer. 
How  I  'd  haye  welcomed  them  thirty  years 
syne  I 

They  argue  and  worry :  but  I  sit  here, 

Quiet  and  cocksure  at  Fifty  Year, 
Cocking  a  snook  at  their  callow  shine  I 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI.— Juki  9,  1894. 
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IN  THE  PADDOCK. 


Mb.  p.  "TAKINO  A  LITTLE  HOUDAY,  MY  LORDP" 
Lord  R-s-B-BT.  "HOLIDAY!     I'M   DOWN    HERE   HA 
HOPE  HARCOURT  'S  ATTENDING  TO  BUSINESS  AT  WESTMINSTER  1 1 " 


LoBD  R-s-B-BT.  ''HOLIDAY!     I'M   DOWN    HERE   HARD   AT   WORK   FOR   THE   GOOD   OF  ff^^'ffPffp^ 


Digitized  by 


Google 


Juki  9,  1894.] 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARL 


273 


THE   OPERA-GOER'S   DIARY. 

Tuesday  and  Friday.— Two  single  nights  rolled  into  one  very  fat 
Kmght—FaUtaff.  FaUtaff^  personally,  is  sufficient  to  fill  several 
stalls,  yet  this  present  deponent,  having  seen  FaUtaffs  not  a  few, 
is  unable  to  call  to  mind  any  one  of  them,  save  Mark  Lemon,  who 
did  not  look  just  exactly  what  he  was,  a  stuffed  figure.  The  stage 
Falstaff*$  portliness  is  always  unreal,  his  swagger  is  conventional, 
his  voice  is  loroed :  neither  singer,  nor  actor,  can  ever  be  Shax8PSAB£*s 
Sir  John  FaUtaff:  and  though  Signor  Vkrdi  may  stuff  him  with 
notes,  yet  the  fact  remains  that  Fahte^  is  a  verv  heavy  pOTSon,  and 
that  the  best  scenes  in  Verdi's  Opera  are  just  those  in  which  either 
the  Fat  Knight  doesn't  appear  at  all,  or  is  only  of  about  the  same  use 
as  is  a  football  in  a  scrimmage,  and  is  being  hustled  about  here, 
shoved  away  there,  and  finally  jammed  into  the  notable  buck-basket, 
to  disappear  over  the  balcony  and  fall  spbsh  into  the  river  below. 
As  said  game  of  football  cannot  get  along  without  the  object  of  the 
kicks,  so  'tis  with  the  dramatic  portion  of  tiie  Opera  of  Falsiaff, 
for  its  principal  character  is  to  the  other  dramatis  persona  what  the 
football  is  to  the  players.    Much  of  the  music  is  delightful,  but 


of  Sfaesprare's  creation.  Why  should  this  Op-erratic  FalHaff 
**  give"  at  the  knees,  and  shuffle  in  his  walk P 

Sir  Drubiolaitus  has  done  everything  for  the  Opera,  and  the  last 
scene  is  most  effective.  By  the  way,  as  the  masquerade  in  the 
Forest  was  got  up  at  a  few  hours'  notice  by  Mistresses  Ford,  Page, 
and  Quickly,  what  a  verv  extensive  circle  of  female  acquaintances 
they  must  have  had  in  the  town  and  immediate  ndghbouriiood  of 
Windsor  to  enable  them  to  assemble  so  large  a  party  at  such  very 
short  notice  I  And  how  fortunate  that  all  these  ladies,  presumably 
merry  wives,  merry  cousins,  merry  nieces,  merry  sisters,  and  merry 
aunts,  belongin«r  to  highly  respectable  burghers'  families  in  and 
about  Windsor,  happened,  not  only  to  be  all  disengaged,  but  also  to 
possess,  ready  for  use,  these  very  fairy  dresses,  without  which  the 
whole  idea  might  have  resulted  in  a  sad  fiasco  for  the  Merry  Wives. 
If  Enrt  Hauthor  Jones  hadn't  thought  of  it  first,  Shakspsare 
might  have  called  his  play  The  Masqueraders, 

Thursday, — Madame  Adini  made  her  first  appearance  here  as 
Valentine,  not  Marguerite^ s  brother,  but  the  heroine  of  the  Huaue- 
nots.  Much  applauded.  Her  duet  with  Marcel  acclaimed  enthu- 
siastically.   Jupiter  PLAKgoN  (uncommonly  like   Plain-song  in 


««REVERENZA!»» 


rarely  catching ;  not  from  beginning  to  end  is  there  a  phrase  in  it  so 
immediately  taking  as  is  that  well-known  one  in  the  overture  to  The 
Merry  Wires  of  Windsor,  There  is  a  taking  Nonette  in  the  first 
Act ;  but.  to  sum  up,  the  Second  Scenes  of  both  Acts  take  first  places, 
and  the  Opera  is  more  a  success  for  the  orchestra  than  for  the  singers 
as  either  vocalists  or  actors.  Occasionally  it  occurred  to  me  what 
either  of  our  two  humoristical  composers,  yclept  Sctllivak  or  Solo- 
mon, might  have  done  with  this  subject.  SuLLiVAN-cum-SoLOMON 
would  have  made  a  magnificent  work  of  it.  The  orchestration  is 
full  of  Yerdi's  fun,  and  this  brought  to  my  mind  the  work  of 
both  our  English  composers.  Signora  Giulia  Ravoolt,  as  Dame 
Quickly,  with  little  to  do  or  to  sing,  makes  so  much  of  it,  that 
when  die  is  on  the  stage,  the  time  passes  Quicklv,  and  the  Opera 
**  goes."  The  eccentric  characters,  2>r.  Caius,  Bardolph,  Pistol, 
well  played  and  sung  bv  Messrs.  Armakdi,  Felaoalli-Rosstti, 
and  Arimondi,  are  capitally  made  up.  Signor  Pessina  makes  quite 
an  Italian  Falstaff^  with  such  airs,^more  or  less  taking.— graces 
and  pantomimic  action  as  are  not  associated  with  the  English  idea 


English),  as  Marcel,  excellent  and  not  to  be  bettered.  MUe.  Simon  • 
NET  also  nrst-rate  in  the  part  of  Marguerite,  not  of  Faust  but  of  France, 
La  Heine  Marguerite,  who  appears  like  a  brilliant  musical  firework 
in  the  second  Act.  ana  then  goes  out  with  a  bang  and  is  heard  no 
more.  But  for  the  time  she  is  Queen  of  song.  Altogether  a  fine 
I)erformance  of  the  Hti^uenots^dii&QfaM  to  beat. 

Saturday.^Orajid  night.  House  choke  full,  in  spite  of  continued 
cab  strike.  **  Royalties,"  amountin|f  to  a  considerable  sum,  thoroughly 
appreciating  Madame  Melba  making  her  first  appearance  this  season 
as  a  French-speaking  Marguerite  to  Signor  De  Lucia's  Italian 
Faust,  Her  jewel  song  a  gem,  but  not  a  brilliant.  When  ended, 
fioral  compliments  handed  in.  Jupiter  Plan(;on  admirable  as 
Mephistopheles,  sometimes  doing  it  in  Italian,  sometimes  in 
French,  tuitinff  his  conversation  to  his  compuiv.  Si^or  Ancona 
doing  well  and  dying  nobly  as  Valentine,  Walpurgis-night  Act 
introduced;  ballet  music  beautiful,  and  Palladino  playfuL  Bevio- 
NANi  beaming  in  orchestra,  Druriolanus  delighted,  Everybody 
enthusiastic  I 


THE  BRAZEN  MEAN. 

['*  Mediocrity  has  multiplied  of  Ute  like  carrion- 
flies.**— "Onk^'*  in  the  ''Fall  Mall  Magwtins*' 
for  June,"] 

What    can     we    do?    Since    a    novelist 
teaches  us 

That  mediocrity 's  simply  a  crime. 
How  can  we  pass,  ob  she  wandly  |>eaeeches  us, 

From  the  ndiculoas  to  tiia  sublime  ? 

If  she  will  but  tx>ndescend  of  her  chkrit^ 
Hints  on  the  way  it  is  managed  to  give. 

Then  will  we  all,  with  the  utmost  hilarity, 
live  as  her  heroes  and  heroines  live. 


Then  shall  we  lounge  in  luxurious  leisure  in 
Booms  that  are  nch  in  each  costly  device. 

Then  shall  m\oy  an  unlimited  pleasure  in 
Smoking  Havannaha  of  fabulous  price. 

If  we  play  cricket,  with  marvellous  steadiness 

Centones  we  shall  oommle  as  we  please, 
liABEER  at  chess  we  shall  conquer  with 


Pulverise  Bobxets  at  billiards  with  ease. 

While  if  we  talce  to  poetic  aotivit7, 
Critics  irin  reckon  our  cantos  divine, 

Or  if  we  feel  an  artistic  proclivity, 
All  of  our  piotoree  will  be  on  the  line. 


Yes,  oould  we  reach  to  the  proud  elevation  of 
One  of  her  heroes,  there  would  not  arise 

Need  for  such  len^y  and  fierce  castigation  of 
Base  **  Medioonty's  oarrion-flies." 

Cease,  we  beseech  you,  great  censor,  to  jump 
any 
More  on  a  failinjg  we  're  eager  to  shun. 
Fain  would  we  imitate  Strathkorx  and  com- 

In  thrir  perfection— but  how  is  it  done  P 


An  "Openino"  por  Lord  Bosebxrt.— 
"  ^^  Chairman,  Ladas*  and  Gentlemen." 


PUNCH,  OBTmLOTOOT^^^ 


[JuNit  9,  1894. 


I 


Juxs  9,  1894.] 


PUNC3H.  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI. 


275 


ROBERT  AT  RICHMOND. 

I  UAWLQVD  Bomehow  to  get 
a  trip  up  .to  Richmond  last 
week,  ana  if  it  hadn't  bin  for 
the  heaTy  rain  and  the  bitter 
oold  wind  aa  we  had  for  a 
g^ood  part  of  the  time,  we 
shond  all  have  eigoyd  it 
thorowly,  masters  as  well  as 
waiters. 

The  principle  thing  as  we 
went  for  to  see  was  what  I 
shond  call  a  reglar  staggerer  I 
Everybody  as  knos  Richmond 
knos  as  well  as  I  do  that  the 
one  great  nuisance  of  that 
truly  rural  place  is  the  quan- 
tity of  mud  at  low  water,  that 
is  to  say,  when  the  tide  has 
nearly  all  run  away,  and  so 
sum  wunderful  clever  feller 
has  set  to  work  for  a  year  or 
so,  and  has  acshally  made  a 
new  Bridge,  and  a  new  Lock, 
and  some  new  Slooses,  I  think 
they  calls  'em,  by  which 
means  all  the  Lasses  of  Rich- 
mond Hill,  and  all  the  jolly 
fellers  as  is  allers  a  swearing 
as  **  they  *d  crowns  resign  to 
call  'em  mine,"  is  able  at  any 
time  of  the  tide  to  find  about 
six  foot  of  water  in  any  part 
of  the  river  up  there.in  which 
to  row  about ! 

The  Sherriff  frave  a  werry 
good  dinner  to  his  gests  at  the 
cillibrated  **  Stars  and  Gar- 
ters," and  I  seed  some  of  the 
Copi)eration  swells  at  it,  and 
they  seemed  to  injoy  their- 
selves  much  as  usual,  and 
sum  on  'em  acshally  gave  me 
the  same  frendly  nod  of 
reckognisflion  as  usual,  which 


TOUCHING  THE   ANARCHISTS. 

Cook.  **  Lob,  Miss  M^rt  I  I  wokdkb  thet  dom*t  treat  thsu  wrxtohbb 

LIKB  TBBT  DO  IN  FRANCB,  AND  HAVE  THEM  OaLAHTINED  J  ** 


is  allers  welcome.  I  thinka 
from  what  I  heard  from  sum 
of  the  natives,  as  how  as  there 
is  sum  amount  of  gelosy  at  Q 
on  acount  of  their  mud  being 
alowed  to  remain  as  before, 
without  not  no  slooses  for  to 
regerlate  it,  so  I  dare  say  as 
they  will  be  trving  their  hands 
at  a  similer  job  next  year,  and 
then  we  ma^  all  have  to  go 
down  to  (X  insted  of  up  to 
Richmond,  and  I  ahuit  object 
for  one. 

As  I  was  a  ooming  out  of 
Gildall  the  other  day  I  was 
reoeeved  with  such  a  hawf ul 
noise  as  I  ardly  ever  heard 
there,  and  on  asking  the 
lordly  Beedal  what  it  ment, 
he  told  me  as  how  as  the 
workmen  was  a  making  prep- 
perations  for  the  Knsteen 
Young  Mens  Asosheation, 
about  a  thowsend  of  who  was 
a  going  for  to  come  there  nex 
week  to  be  receeved  by  the 
Lord  Mare  to  supper  et 
settererl  I  wunders  mysdf 
how  his  Lordship  is  able  to 
distingwish  them  from  other 
Toung  Men,  unless  it's  by 
their  remarkable  fine  happy- 
tites.  Robert. 


Labour  Lost.— In  the  latest 
number  of  The  Century  lUus- 
traied.  there  is  a  short  poem, 
entitled  **  Visible  Sound." 
Surely  it  didn't  re(|uire  a  poem 
to  illustrate  this  idea  when  it 
can  be  seen  any  da^  at  a  fish- 
moDger*s.  If  -Visible Sound" 
isn't  ••Cod's  Sound,"  we 
8|iould  like  to  know  what  is  P 


ESSENCE   OF    PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED   FROM  THE  DIARY  OF  TOBY,  M.P. 

Houee  of  Commons^  Monday^  May  28.— Did  everything  to-night 
except  get  on  with  Budget  BiJl,  which  was  pre- 
ordained businefts  of  sitting.  First,  there  wa?  a 
private  Bill,  which,  in  acoordanoe  with  quaint 
prooedure  of  House,  rides  roughshod  over  every- 
thing. When  Japanese  studt^nt  of  Parliament- 
ary praotioe  recently  vi^ted  Wetitminter,  he  was 
muoQ  struck  with  thid  evidence  of  Western 
civilisation. 

**  You  have,"  h»  said  1o  Mr.  Milmak.  who,  he 
beUeves,  wrote  The  History  of  Greek  Chris' 
tianiiy  and  The  Annals  of  St,  Paul's^  **  constant 
difBoulty  about  important  measures.  Ministers 
have  to  apologise  all  round  because  they  can*t 
make  way  for  particular  Bills,  however  far- 
reaching  may  be  their  national  or  imperial  in- 
terests. It's  all  for  lack  of  lime.  A  public 
Bill  can  come  on  only  in  certain  order,  and  in 
particular  circumstances.  But  if  there  arrives 
what  you  call  a  private  Bill,  to  put  up  a  parish 
pump,  or  divert  a  village  sewer,  it  must  needs 
be  dealt  with  on  any  day  the  promoters  fix,  and 
takes  precedence  over  everything,  even  your 
Budget  Bill,  or  your  several  Disestablishment 
Bills.  I  like  to  talk  of  this  freely  to  you,  for 
it  must  be  my  only  word  on  subject.  If  when 
I  go  back  I  were  to  report  existence  of  such  state 
of  things  in  what  you  call  the  Mother  of  Parlia- 
ments, my  narrative  would  be  punctuated  by 
fall  01  my  head,  struck  off  by  a  two-sworded 
man,  and  that  would  be  what  you  call  *  a  full 
stop.'" 

Budget  Bill  not  reached  till  House  been  in 
session  nearly  five  hours.  Sat  till  half-past 
twelve,  but  did  nothing.    Only  gleam  of  hght 


Markhto  Timb. 

Sir  WiUiam.  **  Doesn't  took  well  on 
the  face  of  it;  but  we  maitn*t  quite 
show  all  our  hsind  yet ! " 


on  doleful  proceedings  shed  by  Hoxs  Secret  vbt's  admission  that 
time  at  hand  when  tyranny  of  the  bicycle  -  bounder  shall  be 
curbed.  New  terror  been  added  to  London  streets  in  shape  of  fiend 
gliding  along  on  infernal-machine  with  india-rubber  tires,  turning 
round  corners  at  speed  of  ten  miles  an  hour,  and  vanishing  out  of 

sight  when  he  has  km^cked   some  one  down. 

Hope  that  amid  lus  family  cares  Asqtttth  won't 

foriret  this. 
JBusinene  done, — None. 

IWsday.— Sstok-Earr  never  so  much  sur- 
prised in  his  life.  Some  people  have  prepared 
scheme  for  carrying^  not  ooSds  but,  water  to 
Newcastle.  Seems  in  drought  of  last  year, 
population  of  this  thriving  town  threatened  with 
water  famine.  For  weeks  had  nothing  to  drink 
but  champagne,  chablis,  and  stout.  Plenty  of 
water  in  the  River  Kede.  Proposed  to  take  it. 
All  very  well,  only  scheme  will  interfere  with 
convenience  oi  the  salmon,  who  riot  in  the  Rede. 
SktoiT'Karr,  late  of  the  Northern  Circuit,  is 
trustee  of  one  of  the  riparian  owners.  Petitioned 
against  Bill  when  before  Lords.  Opnosition  un- 
availing. Much  expected  from  Lords,  but 
proved,  as  riparian  owner  bitterly  said,  **  a 
broken  Rede." 

Now  Setok-Earr,  producing  brief,  addresses 
Commons  at  stupendous  length,  hoping  to  induce 
1  hem  to  save  the  salmon.  Budget  BiU  waiting  ; 
important  Amendment  and  Division  pending; 
but  Seion-Earr,  like  the  River  Rede,  flows  on. 

He  chatters  over  stony  ways, 
In  little  sharps  and  trebles ; 

He  bubbles  into  eddying  bays, 
And  babbles  on  the  pebbles. 

Tim  Hsalt  made  first  attempt  to  dam  him. 
Suddenly  dropped  rock  in  level  flow  of  his 
argument  in  form  of  objection  that,  being 
pecuniarily  interested  in  question,  he  was  not 
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oompetent'to  advooate  the  cause 
in  House  of  Ck>minon8.  8etov- 
KuLBf  just  about  to  land  a  fresh 
salmon  in  the  way  of  concluding 
argument,  sat  down  amazed  at 
Tim's  temerity.  Speakeb  never 
taken  aback,  even  by  Tnc 
Healt,  drew  nice  distinotion. 
In  circumstances,  Seton-Eabb 
was,  he  said,  quite  in  order  in 
pleading  cause  of  his  cHents; 
out  if  Motion  pressed  to  Divi- 
sion, he  would  not  be  able  to 
vote. 

Stream  flowed  on  again;  at 
last  ran  dry;  whereupon  R\n- 
tictu  JExpectana  appeared  in 
person  of  Squire  of  Malwooi), 
who  forthwith  belaboured  the 
astonished  fisherman  with  vigour 
that  took  aw^  what  was  Idtt  of 
his  breath.  When  recovered,  he 
proposed  to  exoend  it  in  further 
speech.  Callea  to  order ;  Ques- 
tion put  from  Chair;  Spsaxeb 
declared  Amendment  negatived : 
Setoit-Kaer  wildly  clamoured 
for  Division;  Members  near  tried 
to  stop  him. 

"I  think  the  Ayes  have  it," 
said  Speaker  for  third  time, 
fixing  the  hapless  fisherman  with 
glittering  eye.  Seton-Earr 
feebly  flapped  his  arms  as  a 
salmon  landed  on  the  bank  of 
the  rustling  Rede  shakes  its  fins 
in  final  protect  against  the  whole 
proceeding.  But  no  sound  issued 
from  his  parched  lips,  and  New- 
castle will  have  its  water  supply. 

Dull  hours  of  debate  in  Com- 
mittee on  Budget  varied  by 
bright  fliash  cast  over  soene  by 
Prince  Arthub.  Been  absent 
during  dinner-time,  shut  up  in 
privacy  of  room.  Comforted  by 
a  cursonr  chop,  sustained  by  a 
flagon  ot  the  bubbling  Salutaris, 
surrounded  by  musty  treatises  on  Probate  Duty,  the  Law  of  Succession, 
the  range  of  Mortmain,  the  young  but  austere  statesman  passed  a  soli- 
tary hour.  Came  into  House  whilst  Courtney  was  speakine  ]  followed 
him  with  genial  compliment  upon  exceptional  power  of  nis  speech. 
The  incentive  of  being  at  loggerneads  with  the  purty  he  formerly  acted 
with  usually  sustained  him.  Now,  enjoying  the  luxury  of  bmng  at 
loggerheads  with  both  parties,  he  surpajBsed  himself.  So  did  Prince 
Arthur,  his  brilliant  speech,  just  crossing  the  limits  of  half  an  hour, 
infudng  life  into  the  saddening  scene,  causing  the  dead  bones  of  the 
Budget  debate  to  rattle  into  hilarious  life.  If  preparation  severe, 
the  result  more  than  repaid  the  stem  self-sacrifice. 

Btmneas  done.—Not  much.    Some  hours  in  Committee  on  Budget 

Thur$daj/.— To  say  that  butter  wouldn't  melt  in  mouth  of  Squire 
OF  Malwood  when,  just  now,  he  rose  to  move  Resolution  appro- 
priating remaining  tune  of  Session  for  public  business,  would  be 
quite  inadequate  representation  of  fact  Remark,  moreover,  irrele- 
vant Why  should  butter  melt  in  any  man's  mouth,  or  whv  should 
it  forbear  ?  Apart  from  that  not  delectable  illustration,  tneca  was 
dangerous  beniguity  in  Squire's  mood  as  he  stood  at  the  tabled  He 
had  no  complaint  to  make  of  the  past,  nor  imputation  to  oast 
upon  anyone's  probable  conduct  in  the  future.  Some  people  might 
be  disposed  to  say  hard  things  about  a  blameless  Opposition.  Not 
he.  All  he  wanted  was  possession  of  the  fragments  of  time  hitherto 
left  at  disposition  of  private  Members. 

So  apprehensive  was  the  Squirb  of  importing  any  trace  of  truou- 
lenoe  into  his  manner,  that  he  dropped  his  voice  to  whisper  that 
barely  reached  across  the  table.  Members  behind,  more  especiallv 
those  below  the  Gangway,  could  not  hear.  Angry  shouts  of  "  Spealc 
up  I "  ruffled  the  quiet  scene.  The  Squire's  tace,  as  he  tum^  to 
face  this  tumult,,  was  a  study  of  meekness  that  might  be  done  justice 
to  only  by  an  artist  in  stained  glass,  whose  masterpiece  is  set  in  quiet 
nook  of  country  church.  For  Ids  part  the  Squire  could  not  under- 
stand any  mood  less  placid  than  that  of  a  lily-strewn  pond,  nor  any 
impulse  to  raise  the  voice  above  that  attoned  to  benediction. 

^  That 's  all  very  well,"  said  fiaron  Ferdt.  **  A  voice  soft  and 
low  is  a  beautiful  thing  in  woman.  In  Leader  of  House  of  Commons 
it's  a  little  embarrassing,  especially  for  a  modest  man  like  me,  who 


NECESSITY   THE    MOTHER   OF    INVENTION. 

{A  Suggestion  in  view  of  another  Cab  Strike,) 


instinctively  takes  his  pkoe  on 
a  back  bench.  Half  the  time 
when  the  Squire  is  speakiiig  at 
the  table  we  in  this  part  of 
House  catch  a  word  only  \an 
and  there,  and  we  can't  afford 
to  lose  a  syllable  of  hia  uttered 
speech." 

A^  good  deal  in  this.  Sboe 
Session  opened  Squibk,  as  he 
describes  himself,  atandinv 
between  rival  friends  and  imited 
foes,  overwhelmed  by  the  kind- 
ness of  one  and  devoured  by  ^e 
other,  has  fallen  into  the  habit 
of  pitching  his  voice  in  a  key 
that  does  not  carry  it  farther 
than  across  the  table,  leayiog 
other  parts  of  House  distraught 

That  however  by  the  way. 
To-night  the  Squirb  disarmed 
Opposition  at  ihe  outset 
Wliole  thing  managed  so  wdl 
that  debate  closed  bdore  dinner, 
and  the  Squire  got  allheaskei 

£unne88  dcm^.—Bemainioir 
period  of  Session  appropriated 
for  public  business. 

Friday.—''  Don't  hear  much 
now  of  Ellis  Ashmeab- 
Bartlett  (Knight)"  said 
Wilfrid  Lawson,  looking 
across  at  Front  OppositioQ 
Bench.  ''But  it's  always  a 
comfort  to  me  to  find  bim  tit- 
ting  there  with  arms  folded, 
legs  crossed,  and  on  bis  face 
a  look  of  grave  sospicioQ  of 
the  Government." 

"Why  does  he  always  at 
with  his  legs  crossed '["'asked 
the  Member  for  Sari,  ever 
eager  for  information. 
~*  'Tis  a  knightly  attitude," 
said  Sir  Wilfrid.  "You'll 
see  it  on  the  tombs  in  ancieat 
churches.  It  shows  that  he  i 
either  been  to  the  Crusades,  or  is  going." 

**  I  hope  he  hasn't  been,"  said  the  Member  for  Sark,  with  a  far- 
away look  in  his  eyes. 

BuainesB  c^^.— Assault  on  Matabele  settlement  repulsed  by  21S 
votes  against  52. 

TO  ANY  BOY-POET  OF  THE  DECADENCE. 

(Showing  curious  reversal  of  epigram — '*  La  nature  V  a  fait  sanglieT ;  la 
civilisation  ta  riduU  d  Vital  de  cochon,**) 

But  my  good  little  man,  you  have  made  a  mistake 

If  you  really  are  pleased  to  suppose 
That  the  Thames  is  alight  with  the  lyrics  you  make ; 

We  could  all  do  the  same  if  we  chose. 

From  Solomon  down,  we  may  read,  as  we  run. 

Of  the  ways  of  a  man  and  a  maid ; 
There  is  nothing  that 's  new  to  us  under  the  sun, 

And  certainly  not  in  the  shade. 

The  erotic  affairs  that  you  fiddle  aloud 

Are  as  vulgar  as  coin  of  the  mint ; 
And  you  merely  distinguish  yourself  from  the  crowd 

By  the  fact  that  you  put  'em  in  print. 

Y'ou  're  a  'prentice,  my  boy,  in  the  primitive  stage, 

And  you  itch,  like  a  boy,  to  confess : 
When  you  know  a  bit  more  of  the  arts  of  the  age 

You  will  probably  talk  a  bit  less. 

For  your  dull  little  vices  we  don't  care  a  fig. 

It  is  this  that  we  deeply  deplore ; 
You  were  cast  for  a  common  or  usual  pig, 

But  you  play  the  invincible  bore. 


Query.— Is  every  Knight  of  the  Bath  bound  to  provide  his  own 
soap?    Likewise  towels  ?     r^.  ...      ..     (  ^C\C\n\{> 

.^Z^.... Digitjg.odhy  V;jV;V^^|Vb. ■ 
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MANNERS   AND   CUSTOMS. 

{Being  a  Serie$  of  Ptivaie  Letters  on  theee  and  other  Subjeets.) 

No.    VI,— Fbom  the   Hon.    Victor  Matdsw  to  hw   Brothrr, 
Captain  thb  Hon.  Harold  Matdiw,  24th  Lanorbs,  Natal 

AND  MlUTART  ClUB,   LoNDON. 

Mt  dear  Harold,  Hotel  Meuriee,  Paris.  Jan,  6,  189—. 

I  needn't  tell  you  how  sorry  I  am  to  hear  of  all  your  troubles. 
At  the  same  time,  I  ^m  aincerely  glad  you  wrote  to  me.  Of  course  I 
will  help  you.  I  haye  written  to  Jaques  and  Newbold  to  arrange 
everything  for  you  up  to  £1500.  If  you  will  pay  them  a  visit  at 
their  offioe  in  Frederick's  Plaoe,  Old  Jewry,  B.C.,  and  give  them  all 
the  necessary  information  as  to  names,  amounts,  &c.,  you'U  find 
the^  'U  settle  the  whole  business  for  you  ever  so  much  more  quicklv 
ana  cheaply  than  you  could  do  it  personally.  Your  debts  *'  of  honour" 
yoia  wilL  I  presume,  like  to  settle  yoursetf.  I  don't  speak  of  those, 
bat  of  the  dgar  gentlemen,  the  *^  bookies,"  and  the  Hebrew  with 
the  plural  name  of  Abrahams.  Don't  you  try  to  deal  with  him. 
Leave  that  job  to  Mr.  Jaques,  who  knows  a  trick  or  two  of  fence,  and 
can  pink  even  so  clever  a  swordsman  with  the  most  perfect  neatness, 
propriety,  and  despatch.  And,  after  all,  Abrahams  is  a  *' difficulty," 
for  all  his  hair-oily  affectation  of  bonhomie,  and  pretence  at  reckless, 
spendthrift,  dashing 
hkbits.  When  I  see 
him  driving  about  in 
his  smart  Victoria, 
drawn  by  two  spank- 
ing bays,— well,  no 
matter, — I  am  con- 
tent to  be  afoot,  and 
need  I  say,  that,  had 
I  the  honour  ox  his 
peraonal  acquaintance, 
I  should  salute  him 
far  more  respectfully 
than  do  my  Lord  Thu 
and  Sir  Something 
That,  who  are  so 
deeply  indebted  to 
him. 

You'll  find  old 
Jaques  a  first-class 
man.  He's  just  as 
dever  as  a  man  can 
well  be.  He'U  see 
through  you,  and  sum 
you  up,  and  jot  down 
your  little  total  on  his 
mental  tablets  before 
you  've  been  with  him 
two  minutes;  and 
with  all  his  cleverness 
he  is  simply  one  of  the 
kindest  and  best  men 
in  the  world.  Books 
are  his  chief  delight^ 
books,  and  the  society 


«*  Purple  with  Laughter." 


of  his  friends.  If  you  want  to  know  what  laughter  means,  wait  till 
you  hear  him  tell  a  story.  There's  no  effort  about  it  It  begins 
quite  quietly,  and  suddenly  fixes  your  attention  by  a  ouaint  inversion 
or  a  Inright  flash  of  the  unexpected.  Then,  when  he  has  got  his 
hearers  with  him,  away  he  goes,  dragging  them  after  him  in  the 
wildest  gallops  of  a  humorous  fancy,  until,  with  a  masterstroke  of 
memory  (or  invention),  he  plunges  you,  souse,  head-over-ears  into 
helpless  laughter.  When  you  've  seen  nim,  tu  m*en  diras  des  nouvelles. 
My  dear  old  Harold,  when  I  started  this  letter,  I  meant  to  preach 
to  you  one  of  the  very  finest  and  most  paternal  sermons  ever  deliTcred, 
but  the  heads  of  the  discourse  seem  to  have  escaped  me.  Still  I  can't 
let  you  off  altogether.  Hang  it,  man,  you 're  no  longer  a  mere  boy.  If 
the  family  Bible  tells  the  truth,  you '  ve  begun  your  twenty-ninth  year, 
and  if  various  public  documents  are  to  be  believed  you  nave  alresdy 
taken  and  given  some  hard  knocks  on  behalf  of  your  country  in  various 
African  and  Asiatic  battlefields.  Is  a  man  like  you,  two  fine,  full- 
blooded,  hearty,  straight-forward  unaffected  yards  ox  humanity,  with 
a  good  position  and  a  briUiant  record  to  his  name,  is  such  a  man  to  be 
for  ever  the  boon  companion  of  gamblers  and  fools,  a  mere  mass  of 

aueezable  material  ready  for  the  money-lender's  grasping  fingers  ? 
y  dear  boy,  if  you  were  to  be  asked  that  ^estion  about  anyone  else 
you  'd  laugh  in  derision  of  the  mere  idea,  i  ou  can  laugh  now,  if  you 
Uke,  when  I  ask  you  the  question  about  yourself—but  when  you  have 
done  laughing  just  pull  yourself  together  and  reflect.  Heaven  knows 
we  're  none  of  us  perfect,  not  even  the  most  middle-aged  of  us,  but 
after  all  there  are  some  follies  that  simply  jump  to  the  eyes  and 
declare  themselves  as  Mrfect  follies,  made  ad  unguem.ta  our  old  Head 
Master  used  to  say.  Tor  a  man  like  you  to  waste  himself  is  one  of 


these  smooth  and  completed  follies.    Besides,  think  of  it,  we  haven't  t 
got  by  uiy  means  too  many  promisingsoldiers  to  be  the  Marlboroughs ' 
and  the  Wellingtons  of  the  future.    You  are  out  out  by  Nature  to  be 
a  great  soldier,  a  leader  of  men,  to  give  a  new  and  brilliant  distinction 
to  our  name.    Don't  check  yourself  almost  at  the  very  start. 

There,  that 's  enough  of  preaching.  Off  goes  the  surplice,  never.  > 
I  hope,  to  be  donned  again  before  the  same  frateimal  congregation  ox  ' 
one.  I  shall  be  back  in  London  in  a  week's  time,  and  we  will  then  : 
have  a  great  talk,  and  settle  all  that  is  outstanding  in  our  own ' 
affairs  and  in  those  of  the  universe. 

I  have  had  a  delightful  time  here.  The  weather  has  been  bright, 
and  positively  warm,  and  I  have  gone  my  usual  round  of  theatres  and 
restaurants.  Paul  de  Chaumont  is  here^  and  has  done  the  honours , 
of  his  beautiful  city  l^e  the  prince  he  is.  There  is  somethiiig  in 
Paris,  in  its  broad  and  airy  streets,  in  the  brightness  of  its  shop- 
windows,  and,  above  all,  in  the  cheerful  and  unaffected  gaiety  and 
good-humour  of  the  people,  rich  and  poor,  which  always  acts  on  me 
like  the  sound  of  running  water  on  a  hot  day— gives  me  a  sense  of 
refreshment  and  repose.  These  people  don't  hate  us,  whatever  the 
blusterers  on  Doth  sides  may  say  or  do.  Who  can  be  angry  with 
them  if  they  now  and  then  resent  our  burly,  over-fed,  beef-and-beer 
assumption  of  an  incontestable  superiontyP  Don't  we  paj  them 
back  by  our  allusions  to  tiger-monkeys,  and  an  immoral  society  and 

literature  P  For  my- 
self, I  can  assure  you 
that  I  never  meet  any- 
where else  with  such 
simple  courtesy  and 
good-will  from  all  as 
I  do  here.  To  be  an 
Englishman  seems  to 
be  a  passport  to  their 
hospitality  and  friend- 
ship. 

By  the  way,  at  the 
Palms  Royal  last  mfht 
I  saw  lu*.  and  Mrs. 
YENABLEStboth  purplc 
wiUi  laughter  at  one 
of  the  riskiest  situa- 
tions ever  put  upon 
the  French  stage. 
What  pinks  of  sdemn 
propriety  are  the 
Venablbs  pair  in 
London^  how  perfectly 
British,  how  out- 
wardly respectable, 
how  decorously  dull 
are  all  their  habits 
and  their  belongings. 
Only  a  fortnight  affo 
Ybnables  was  made 
president  of  some 
league  or  other  for 
elevating  the  moral 
standard  of  the  lower 
classes.  How  furiously 
he  inveighed  on  that  occasion  against  **  the  licence  which,  like  a 
cankerworm,  has  eaten  it*s  way  into  the  heart  of  the  French  nation, 
has  blasted  their  drama,  destroyed  their  literature,  and  shaken  the 
foundations  of  their  social  edilioe."  The  metaphors  were  mixed, 
but  they  were  received  with  tremendous  applause  by  his  fellow- 
leaguers.  And  now  behold  Yenables  paying  his  money  like  any 
Frenchman  to  see  a  Palais  Royal  faroe,  and  laughing  till  I  thought 
his  white  lie  would  be  shaken  off  his  collar.  Well,  well ! 
Farewell,  my  dear  boy  I    Keep  your  pecker  up ! 

Ever  your  affectionate  brother,       Victor. 


Mrs.  R.  on  thb  Oxford  Trouble.— Mrs.  R.  on  the  Ch.  Ch.  dis- 
turbances u  inclined  to  side  with  the  College  Dons  in  their  recent 
treatment  of  the  undergraduates  accused  of  being  riotous.  **  Of 
course,"  says  our  old  friend,  **  I  don't  quite  understand  these  matters, 
but  when  1  hear  of  a  set  of  young  men,  members  of  some  Bullying 
Club,  which  name  is  enough  to  condemn  them,  getting  together  and 
painting,  perhaps  tarring  and  feathering  too,  a  helpless  feUbw-student 
of  the  name  of  Tom  Quad,  then  I  must  say  it  seems  to  me  time  for  the 
authorities  to  inleifere.  On  the  other  hand,  I  must  say  that  I  think 
the  custom,  still  permitted,  of  hunting  undergraduates  with  trained 
bull- dogs  seems  to  me  to  be  a  relic  of  barbarous  times  that  ought  to 
be  discontinued."       ___^^__________ 

Maximums    and    MnraiUMS.— The    Armour-plated-BuUet-proo 
Cuirafts  is  resulting  in  **  a  pretty  How-de-Dowe  '^!    Some  people  are 
making  queer-asses  of  themselyes  over  the  matter. 
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UPPISH ! 

Stable  Lad  {on  Ovtsider  shatring  tempa-  at  the  Post),  **  Did  heyrr  hanybopy  see  the  likes  o*  sich  Conduo'  f    Where  's  tee 
Modesty  ?    Why,  one  'ould  think  yer  was  the  bloomin'  Faiveit'  ! " 


A  TALE  FOR  THE  CABMEN. 

{A  Story  to  he  Read  at  a  Shelter  Gathering,) 

Thers  was  once  a  driver  who  had  a  cab  and  horse.  And  he  used 
to  take  them  out,  and  was  very  civil,  and  obtained  many  a  fare. 
And  he  was  pleased  with  the  result.  In  those  days  omnibuses  were 
costlv,  and  the  Metropolitan  and  District  Railways  were  things  of 
the  future. 

And,  as  the  years  passed,  the  cabman  came  to  the  conclusion 
that  he  would  make  more  money  by  striking.  So  he  left  his  cab 
in  the  yard,  and  put  his  horse  in  the  stable.  Then  he  looked  at 
the  Public. 

**  The  Public  will  find  it  an  awful  nuisance,"  he  observed ;  **  and 
soon  will  be  brought  to  their  senses." 

But  the  Public  seemed  disinclined  to  become  rational.  On  the  con- 
trary, thev  expressed  satisfaction  that  there  should  be  so  much  less 
traffic  in  the  streets,  and  rejoiced  exceedingly. 

Then  the  cabman,  noticing  that  the  Metropolitan  and  District 
Railways  had  become  cheaper,  raised  his  fares. 

**That  will  bring  the  Public  to  their  senses"  he  exclaimed. 
**  When  thev  find  that  they  cannot  have  my  cat)  without  paying 
more  money  there  will  be  quite  a  competition  to  enter  its  doors." 

But  again  the  cabman  was  out  in  his  reckoning.  The  Public 
refused  to  natronise  cabs  because  these  vehicles  were  dearer  and 
underground  railways  cheaper. 

"  Ah,  I  know  what  I  will  do  now,"  observed  the  cabman^  when  the 

raise  my 


•I  will 


omnibuses  and  tram-cars  also  lowered  their  fares ; 
rate  per  mile  even  higher." 

But  once  again  the  Public  failed  to  see  the  necessity  of  the 
cabman's  action.  Then  the  driver  of  the  horse  in  the  oaD  became 
very  melancholy,  and  asked  an  old  friend  for  advioe. 

**  Why,  learn  that  demand  commands  supply,  and  that  the  more 
you  try  to  charge  the  less  you  will  surely  get.  Do  not  forget  that 
two  and  two  make  four,  and  that  anyone  who  says  they  are  either 
three  or  five  is  a  very  faulty  counsellor." 

And  the  cabman  (very  properly)  thanked  Mr,  Punch  for  his 
excellent  advice,  and  attonpted  to  follow  it. 


AT   THE   HAYKABKET. 

{By  on  AmHtiotu  Mymeeter.) 

Ah  I  could  I  write  in  triolets 
I  'd  hymn -a  Bunch  of  Violets. 
Sayshallltry?    Yes!  try!    Olet's! 

In  praise  of  Mistress  Trie  !    0  let  *s 
Play  sweetly  on  the  viol !  let's 
Sing  *  *  (here  dry  up  my  triolets  I ) 


QUEER  QUERIES. 


The  Silver  Streak. — What  is  this  ridiculous  plan  of  a  bridge 
across  the  Straits  of  Dover  ?  Gould  anything  be  more  absurd— unless 
it  were  the  other  schemes  of  a  tunnel,  a  steam  ferry,  or  a  tubular 
railway  ?  I  am  glad  to  see  that  the  Prince  of  Monaco  knocks  the 
bridge  idea  into  a  cocked  hat  in  this  month's  FortnighUy.  He  shows 
ihat  an  ironclad  colliding  with  the  bridge  would  break  the  bank,  so 
to  speak ;  and  of  course  anybody  on  the  bridge  at  the  time  would 
come  a  croupier.— a  cropper,  I  mean.  No ;  the  only  really  practical 
scheme  is  one  I  nave  patented.  What  is  the  objection  to  the  tunnel  P 
That  it  goes  underground.  What  to  a  ferry  ?  That  it  goes  on  the 
water.  Well,  then,  the  only  element  left  is  the  air,  and  my  plan  is 
to  use  that.  All  you  have  to  do  is  to  moor  a  sufficient  nunfber  of 
captive  balloons  to  buoys,  connect  the  baUoons  witii  pulleys,  and  then 
you  just  step  from  one  to  another  tiU  you  get  across.  What  could  be 
simpler  Y  Now,  will  some  millionaire  kindly  supply  me  with  oapital 
to  carry  out  this  design  ?— Ballooii atic. 


Accouktiho  for  It.— a  note  in  the  P,  M,  O,  last  Friday  in- 
formed us  that  **The  Parisians  pay  only  one  shilling  and  eleven 
p<  nee  per  head  for  their  water,  compared  with  four  shillings  and 
fouri>ence  per  head  which  we  pay  in  London."  Certainly,  the  water 
here  is  high-priced,  but  in  Paris  it  is  and  must  always  he  Veau, 
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MUTUAL   CONFIDENCES. 

[In  a  recent  ease  it  wai  diiooTered  that  the  Secretary  of  the  A.  Co.  and  the 
Managing  Director  of  the  B.  Co.,  to  whom  he  wrote  to  confirm  a  rerbal 
arrangement,  were  one  and  the  Bame  person !] 

iVom  the  Prime  MinisUr  to  the  Owner  of  '^Ladas" 
My  dsab  Pb-xb-ss,— a  day  or  two  ago  when  I  saw  you  I  promised 
to  write  yoa  in  any  erent  after  June  6.    I'm  delighted  to  think 

that  I  oan  now  con^tolate  yon  with 
all  my  heart  on  winning  the  Derby, 
on  what  will,  of  course,  be  known 
henceforth  as  Primrose  Day.  I  read 
somewhere  or  other  that  you  were 
up  at  six  in  the  morning  to  see  vour 
horse— indeed  a  **  good"  one— nave 
its  morning  gallop.  I  need  hardly 
tell  you  that  tne  cares  of  State  would 
not  permit  of  my  doing  that,  but  I 
own  that  I  managed  to  slip  away  in 
the  afternoon  to  go  down  to  Epsom. 
It  was,  indeed,  a  day  of  days.  Shall 
I  confess  that  I  oauf ht  some  of  the  excitement  of  the  moment, 
and  that  I  watched,  afinost  breathless,  the  struggle  between  Ladaa 
and  Matchbox  f  When  I  saw  that  you  had  won,Tdeclare  to  you  that 
I  was  as  pleased  as  if  I  had  won  myself.    Can  I  say  more  P 

Yours  devotedly,  E-s-b-et, 

P.S.— I  assume  you  will  run  Ladas  for  the  ^'  Jubilee  Stakes  "  ? 

From  the  Owner  of  **  Ladcu"  to  the  Prime  MinisUr. 

Mr  DSAB  R-s-B-BT,  —  Your  letter  of  congratulation  was  as 
welcome  as  it  was  unexpected.  It  was,  indeed,  und  of  jou,  even  for 
such  a  lifelong  friend  as  mjself,  to  find  time,  amidst  all  your 
worries,  to  come  to  see  what  did  not,  I  am  sure,  interest  you,  except 
for  the  fact  that  a  horse  of  mine  was  runnine.  Yes,  I  am  very 
proud  of  Lada9—^  dasdoal  name,  that  securea  a  classic  race.  By 
the  way,  if  he 's  of  any  use  to  you  ^litically.  pray  oommand  me. 
What  about  riding  back  to  power  again  on  his  bsick  r  After  all,  you 
might  come  back  in  many  a  worse  fashion.  Ladae,  at  all  events,  nas 
broken  no  pledges,  and  knows  how  to  run  straight.  Treat  him,  my 
dear  E-s-b-bt,  as  if  he  were  your  own  horse.  I  would  do  this  for 
no  one  else ;  but  you  have  such  special  claims  on  the  favour  of 

Yours  alwavs,  Pb-xb-se. 

P.S.— Have  you  heard  the  new  proverb  ?  **  The  Nonconformist 
Conscience  doth  make  cowards  of  us  aU."  This  may  seem  irrelevant, 
but  I  think  you  'U  see  the  connection. 


A  YACHT  KACE. 


{By  a  Landsman,) 

I  EXPECT  down  at  Qravesend  the  rain  will  begin,  and  we  shall  be 
drenched.  Absurd  thing  to  go  out  on  a  beastly,  chilly,  draughty 
steamer  in  June  I  Much  better  sit  by  the  fire  at 
home.  Well,  here  we  are.  Let 's  hurry  on  board, 
and  get  somewhere  in  shelter.  Why,  there's  ^e 
sun  coming  out  I  It 's  almost  warm.  We '11  sit  here 
out  of  the  crowd,  and  imagine  it's  summer-time. 
What 's  that  you  say  ?  Go  over  there,  and  stand 
in  that  mass  of  i)eoi>leP  What  for?  Oh,  to  see 
the  start  AU  right,  if  you  want.  This  is  a  squash. 
What  are  they  all  staring  at?  Where's  the 
starting-place  r  Why  do  we  keep  on  going  round 
and  round,  and  whydo  the  yachts  keep  on  going 
round  and  round  P  What 's  a  **  topsle  "  r  I  never 
can  understand  this  sort  of  thing.  You  say  you 
don't  Uke  the  shape  of  those  boughs.  What  boughs  ? 
I  can't  see  a  tree  anywhere.  Don't  you  try  to 
gammon  me.  You  yachting  chaps  always  think  a 
fellow  who  doesn't  understand  all  about  it  is  simply  an  idiot. 
But  I  see  through  your  little  game. 

Hullo  I  That  absurd  pop- gun  made  me  jump.  So  they're  off. 
Why  is  everyone  rushing  downstairs  ?  Lunch,  eh  ?  Excellent  idea. 
This  fresh  air  does  give  one  an  appetite.  What 's  the  matter  now  ? 
Want  to  go  upstairs  again?  Why,  we've  only  just  come  down! 
You  go,  and  I '11  follow  when  I've  finished.  Oh,  here  you  are? 
What's  up  now?  ^^£ritannia*s  leading"  you  say.  Where's 
Britannia  r  Sounds  like  a  circus  procession.  Only  there  she 's  last. 
Don't  you  try  to  gammon  me  with  your  patriotic,  poetic  rot.  Oh. 
you  mean  a  boat !  It 's  leading,  is  sne—I  mean,  she  ^s  leading,  is  it  r 
Come  and  fetch  me  if  anything  happens.  1*11  have  a  smoke. 
There's  a  jolly  comfortable  seat  over  mere.  Hullo,  here  you  are 
again !    A  mouse  P    Where  is  it.    Out  in  the  water  P    None  of  your 

chaff!    Mice  don't  swim  miles  away £hP    Oh.  I  See!    It's  the 

name  of  that  lumpy  sort  of  red  boat  over  there.    Of  course.    Very 
interesting.    I  say  I    How  many  mice  are  there,  or  mouses,  or  what- 


ever you  call  them  P  We  've  passed  several,  first  one  side,  then  the 
other.  It's  the  same  one.  ehP  ** Tacking''  you  caQ  it?  I  new 
could  understand  these  things.  I  'm  going  downstairs  to  get  a 
whisky  and  soda.  Still  staring  through  that  glass  of  yours?  Ex- 
citing race  is  it  P  Of  course.  1  can  just  see  something  white  oyer 
there.  Fiveo'dock.  Good  idea.  Afternoon  tea.  This  fresh  air  does 
give  one  an  appetite.  Waiter,  bring  some  more  cake.  What'i  bs 
say  P  "  Do  you  mean  it,  Sir  P ''  Of  course  I  do.  Ha,  ha !  Fa«etiou 
waiter.  Give  him  an  extra  tip  for  his  respectful  chaff.  Why,  here 
we  are  back  at  Gravesendl  There  it  comes.  Which  is  it-abe, 
I  mean  P  Still  Britannia.  Oh  well,  she 's  won.  anyhow.  Whit's 
that  you  say  P  '*  Can't  tell  yet"  Why,  man  alive,  isn't  she  first? 
Do  you  mean  to  say  that  little  bit  of  a  ooat  miles  behind  there  osa 
beat  her  now  P  Don*t  you  try  to  gammon  me.  **  Allowance,"  you 
say  ?  Oh,  of  course  I  make  some  allowance  for  the  little  boat,  sod 
I  think  it 's  beastly  hard  on  it— on  her,  I  mean.  But  then  ihe 
shouldn't  try  to  race  with  a  boat  five  times  its  size.  Well,  we 'ye 
had  a  very  jolly  day,  and  I  should  have  been  perfectly  happy  if  yon 
hadn't  fioeetted  ^uite  so  much  about  those  yachts.  I  never  can 
understand  the  things.  We're  just  back  in  time  fordiuier.  The 
fresh  air  does  give  one  an  appetite.    Good-bye  I 


THE    OPERA-GOER'S    DIARY. 

Tuesday. — **In  consequence  of  many  requests,"  said  Sir  Deubio- 
LAirus  Oferaticus  in  his  programme,  ^*  that  Madame  Mxlba  should 
appear  in  Doiqzetti's  Lucia  "—why  so  she  does,  and  here  she  ii 
delighting  everyone,  and  enooitd  in  ereij 
scene.  Lucia  comes  out  as  fresh  as  erer  it 
did.  Only  get  the  right  people  in  the  li^t 
parts,  and  there's  life  in  all  the  old  Opeiai 
that  have  had  a  brilliant  career.  A  oomet 
appears,  startles  us  with  its  brilliancy,  tho, 
having  made  its  mark,  it  retires  into  spsoe 
for  a  hundred  years  or  so,  and  then  reapjpeszs 
brighter  than  ever.  Signor  lonao  Coia 
was  an  excellent  ^r^tiro— of  couru  A«  would 
be— and  Signor  W.  Bsdvschi,  as  Edgard^, 
pleased  a  full  and  enthusiastic  house.  A 
Ughtfvoice  has  Beduschi,  to  be  known  hence- 
forth as  Feather-Bed-vschi.  The  seasoa 
may  be  sorry,  temperature  treacherous,  csb- 
stnke  contemptible,  everybody  anywhere  sad 
money  nowhere,  yet  does  the  Opom  attrtet, 
and  anything  like  a  bad  house  seems  to  be 
quite  an  exception  to  the  rule.  Merry 
Mancikelli  conducted,  and  ohxavA  was 
consdentiouB  and  capitaJ.  So  **  I  lore  mv 
love  with  an  *  L'  because  she's  Lucia"  and 
I  congratulate  Sir  D.  0.  with  an  M  because  of  Mblba. 

Wednesdaf/^the  Derby  Night. — House  must  have  lost  on  the 
race,  as  it  looked  rather  poor.  Audience  unenthusiastio.  Everybody 
present  talking  of  Ladas.  Mslba  excellent,  but  couldn't  stroggb 
against  general  depression  of  Derby  Night.  FLAngoN  perfect  as 
Mephistopheles ;  but  general  impression  seemed  to  be  that  no  one  in 
the  nouse,  on  the  staffe  or  off  it,  had  backed  the  winner.  Maflb 
applause,  but  no  enthusiasm,  and  no  encores  **  taken  or  offered"; 
probably  losers  on  race  among  audience  considerately  felt  to 
i^bable  losers  on  stage,  and  thought  they  had  no  notes  to  qwe. 
Hence  no  encores.  BEVioNAia  bothered,  but  bold.  Outside  no  oabs. 
Everyone  ex|)ectinff  that,  as  Sir  Dbfbiolahus  had  addressed  a  cab- 
drivers'  meeting,  there  would  be  a  plentiful  supply  of  four-wheden 
and  Hansoms.  But  Hansoms  doing  the  un-lumiwme  thing,  and  not 
there  to  take  ladies.  Sir  Dbuexolaiots,  it  was  said,  had  at  one  time 
thought  of  putting  Omnibus  Box  at  disposition  of  habitu^s^  bat 
proposal  negatived  oy  Operatic  Committee. 

Friday.— 11  striking  cabmen  not  to  be  found  outside  Opera,  very 
striking  Carmen  to  be  seen  and  heard  within.  Madame  CiLVi 
admiraole  as  ever  as  the  heroine.  Monsieur  Albers  good  as  EseO' 
miiio,  the  Tor^adored  One,  and  Signor  Cossi&a.  passable  as  Doa 
Jos4.    Bbviovani  brilliant,  carefully  conducting  oraerly  orchestra. 

Saturday.— Rigoletto  witli  Madame  Melba  "by  special  desire,"  to 
quote  Sir  DRUEiOLAirvs's  **  no-charge  nrogramme.''^  And  the  com- 
bination was  irresistible.  House  crowded  in  every  part,  no  fnrtiier 
room  in  the  stalls,  boxes  with  full  ocHnjplement  of  spectators.  Madame 
Melba  in  admirable  voice.  Calls  atter  erery  fall  of  the  cnrtaiii, 
aocompaaied  with  basket  of  ohdce  flowers.  This  last,  of  course,  m- 
tendea  for  heroine  of  the  evening.  Received  with  becoming  gratitude, 
MadameMELBA supported  with  excellenteffect  by  MUcBaxtkbheisizb 


as  Giovanni,  and  tfUe.  GiULiA  <Eavogli  aa  ifaddalena.  Wicked 
Duke  by  Signor  De  LroA,  and  the  double-lifed  dwarf  by  Signer 
Akcona,  both  first  rate.  In  fact  everything  as  it  should  be.  Oiuy  draw- 
back getting  home  without  sufficiency  ^  cabs.  Cabby  still  out  of 
sight— site  m  Covent  Garden  included, 


Lioogh 
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X    LA   MODE    DE   1830. 

CHABinyo  Parisienne,  you  have  selected 

This  funny  fashion  ot  dressing  your  hair ; 
Since  with  Pan  mille  huit  cent  trenie  it's  connected 
Tou  are  convinced  that  it  makes  yon  more  fair. 
Pretty  ears  cachSe*  ; 
J' en  suis  trh-fdchS^ 
What  a  bad  rhyme  1    But  perhaps  you  won't  care. 


Charming  Parisienne,  now  that  your  brother 

Chokes  in  a  necktie  wound  twice  round  his  throat, 
You  have  been  doubtless  impelled  to  Uiis  other 
Mode  of  that  date  upon  which  vou  all  doat. 
Pretty  ears  cacniea : 
Vous  avez  tdch^ 
Thus  to  bring  back  to  us  days  so  remote. 

Cliarming  Parisienne,  surely  a  bonnet, 

Coal-scuttle  shaped,  more  consistent  would  be ; 
Hair  dressed  like  yours  should  no  doubt  have  upon  it 
Chapeau  to  hide  you  completely  from  me. 
Pretty  ears  cachies ; 
Papief'tnache 
They  might  be  made  of  for  all  we  can  see. 


UUEER  QUERIES. 


FowL-LAW.—  I  see  that  a  Magistrate  told  a  complainant  the  other 
day  that  there  was  **  no  remedy*'  for  the  nuisance  of  a  crowing  cook 
next  door,  and  that  the  only  course  was  to  **  appeal  to  the  sense  of 
propriety  "  of  the  owner.  Is  this  good  law  P  Would  it  not  be  better 
to  appeal  to  his  sense  of  property  by  shooting  the  disturber  out  of 
hand,  or  out  of  an  air-gun  ?  My  own  copy  of  Blacxstoue  is  forty 
years  old  and  has  most  of  the  pages  missing,  but  I  am  sure  1  once 
read  that  for  a  cock  to  crow  within  ^xe  hundred  yards  of  an  in- 
habitdl  house  was  a  tort  ab  initio j  and  that  one  had  a  right  to  stop 
the  crow  in  tramitu.  It's  an  intereeting  question.  Peihapt  the 
Lend  Chanticleer— 1  mean  the  Lord  Chavcellok— might  reply. 

BaBRIVTER  (UirCALLRD). 


DUMB  SPECTATOBS. 

Sir,— It  is  absurd  to  say  that  only  dogs  recognise  likenesses.  ] 
have  a  tame  lizard  which  is  quite  as  extraordinary  in  that  re^tect  ai 
any  dog  mentioned  by  your  correspondents.  Last  year  my  wife'i 
portrait  was  painted  Dy  a  Royal 
Academician  whose  name  I  shall 
not  divulge.  We  all  thought  it 
an  extremely  unsatisfactory  like- 
ness, and  were  very  much  annojred 
with  the  artist  for  refusing  to  paint 
his  sitter  in  her  emerald  silk  gown, 
a  present  to  my  wife  from  her  aunt, 
Lady  Joskins.  As  a  test  we  de- 
cided to  let  the  lizard  see  the  pic- 
ture. He  knows  my  wife  very  weU. 
as  she  gives  him  nis  daily  feed  of 
bread  and  milk  in  the  dining-room.  We  brought 
the  intelligent  little  fellow  up  to  the  picture  in 
his  basket.  You  may  j  udge  of  our  astonishment 
when  I  tell  you  that  he  gate  absolutely  no  sign 
of  recognition  whatever ^  thus  proving  that,  how- 
ever good  the  picture  may  have  beoi  as  a  work 
of  art,  it  was  entirely  without  value  as  a  likeness.  These  so-called 
dumb  creatures  can  teaeh  us  many  a  lesson,  both  in  art  ^d  ii 
^eral  oonduot,  and  those  who  would  credit  them  merely  witl 
instinct  are  very,  very  far  from  the  truth. 

I  am,  Sir,  yours,  ftc.,  John  Henrt  Nuxskull. 

Sir,— I  have  a  cat  which  I  make  bold  to  say  is  superior  to  any  dog 
I  have  ever  heard  of  in  its  power  not  only  of  recognising  likenesses, 
but  also  of  adapting  its  oehaviour  to  tne  circum- 
stances that  natural^  arise  from  such  a  recognition. 
In  order  to  make  my  meaning  plain,  I  wiU  relate 
a  remarkable  incident  that  happened  only  yesterday 
in  our  drawing-room.  Ebeneier  (Uiat  is  the  name  oi 
the  cat  in  question)  very  often  jumps  on  to  my  shoul- 
ders, and  sits  there  for  quite  a  long  time.  Yester- 
day, when  I  went  into  the  drawing-room,  I  found  him 
reclining  in  an  arm-chair  close  to  the  mantelpiece. 
On  removing  Ebenezer^  I  found  on  the  seat  of  the 
arm-chair    a  particularly    good 


photograph  of  myself,  taken  lasl 
year  in  the  uniform  ox  the  High- 


Ste  Ponds  Royal  Yacht  Club. 
le  photograph  generally  standi 
on  the  mantefpieoe,  and  nad  evi* 
dently  fallen,  face  downwards 
where  I  found  it.  JEbenezer,  see- 
ing it  in  that  position,  must  hav< 
realized  that  it  was  a  speaking 
likeness  of  his  master.  He  mus^ 
then  have  decided  tonlaoe  himsel 
on  his  master's  shoulders,  in  hi 
usual  attitude  of  repose.  It  was  thus  that  I  found  him  sitting,  a 
it  were,  on  the  back  and  shoulders  of  my  photograph.  Think,  oil 
of  the  toiin  of  thought  that  must  have  paissed  through  that  animal* 
mind.  Who  will  diare.  after  this,  to  deny  to  cats  the  possession  o 
a  reasoning  faculty  at  least  eaual  to  that  of  human  beings  P 

Yours,  &c.,  Thoxab  Ttlkr  Mewson. 

Sir, — I  think  the  following  true  story  of  the  reason- 
ing power  of  animals  will  interest  your  readers.  Last 
month  I  painted  a  battle  picture  entitled  **  A  Brush 
with  the  Arabs.'*  Happening  to  leave  it  on  the  easel 
one  day  when  I  went  out  for  my  morning  walk,  I  was 
surprised  to  find  on  my  return  that  my  two  favourite 
fox-hound  puppies  had  secured  an  entrance  to  the 
studio,  and  had  literally  torn  the  picture  to  pieces. 
They  must  have  recognised  the  word  ** Brush"  in  the 
title,  and,  beinff  naturally  reminded  of  their  here- 
ditary enemy,  the  fox,  must  have  thought  it  their 
duty  to  destroy  the  picture.  I  was  so  greatly  im- 
pressed by  their  inteUigence,  that,  although  much 
vexed  at  the  loss  of  the  picture,  I  refrained  from 
chastising  them.  \  ours  very^truly, 

nXIAM  JORROCKB  DAUfiLBT. 


Mrs.  k.  read  a  heading  in  a  daily  paper  last  week ;  it  was  '*  17 
Sutherland  Will  Suit.**  Without  further  perusal  she  exclaims 
'*  Dear  met  a  taibr*s  advertisement,  of  course!  I  wonder  if  *  Tl 
Sutherland '  is  an  overcoat,  or  a  mantle  I  and  how  on  earth  does  tl 
tailor  know  that  it  *  will  suit '  J  There 's  no  end  to  their  impudence  I 
And  our  worthy  friend  passed  over  the  article  and  went  to  anothi 
part  of  the  paper. 
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A   NOVEL   OF   THE    DAY. 

(By  AdefffUha,) 
**  Well,  I  declark,  if  Papa  isn't  rvadino  *Aa  Blue  ab  thky  Mark  'em I*    And  hx  *8  got  to  the  Third  Volume  t 

YOU  8KIP  ALL  THE  DRY  PARTS,    PaPA  f  " 

"  I  OAN'T  say  I  'VE  COMB  ACROSS  ANY  DRY  PARTS  YET.      It  *S  ALL  BEEN  WADINO  TRROUOH  MOD,   UP   TO  NOW  1 " 


SUPPOSE 


THE  COLOHIAL  STATESHAH*S 
VASE  MECVM. 

{WrilUn  up  to  DaU.) 

Question,  What  is  tlie  proper  objects  of  a 
Ck>lonial  statesman's  ambition  r 

An8tcen  To  secure  for  his  own  Colony  the 
best  possible  position,  and  to  stren^ea  as 
much  as  possible  the  bond  nnitingr  it  to  the 
mother  oountry. 

Q.  Is  this  second  object  finding  at  this 
moment  further  development  ? 

A.  Certainly  by  the  calling  of  an  Inter- 
colonial Conference  at  Ottawa. 

Q.  Who  have  arranged  to  be  present  at  this 
important  gathering  ? 

A.  Most  of  the  Premiers  and  other  leading 
politicians  of  the  American,  Australasian  and 
ISouth  African  Colonies. 

Q.  Then,  from  a  Colonial  point  of  yiew,  the 
meeting  will  be  of  a  thorougluy  representative 
character  P 

A.  Undoubtedly,  as  no  important  Colony 
will  be  without  a  statesman  representing  its 
particular  interests. 

Q.  What  are  the  subjects  that  will  be  dis- 
cussed at  this  evidently  important  Congress  ? 

A,  One  of  them  will  be  the  institution  of  an 
intercolonial  commercial  union. 

Q.  Is  not  this  a  matter  that  should  interest 
subjects  of  Hbb  Majesty  living  in  the  mother 
country  ? 

A.  Certainly,  sinoe  it  will  affect  the  com- 
merce of  the  United  Kingdom. 

Q.  Is  not  intercolonial  free  trade  also  to 
form  a  matter  of  disoossion  ?  hhtu 


A,  Yes,  and  here  again  England  should,  in 
her  own  interests,  have  her  say. 

Q.  And  is  it  not  considered  possible  that 
Imperial  Defence  will  be  considered  ? 

A.  Not  only  possible,  but  probable.  There 
is  no  doubt  that  this  subject  alone  would 
justify  the  presence  of  an  English  Minister 
of  Cabinet  rank  at  the  delibmtions  of  the 
Congress. 

Q.  Are  there  any  other  subjects  that  may 
be  considered  wortny  of  Impenal  (in  distinc- 
tion from  Colonial)  consideration  ? 

A.  Why,  oertunly.  African  transconti- 
nental railways  and  telegraph  schemes  will 
no  doubt  appear  on  the  agenda. 

Q.  Anything  else  ? 

A.  Most  likely  the  rights  of  the  Colonies 
to  enter  into  diplomatic  relations  with  Foreign 
Powers  without  reference  to  Downing  Street 
may  form  a  subject  of  the  most  serious  con- 
sideration. 

Q.  Then,  of  course  the  mother  country  will 
be  represented  by  a  number  of  experts  well 
qualified  to  tender  advice  and  generally  guard 
tne  Imnerial  interests  ? 

yl.  Certainly  not.  The  Earl  of  Jersey  will 
be  present,  but  chieHy  in  a  ceremonial  oaiMicity. 

Q.  Can  you  give  the  possible  reason  for  this 
strange  inaction  on  the  part  of  the  Foreign 
Office  and  the  Colonial  Office  i'  . 

A.  It  probably  arises  from  the  blundering 
of  some  minor  official,  or  the  laziness  of  a 
personage  of  superior  importance. 

Q.  And  what  may  be  the  result  of  this 
blundering  or  laziness  ? 

A.  That  England's  heritage  beyond  the  seas 
may  slip  from  ner  gr^p  for  ever. 


TO  ALTHEA  IN  COVENT  GARDEN. 

In  Covent  Garden  when  we  met 

In  mid  July, 
Roses  you  bought  and  mignonette. 

Carnations  I. 
The  merits  of  the  stalls  I  urged 

You  to  compare. 
And  so  with  yours  I  somehow  merged 

My  errand  there. 

We  wandered  on :  our  hands  were  full. 

The  stalls  between : 
We  loitered  'mong  the  lilies  oool 

And  mosses  green. 
Laden  with  fiowers,  a  hansom  to 

The  Square  you  took ; 
Then  my  poor  bunch  I  offer^  you 

With  pleading  look. 

But  ah,  with  a  determined  air 

You  shook  your  head. 
And  bid  me  keep  them !   **  Won't  yon  wear 

Just  one  ?  "  I  said. 
And,  as  you  granted  me  this  grace— 

*Twas  noon,  I  know- 
But  yet  there  fell  upon  your  face 

A  sunset  glow ! 


The  Hungarian  Pvru.vment.— Mrs.  R,  is 
of  opinion  that  the  House  of  Magnets  must 
be  a  great  attraction  for  all  the  PoIoh. 


Br  AN  Earnest  Domestic  Inuuirer.— 
Can  a  Jack-towel  be  made  of  /*  stout 
Jane"? 
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"A  CONTENTED  MIND—" 


Toucn^ToxE  (SfR  W.  H-Bc-BT,  M/ifejiii'jww^).  .**  A   POOR  TflJNG,   BUT  MINE   OWN^  ^ 

As  You  Like  It,  Act  V.,  Scene  IV. 
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NEGLECTED    INDUSTRY. 


''Ow  ABE  YER  OKTTIN*  ON,   BiLL  I" 

"Ain't  oettin'  on  at  all.    I  'm  beoinnin*  to  think  as  the  Publick  doesn't  know  what 

THEY  wants  ! " 


be  absolutely  chilling  in  your  manner. 
Keep  him  in  donbt  as  to  the  degree  of 
yonr  regard  for  him,  and  if  you  can 
possibly  nrevent  it,  do  not  let  him  send 
you  his  book  on  South  Africa  vet— as 
that  would  end  your  friendsnip  too 
abruptly. 

That  tragic  little  episode  about  **  the 
reaUy  delightful  man  *'  with  whom  you 
got  on  so  splendidly  at  dinner  made  me 
smile— it  recalled  my  own  youth.  My 
dear  child,  alwayB  mistrust  a  man  who 
tells  you  he  is  sure  he  has  met  you  in  a 
previous  existence.  He  is  invariably  a 
fraud,  and  it  was  inevitable  that  just 
as  you  were  beginning  to  think  you  nad 
found  your  ideal  he  should  introduce 
his  wife— a  fat  old  lady  whom  you  had 
fancied  to  be  '"a  sort  of  aunt.''  This 
blow  will  be  a  lesson  to  you  for thefuture. 

A  hint  for  ball-rooms.  Supposing  that 
you  had  promised  someone  a  valee,  and 
your  partner,  either  bein/r  at  supper  or 
for  some  other  reason,  failed  to  claim  it 
—  which  might  happen  to  the  most 
popular  girl— let  me  entreat  you  not  to 
stand  near  the  door  with  the  blush  of 
shame  on  your  countenance  and  the 
agony  of  despair  in  your  heart,  betray- 
in?.t  hy  your  anxious  eyes  and  flut- 
tering f am  all  the  humiliating  fear  that 
people  will  think  no  one  has  asked  you. 
Sit  calmly  down,  and  await  events.  If 
another  person  ^ould  nresent  himself, 
keep  him  by  your  side,  but  do  not  valse 
witn  an  incompetent  dancer  merely  to 
show  you  are  not  without  a  friend.  He 
might  tear  your  frock,  and  then  he 
would  be  your  enemy  for  life.  In  these 
days  of  anarchy  and  no  programmes,  an 
unruffled  demeanour  is  the  best  resource. 

At  race-courses,  where  Sir  Lton  is 
sure  to  take  you,  affect  neither  a  celestial 
ignorance  nor  an  absolute  knowledge  of 
horses.  Do  not  ask  '*  Which  do  you 
think  will  ffet  there  first  P"  nor  **  Won't 
the  poor  things  be  dreadfully  tired?" 
But,  on  the  other  hand,  do  not  say, 
knowingly,  that  Barley-Sugar  looks  a 
bit  off  colour  to-day,  nor  that  you  have 
taken  5  to  2  about  Hedda  Qahkr  for  a 
place. 

Another  word  of  warning.  If  yon 
observe  a  gentleman  rather  frequently 
with  one  kdv,  don't  ask  **  whether  they 
are  engaged.^'  The  chances  are  that  he 
may  be  a  barrister,  and  she  the  wife  of 
a  solicitor.  And  the  nerson  to  whom 
you  are  talking  may  oe  the  solicitor. 
(This  is,  of  course,  entirely  a  fanciful 
and  impossible  instance— merely  to  show 


LETTER  TO  A  DEBUTANTE.— II. 

My  dear  Gladys,— It  is  satisfactory  to  hear  that  my  advice  has 
been,  so  far,  of  service  to  you. 

I  gather  that  you  enjoyed  your  first  party,  though  the  only  items 
of  success  you  mention  are  that  a  celebrated  Hungarian  pianist  shook 
hands  with  you,  mistaking  you  for  somebody  else,  and  that  an 
Austrian  attacks  was  introduced  to  you,  at  his  own  request,  three 
times  in  the  course  of  one  evening— each  time  showing  not  the 
smallest  recollection  of  having  ever  seen  you  before. 

I  am  interested  in  your  admirer.  Tour  description  of  him  is 
delightful ;  yet,  lucid  as  it  is,  it  fails  to  convey  to  me  a  definite 
piotare  of  the  man.    You  say— 

**  He  is  rather  intellectual  and  amusing,  but  not  at  all  dull.  He 
photographs,  and  has  written  a  book  on  South  AMca,  but  I  am  afraid 
he  is  not  very  religious.  Personally,  he  is  rather  dark,  but  not  taU. 
Lady  Tayher  says  he  is  a  good  match.  Shall  I  encourage  him  P  He 
does  coznuring  tncks." 

Frankly,  Oladys.  it  appears  to  me  that  he  is  too  accomplished. 
Goojuring  tricks,  alluring  as  they  may  be^  socially,  to  the  young  and 
unsophisticated,  when  carried  into  domestic  life  would  be  apt  to  pell, 
or,  in  time,  even  to  cause  dissension.  Your  liking  him  *' pretty 
well,"  and  his  being  **  personally"  dark  but  not  tdl,  are  not  suffi- 
cient grounds  for  giving  him  marked  encouragement.    Still,  do  not 


you  it  is  better  to  refrain  from  questions.) 

And  now,  let  me  impress  on  you  once  more,  never  to  worry  about 
trifles,  and  still  less  a&ut  serious  matters.  It  i$  hardly  possible  to 
exagperate  the  unimportance  of  nearly  everything  that  happens. 
At  this  time  of  year,  when  so  much  is  crowded  into  so  short  a  space 
of  time,  you  will  constantly  hear,  **  I  was  so  sorry  you  could  not 
come  to  my  At  Home,  dear."  **Why,  I  did  come  darling!  and 
enjoyed  myself  so  much."  '*  Oh  yes,  so  you  did ;  then  it  must  have 
been  somebody  else  who  didn't,"  &o. 

And  young  people  like  yourself  are  apt  to  overrate  the  value  of 
details  in  &e8s.  If  you  cannot  get  that  bit  of  mauve  ribbon  to 
match  your  shoes,  you  think  you  wul  be  a  failure  I  Nothing  matters 
but  outline  and  general  effect. 

You  remember  the  advice  the  Bed  Queen  gave  to  Alice  in 
Wonderland?  ** Curtsey  when  you're  thinking  what  to  say— it 
saves  time."  For  curtsey,  substitue  laugh.  Cultivate  a  continuous 
dif  ht,  ready,  unmeaning  society  laugh,  about  nothing  in  particular. 
It  is  invaluable,  it  fills  gaps,  and  tides  over  difficult  moments. 

Write  soon  again^  temng  me  of  the  progress  of  your  friendship 
with  the  South  Afncai\  conjuror,  and  all  other  newe. 

Ever  affectionately  yours,  Mabjobos. 


••  The  Commons  Pjlksbbvatioh  Socikty."— We  often  see  reports 
of  the  doings  of  this  body.   Is  there  a  * '  Lords'  Destruction  Society  f " 
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OUR    BOOKINQ-OFFICE. 


I  and  slaye '  at  the  service  of  Sir  Rudtabo  Kiplooo,  the  Laureate  of 
The  Jnngle-Jingle  and  Bard  of  the  Bandar-do^." 
I     Either  in  play-writing  or  norel-writing  a  trathfolly  reflecting 
**  JEsop's  Fables  and  dear  old  Brer  Rabbit,  Brer  Fox  &  Go./'   mirror  must  be  held  np  to  natore.    This  Mr.  Gboboe  Moobs  has 
observes  the  Baron  sagelv,  **  may  have  suggested  to  the  fanciful  genias  done  in  his  novd  of  Esther  Waters.    As  Joseph  Andrews  is  the 
of  RuDTABD  EiPUKO  thc  dcHghtful  idea,  carried  out  in  the  most  story  of  a  *'  young  man  from  the  country"  who  became  a  footman,  so 


fascinating  style,  of  The  Jungle 
Book^  which,  being,  after  the 
manner  of  Izaac  Walton's 
Compleat  Angler^  interspersed 
with  songs,  miffht  be  well 
remembered  by  all  appreciative 
readers  as  The  Jungle-and^ 
Jingle  Book,  Oblige  me," 
quoth  the  Baron  to  his  friends, 
when  you  have  purchased  (or 
otherwise  procurcKi — but  with 
the  *  means  whereby '  the  Baron 
hath  naught  to  do)  the  orna- 
mentally bound  volume  from 
Messrs.  Macmillak,  who  have 
done  their  share  of  the 
business  uncommonly  well, 
oblige  me  by  selecting  page 
33  as  being  simply  a  perfect 
specimen  of  the  dehghtfal 
Kudyard-Eiplingerist  humour, 
and  afterwards  you  may  pick 
out  jwges  and  pages  of  dialogue 
earned  on  by  the  animals  as 
naturally  as  possible  in  the 
true  Kip-lingo  which,  of  course, 
all  these  creatures  talk  to  per- 
fection, and  which  we  are 
thoroughly  able  to  understand, 
and  to  love."  Of  course,  birds, 
beasts  and  fishes  have  their 
own  language,  their  various 
dialects;  but  the  brute  crea- 
tion," as  we  humans  disdain- 
fully style  it,  has  had  the 
marvellous  wisdom  never  to 
commit  its  thoughts  nor  to 
reduce  its  speech  to  writing. 
How  wise !  ^  Speech  is  silver," 
and  the  brates  have  it ; 
**  Silence  is  golden,"  and  the 
brutes  preserve  it;  of  **  Writ- 
ing" comes  Wrangling  and 
^rint"    is   Perilous!    ^*Look 


Rudyard  Kipling  (singeth  to  the  air  of  "  LingerlLovger  Loo  !  ") ; — 

'JiNGLB  JUNOLF,  JiNOLI  JUNOLK, 
„  ^,  .       ^,       T>  JlNULB  JUNOLE-OO  ! " 

you,"  quoth  again  the  Baron. 

compose  for  me  music  to  Darzee^s  Chciunt^  sung  in  honour 
of  Hikki'likki'tavi,^  Let  Sir  Abtfub,  Knight  of  the  Savoy,  do 
my  bidding  blithely,  and  let  that  Lyrical  and  Lineal  descendant 
of  the  much-wived  King,  yclept  Solomon  the  Wise,  place  bis  '  lyre 


this  is  siinply  the  story  of  a  kit- 
ohen-maid.  It  is**  low  life  below- 
stairs."  Rarely  in  this  work  do 
we  ^  a  glim^  of  the  aristo- 
cratic **  Up-stairs,"  and  when  we 
do  it  is  not  much  to  Up-stairs's 
advantage.  The  climax  reached 
is  the  bookmaker's  public-house: 
that  is  alL  **  The  initial  situa- 
tion." quoth  the  Baron  mmina- 
tively,  **  reminds  me  of  Test  of 
the  ly  UrheviUes,  with  thismate- 
rial  difference,  that  whereaa  the 
caae  of  Esther  is  so  stated  aa  to 
be  TOobable  and  possible,  that 
of  Tess  was  made,  by  the  noTo- 
list,  for  the  sake  of  still  keep- 
ing his  heroine  pure,  so  im^io- 
baole  as  to  be  practically  im- 
possible. About  the  stoiy  cf 
Tess  is  the  healthful  breezmess 
of  the  country;  about  the  story 
of  Esther  is  the  heavy  at- 
mosphere of  town.  I  wish," 
continues  the  Baron,  **  that  so 
powerful  a  Zola-esque  writer 
had  seen  his  way — just  as 
Dickens  did  when  describing 
the  lowest  life— to  avoid  what 
must  appear,  to  even  his  greatest 
admirers,  as  unnecessary  ^^roaa- 
ness  in  repeating  the  ipetetima 
verba  of  this  very  low  life.  It 
could  have  been  avoided  as 
being  unessentiaL  That  the 
story  should  dose  ahmptly, 
leaving  the  heroine,  rewarded 
in  I  a.  measure  for  her  oon- 
stancy,  yet  with  a  vague  future 
before  her,  has  just  that  touch 
of  true  art  in  it  which  appears 
in  the  composition  of  Mr,  Sam 
Welter's  celebrated  Valentine 
when  he  pulls  up  *  *  werry  short " 
so  that  the  recipient  should 
**  wish  as  there  was  more  of  it  "—and  in  this  instance  the  reader,  at 
first,  may  wish  that  Mooke  had  made  more  of  it.  That  it  ean  be 
commended  without  restriction,  cirginibus  puerisgue^  is  not  the  opinka 
of  the  merry,  but  moral,  Babok  de  Book- Worms. 


A  NOVELTY  IN  NOVELS. 

The  Muse  brings  in  but  scanty  gains, 
A  fact  which  partially  explains 

Mv  deep  conviction, 
That  J^egasus  in  future  time 
Must  leave  unprofitable  rhyme. 

And  take  to  fiction, 
Where  all  the  critics  seem  to  say. 
Originality  must  pay. 

Well,  I  may  be  successful  yet, 
For  when  my  heroine  has  met 

With  pressing  danger, 
The  man  who  comes  to  set  her  free 
Will  not  the  long-lost  hero  be. 

But  quite  a  strangrer ; 
No  characters  reputed  dead 
Shall  re-api)ear  alive  instead. 

The  anprry  parent  won*t  come  back 
Prccisoly  at  the  time  when  Jack 

His  daughter's  kissinpr. 
And  if  there  be  a  stolen  will, 
That  document  shall  somehow  still 

Continue  missing, 
Although  I  know  that  this  event 
Quite  sets  aside  all  precedent. 


Then  Phyllis  will  not  pine  away 
When  faithless  Strephon  weds  one  day 
Some  new  attraction. 


^s 


But,  careless  of  what  authors  teach. 
Will  promply  institute  a  Breach 
Of  Promise  action. 


My  villain,  though  you  deem  it  strange. 
Shall  die  unpumshcd,  for  a  change. 

Though  rival  authors  look  askance, 
And  on  the  hapless  writer  glanoe 

As  some  seceder. 
By  new  developments  like  these 
I  ought,  at  any  rate,  to  please 

The  jaded  reader: 
And  weary  critics  will  confess 
At  least  1  have  deserved  success ! 


A  Note  for  Eabl's  Couet  Exhibitiok.— 
Mottoes  suagestedftnr  the  Gigantic  Wheel  Co, 
— *  *  For  Wheel  or  Woe."  As  to  their  prospects 
of  success,  '*  Wheel  see."  Of  coarse  the 
wheel  will  cost  a  good  round  sum,  but  to 
many  who  dislike  the  poetry  of  marine 
motion  and  the  movement  of  swings,  will 
the  wheel  be  a  round  of  pleasure  F  It  wiQ 
be  of  so  vast  a  size  that  no  visitor  can  go  to 
the  Gardens  and  say  **  0  Wheelie,  we  hav« 
missed  you ! " 

New  Book. — A  House  in  Slums^  sabjeot 
for  George  Moore,  author  of  Esther  Waters  : 
title  being  suggested  by  M.  Barris*s  A  Wtm- 
daw  inTkrum^  ^^  dOOgfe 
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THE  GRAND  PKIX. 

{By  a  Nan 'Sporting  Pnpha.) 

No  Lea^e,  that  now  proclaims 
The  Bin  of  hett.  depfesses 

These  animated  oames, 
In  Bach  delightfal  drcBBes. 

Some  horses  P    There  may  he— 
They  often  run  at  races ; 

But  rather  let  ns  see 
These  very  pretty  faces. 

Some  makers,  too,  of  books — 
A  man  of  taste  confesses 

That  he  prefers  the  looks 
Of  those  who  wear  the  dresses. 

Some  folks  who  yell  with  joy, 

Or  groan  with  grrim  grimaces- 
Enthusiasts  annoy, 
They  have  not  pretty  faces. 

Avoid  them,  show  your  taste, 
See  rather  who  possesses 

Bright  eyes,  sweet  mouth,  slim 
waistj 
And  daintiest  of  dresses. 

Such  costumes,  festive,  new. 
On  forms  of  modem  Graces ! 

Pink,  yellow,  white,  and  blue, 
Show  up  the  pretty  faces. 

Gay,  graceful  hats  adorn 
The  coils  of  silken  tresses  ; 

Vile  **  buns  "  are  never  worn 
By    those    who    sport    these 
dresses. 

A  hush — the  race  is  run, 

A  shout — and  each  one  presses 
To  see  the  horse  that  won 

Led  past  the  dainty  dresses. 

The  fair  ones  drive  away ; 

To  Paris  one  retraces 
One's  steps,  and  dreams  of  gay 

Pesage  and  prettv  faces. 


SCBJECTS     FOB     THE     COHSmKBA- 
TTOir        OF       THB       TOUIVG       Men'S 

Chkistiak  AssGCiAnoK  (trAtcA 
celehrtUed  its  jubiiee  last  week), — 
'*  The  Conversion  of— the  54  per  cent. 
De  Beers."  Also  **  The  TurfciBhCon- 
veraion  Loan." 


AUDI   ALTERAM   PARTEM. 

Bob  lwho*s  alimentoHve).  **  What  's  the  Ouk  for  1  ** 
Jack  {vfho's (otKetie),  "To  shoot  thb  Sparrows,  confound 
THRM  1"  Bob.  "Why?  Sparrows  rat  the  Caterpillars 
OFF  TOUR  Gooseberry  Bushes,  and  save  your  Gooseberriis  ; 
AND  Gooseberries  turn  into  Gooseberry  Tart— and  Goose- 
berry Tart's  very  good  to  eatI"  Jack.  "I  don't  garb 
A  Fio  FOR  Gooseberry  Tart  ;  and  Caterpillars  turn  into 

BUTTERFUSS,  AND  BUTTERFLIES  ARE  VERY  NICE  TO  LOOK  AT. 

So  I  UKE  MY  Caterpillars  to  have  a  good  time  I " 


A  LAMENT. 

O'er  the  fallow 

Since  my  callow 
Days  I  've  loved  to  he  a  rover. 

And  discover. 

Mistress  Plover, 
Nests  of  your  delicious  ova. 

Fugiunt  anni^ 

Never  can  I 
Seek  again  vour  treasure  trove,  a 

Gouty  lover. 

Mistress  Plover, 
Now  of  your  delicious  ova. 

Had  I  pleasant 

Choice  of  present, 
I  would  ask— I  would,  hy  Jove  I— a 

Mossy  hasket, 

Preaous  casket. 
Full  of  your  delicious  ova. 

Sweet  TOUT  lays  are  I 

Short  tne  days  are 
Which  they  've  made  us  Bpend  in 
clover; 

Ah  I    How  fast  ihey 

Gk>  I  Alas,  they 
Are,  howe*er  delicious —over  I 


The  Rbbeluok  nr  Cobxa.— Last 
week  it  was  announced  in  the  Times 
that  an  expedition  against  the  rehels 
was  emharkinff  from  China  under 
oommand  of  **  General  Txs."  What 
an  idea  of  harmonious  unity  in  mili- 
tary action  does  this  name  sugrgest ! 
"CfeneralYEs!"  If  only  the  rehels 
were  in  force  under  **  Field-Marshal 
No"  the  contest  migrht  he  settled  in 
English  Parliamentary  fashion  with- 
out hloodshedf  the  members  of  both 
parties  going  into  the  lobbies.  But, 
against  a  *' General  Yep,"  or  even  a 
inrettv  general  **  Yes,"  thedissentients 
woulan*t  have  a  chance. 


SuoGESTXD  Improvement.— Surely 
a  better  tiUe  than  Cricket  Songs  for 
Mr.  NoRMAK  Gale's  recently  pub- 
lished book  would  have  been  Chirps, 
The  name  of  *'  Norman  Gale  "  is  sug- 
gestive of  **  French  airs." 


ESSENCE   OF   PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED  FBOM  THE  DIABT  OF  TOBT,  MP. 

Sou9e    of    Commons^  Monday^   June  4. — 

CIaom  I.  of  Budget  at  length  added  to  BlIL    As 

the  Squibx  Bays,  **  You  cast  your  Clause  on  the 

C!ommittee  and  find  it  again  after  man]^  days." 

The  Scotch  Members  in  Grand  Committee  on 

Local  Government  Bill  are,  Saex  tells  me,  loet 

in  admiration  of  themsdves  at  the  busiQeBa-like 

faahiofn  in  which  they  approach  their  task.    At 

one  flitting  get  through  more  than  would  be  done 

in  a  week  in  Committee  of  whole  Houae.    IIub 

comes  of  avoiding  the  making  of  long  speedhei. 

They  oonyene  instead  (d  orate.     Inherent  in 

Committee  on  Budget  BilL     To-night  Btenb 

movinfiT  amendment  delivered  speech  of  propor- 

tiona  tnat  need  not  have  been  exceeded  on  intro- 

duciii^  the  Budget  scheme.    Full  oi  riddles  as 

to  "what  would  happen  to  brothers  and  sisters  of 

the  flrrandf  ather  or  grandmother  of  the  deoeased, 

in  the  event  of  his  (or  her)  having  married  a 

second  consin's  aunt,  always  assuming  that  the 

prinoii>al  value  of  the  whole  suooession  does  not 

amount  to  £10,000  (see  16  &  17  Vic  c.  51,  b.  18). 

HAiJ>AinE  and  Flktchsb  Moultoh,  sitting 

fcog^ether  behind  SaxriBB  of  Malwood  ready  to 

**firive  him  a  knee,"  or  show  themselves  handy 


understood  it  alL  But,  as  Dr.  Maoorbgob  says, 
quoting  his  favourite  author  Stdkbt  Smith, 
^  to  the  genoral  it  is  caviare  on  toast."  Then 
Gbavt  Lawsok,  not  liking  forward  manner  in 
which  Btbvb  behaved,  came  along  with  his  case 
of  conundrums,  laying  them  out  in  speech  of 
prodigious  weight  and  illimitable  length. 

The  Member  for  Sabx,  who  doee  not  mean  to 
offer  himself  for  re-election,  tells  me  he  is  having 
prepared  a  little  legacy  which  he  will  leave  to 
House  of  Commons  free  of  Succession  Duty.  It 
is  a  silken  scarf,  which  he  proposea  to  have 
boond  on  the  front  of  the  canopy  over  the 
Sfbaxbb*8  chair.  On  it  will  be  emoroidered  in 
letters  of  gold  these  woids,  which  he  heard  from 
the  lips  of  Akdbsw  Cabkbgde,  or  man»  other 
great  Ajnerioan  humourist — 

If  you  ean*t  strike  ile  in  twenty  minutes, 
Oease  boring. 

Capital  idea.  If  anything  comes  of  it,  Sabk 
will  be  remembered  through  future  ages  as  bene- 
factor of  House  of  Commons.  There  is  nothing 
useful  to  say  that  cannot  be  fully  uttered  in 
twenty  minutes.  Wouldn't  be  at  all  a  bad 
thing,  next  time  we  improve  Parliamentary  pro- 
ceduro,  to  have  new  Standing  Order,  founded 
on  principle  of  maTimum  length  of  speech.  Our 
motto  should  be  Twenty  minutes ;   apres  ca  le 


Digitized  by  L:jOOQIC 


288 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI. 


[JuNB  16,  1894. 


"Szo  1   Miss  Mary,  det  tell  me  dat  tou  shall  tell  mt  Gabachtkr 

BY  MY  HaNDT  !  " 

•*  Well,  to  begin  with,  you  're  a  German " 

"ACH,    IT  18  VONDERFULl" 


orator.  It  would  neYer  have 
to  be  used;  knowledgre  that 
it  was  poisea  aloft  quite  suffi- 
dent  to  keep  debate  within 
bounds. 

Business  done,  —  Clause  I. 
Budget  Bill  through  Com- 
mittee. 

Tuesday,— OrtLYe  difference 
of  opinion  was  manifested  on 
occasion  of  John  William 
Maclube's  historic  encounter 
with  the  Bishop  of  London  in 
Lobby.  Borne  disposed  to  re- 
giird  as  indiscreet  the  invita- 
tion to  partake  at  the  bar  of 
a  glass  of  sherry  and  bittors. 
The  Bishop,  as  it  happened, 
coming  in  from  House  of 
Lords,  was  in  canonical  dress. 
The  vision  of  a  lawn  sleeve 
stretched  out  across  the  bar  to 
lift  to  right  reverend  lips  a 
glass  of  sherry,  even  with 
bitters,  miffht  have  been 
misconstrued.  It  would  be 
different  now,  when  the  bar 
is  removed  to  a  discreet 
comer:  then  it  stood  in  full 
view  01  crowded  Lobby. 

Others  hold  that  John 
William  acted  on  the  occa- 
sion in  accordance  with  im- 
pulse of  kindlj  heart,  and 
worthily  vindicated  hospi- 
table instincts  of  House  of 
Commons.  Here  was  visitor 
from  neighbouring  House 
straving  into  Loboy  about 
the  nour  when,  to  some  cul- 
tivated tastes,  a  compound  of 
shernr  and  bittors  recom- 
mends itself ;  no  harm  in  asking ;  Bishop  could  at  least  say 
and  then  the  conversation  might  have  been  changed. 

Balance  of  opinion,  tremblingattime,  would  doubtless  been  plumped 
in  John  Wiluam's  favour  had  it  been  known  how  intimate  are  nis 
relations  with  the  Church  and,  presumably,  how  authoritative  his 
action  in  relation  thereto.  To-day  he  moved  adjournment  of 
House  over  Derby  Day,  and  was  seconded  by  Squire  op  Blankney. 
Squire  nsturally  backed  his  opinion  by  reference  to  desirability  of 
keeping  up  the  breed  of  horse <.  John  Willum,  humbly  yet 
proudly,  spoke  "'as  a  Churchwarden  and  a  member  of  the  House  of 
Laymen  of  the  Province  of  York." 

Even  this  rare  combination  of  both  branches  of  the  Church  did  not 
avail  against  stem  business  i>rinoiples  of  Squire  of  Malwood. 
House  just  consented  to  place  its  wnole  time  at  disposal  of  Govern- 
ment Could  not  give  up  a  day  to  go  to  the  Derby,  even  when 
invited  by  official  spokesman  of  Church  and  Laitv.  Forthwith 
divided,  and  holiday  renounced  by  rattling  migority  of  86  in  House 
of  over  400. 

Only  the  two  Squires  and  the  Churchwarden  spoke.  Often  read 
paragraphs  founded  on  marriage  or  obituary  notice  in  the  Times 
which  set  forth  that  their  **  united  ages  amounted  to**  so  and  so. 

'*  I  wonder  now,**  said  Wilf&id  Lawson,  gazing  reflectivelv  on 
the  three  members  who  had  monopolised  the  debate,  **what  their 
united  weights  would  scale.** 

Business  done,^8\i\l  harping  on  the  Budget. 

Thursday.—Been  revival  of  talk  latoly  on  the  old  subject  of 
removing  flrrille  from  before  Ladies*  Gallery.  Advocates  of  woman's 
rights,  feeling  that  they  lose  appreciable  advantage  in  obscuring  the 
pmooal  charms  of  prominent  members  of  the  party,  would  tear  the 
railings  down.  Others  insist  that  on  the  whole  the  regulation  as  it 
exists  is  preferable.  Herbert  Oladstoni?,  with  the  rashness  of 
comparative  youth  and  the  vigour  of  a  freshly-appointed  Minister, 
signalised  his  accession  to  Commissionership  of  -  Board  of  Works  by 
proposing  to  remove  part  of  grille.  Found  he  had  placed  his  hand 
on  hornets*  nest;  juaieiously  withdrew;  positively  declines  to  have 
anything  further  to  say  on  subject. 

Those  in  favour  of  retaining  the  grille  find  their  position  much 
strengthened  by  incident  that  occurred  just  now  in  discussion  on  one 
of  the  amendments  to  amendments  proposed  on  amended  clauses  of 
Budget  Bill.  In  course  i4  his  argument  Prince  Arthur,  blushing 
— ^whether  with  satisfaction  or  remorre  will  never  be  known— inci- 
dentally observed,  **Now,  I  am  a  bachelor."  Eas^r  to  imagine, 
supposing  the  ladies  had  sat  in  their  Gallery  in  full  view,  how  em- 


*No.** 


barrassinff  this  remark,  in 
iU-  irrelevancy  amounting 
almost  to  a  challenge,  would 
have  been.  As  it  was,  the 
occupants  of  the  Ladies'  Ghd- 
lery  remained  in  obscurity. 
Ooly  those  immediately  near 
heard  what  French  reporters 
call  moucement :  a  swift,  toft 
rustlinff  of  dresses  and  aome- 
tldng  tnat  sounded  like  a  sup- 
pressed sigh. 

Since  he  desired  the  post 
everyone  sorry  to  hear  that 
Wallace  has  failed  to  secure 
coronor^ip  fir  Bast  London. 
Seems  he  was  selected  out  of 
multitude  of  applicants,  one 
in  a  group  of  nme.  On  fur- 
ther consideration  this  re- 
duce to  three  and  Waixace 
left  out  '' One  of  the  Muaes,'* 
saysSARX;  **  but  not  thought 
good  enough  for  the  Graoea. 
This  is  way  we  treat  our  most 
brilliant  men.  We  do  not 
even  make  them  coroners.*' 

Business  (/one.— Clause  11. 
added  to  Budget  Bill. 

Friday,  —  Level  eourse  cf 
dreaij  debato  on  death  duties 
oeoasionally  relieved  by  little 
rounds  between  Jokim  and 
Squire  of  Malwood.  On 
Monday  Jokim  complained,  in 
delightful  phrase,  that  *'tbe 
right  hon.  genuemaD,  the 
Chancellor  of  thx  Ex- 
chequer, never  opens  his 
mouth  to  make  a  speedi  on 
this  Bill  without  trailing  his 
coat.*'  JoKiH,  for  his  pvt, 
only     embarrassed     by    the 


»the 


wealth  ef  opportunity.  Momentarily  distraught  as  to  whetber  he 
should  jump  down  the  .Chancellors  throat,  or  merdy  tread  on 
his  ooat.  One  feat  or  the  other  certainly  accomplished.  Scuffle  for 
some  minutes ;  then  interval  for  refreshments ;  filled  up  by  speedi 
from  Grant  Lawson  or  Tomxt  Bowles. 

Pleasant  contrast  afforded  by  momentary  appearance  on  scene  of 
Robertson,  who  rises  to  reply  to  question  addressed  to  the  CivO 
Lord  of  the  Admiralty.  Pretty  to  see  how  he  dresses  the  part,  and 
fulfils  the  obligations  of  his  Ministerial  title. 

Business  (/o/ie.— Clause  III.  Budget  Bill  passed. 


of 
my 


THE  CAPITALISTS. 

{A  Story  of  YesUniayfor  To-morrow  and  To-day.) 

••  What,  Brown,  my  boy.  is  that  you  P  "  said  Smith,  heartily. 

'*  The  same,  and  delighted  to  see  you,*'  was  the  reply. 

•*  Have  you  heard  the  news,  my  dear  fellow  ?  **  asked  Smith. 

**  You  mean  about  the  position  of  the  Bank  of  England  F  Why, 
certainly  \  all  the  city  is  talking  about  it.*' 

'"  Ah,  it  is  absolutely  grand !  Never  was  the  Old  Lady 
Threadneedle  Street  in  such  a  strong  position.  MarveUons! 
dear  friend ;  absolutely  marvellous ! " 

*•  Quite  so.    Never  were  we— as  a  people— so  rich ! " 

'*  Yes,  prosperity  seems  to  be  coming  back  by  leaps  and  bounds.'* 

**  You  never  said  anything  so  true,**  observed  Smith. 

**  Right  you  are,'*  cned  Brown. 

And  then  the  two  friends  shook  hands  onee  more  with  inereftsed 
cordiality,  and  passed  on.  They  walked  in  different  directiona  a  few 
steps,  and  both  stopped.    Thev  turned  round. 

*^  Smith,"  said  Brown,  '•  I  nave  to  ask  you  a  trifling  favour.'* 

**  Brown,  it  is  granted  before  I  know  its  purport." 

**  Well,  the  truth  is,  I  am  penniless— lend  me  half-a-erowa." 

Smith  paused  for  a  moment. 

*'  You  surely  do  not  wish  to  refuse  me  ?  "  asked  Beowv,  in  a  tone 
of  pained  surprise, 

'^  I  do  not.  Smit 
do  not  I" 

**  Then  produce  the  two-and-sixpenoe.*' 

**  I  would,  my  dear  fellow,  if  in  the  wide  world  I  could  raiae  it !  ** 

And  then  the  ancient  comrades  shook  hands  once  again,  and  parted 
in  sorrow,  but  not  in  anger.  They  felt ,  that  after  all  they  were  cnly 
in  the  fashion.  IJipizedbv 


,  Smith,"  replied  his  friend,  with  fervour.    •'  Indeed,  I 
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MANNERS   AND   CUSTOMS. 

{Being  a  Series  of  Private  Letters  on  these  and  other  Subjects.) 

Ko.  VII. — From  Mrs.  Tom  Maxwell,  Cranwbll  Park,  Suffolk,  to 
Capt.  tab  Hon.  Ian  Farquhar,  ISIst  Regiment,  Aldbrshot. 

DSAB  Jack,  Decefnber  16,  189—. 

No,  I  oan't,  wish  I  oonld.  What  a  lark  it  would  be !  but  I 
don't  leave  here  till  Wedneedaj.  Tell  you  what,  dine  with  me 
at  the  "  Plato"  on  Thurs- 
day, eight  sharp,  and  we  *11 
go  on  to  the  Palace  after 
and  see  the  Tableaux  and 
the  EEt^ooDuac  Sisters  as 
performing  monkey^s.  No 
end  funny  they  tell  me. 
As  you  and  I  are  both 
members  of  the  ''Plato" 
we  can  each  ask  another 
guest.  I'll  have  old  Ar- 
GSNTIHO— not  theVisoount, 
but  his  brother  the  Baron 
whom  thev  call  the  Dis- 
count— he 's  as  rich  as  they 
make  'em,  and  a  great  pal 
of  mine ;  and  I  want  you 


to  meet  mm  because  he ' 
asked  Tox  and  I  to  his 
final  shoot  next  month, 
and  I  know  he  wants  an- 
other gun— see?  Toic  's 
goinfir  to  meet  that  little 
Carkt-Laxb  woman  there, 
so  Ae  '11  be  all  right.  (The 
one  that 's  known  as  Mrs. 

Don't  Caret  D 1  which 

she  certainly  donU,  How- 
ever, she  amuses  Tox, 
which  is  a  blessed  boon; 
he 's  asked  her  to  ioin  us 
at  Monte  in  FeSruary, 
you'd  better  come  too— 
you're  taking  second  leave, 
ain't  you?)  I  wish  to  good- 
ness you  were  here,  I'm  bored  to  death,  but  Tox  likes  the  shooting 
and  the  Chef.  The  Blagdens  certainly  do  you  uncommonly  well. 
But  there's  hardly  a  soul  I  know,  except  Freddy  Manton,  who's 
no  end  amusing  as  usual ;  but  one  can't  get  up  anvthing  festive  in  a 
house  full  of  girls.  My  dear,  there 's  a  red-haired  Scotch  girl  here, 
never  been  out  of  Eastneuk  before,  I  beleive ;  she's  all  blushes  and 
innocence  and  Scotch  accent,  Tox 's  quite  gone  on  her,  says  she 's  a 
loy  to  his  jaded  palate,  or  some  such  bosh.  Mercy  I  I  can  rememb^ 
D^g  just  the  same,  minus  the  Scotch  accent ! 

The  Bkekelbts  who  you  know  are  here  too ;  the  girl  isn't  a  bad 
sort,  and  I  tell  you  what.  Jack,  you  might  do  worse  than  marry  her. 


You've  got  to  marry  money,  and  she's  got  a  pot  of  it;  and  she  's 
rather  a  pal  of  mine  and  very  nice,  besides  being  very  well  turned 
out  and  smart  looking.  I  think  I  could  puU  it  off  for  you,  but  you've 
got  to  look  sharp  and  make  the  running,  or  she  '11  be  snapped  up.  I 
don't  mind  if  you  ask  her  as  your  guest  on  Thursday— Oiere,  never 
say  I  did  nothing  for  you.  If  you've  got  to  be  married,  and  done 
for,  I  'd  a  deal  rather  you  took  Lucy  Berkeley  than  that  dowdy, 
prim  Lady  Bridget,  or  the  American  widow.  Do  you  know 
Mrs.  Mohtgoxery  ?    She  came  last  night,  all  eyes  and  pallor  and 

sea-green  draperies;  she 
redined  on  a  couch,  and 
read  a  '*  Pamphlet  on 
Buddhism,"  which  she  of- 
fered to  lend  me ;  wouldn't 
talk  to  anybody  because 
none  of  us  were  a  *'  soul," 
which  she  is,  till  Freddie 
Manton,  who  dabbles  in 
ever^rthing,  began  about 
Spiritualism.  **  Visions  be- 
hind the  Yeil,"  or  some  rot. 
You  should  have  seen  old 
Mrs.  Blagdek  stare. 

The  two  Maydews  are 
here;  the  youngier  one, 
Harold,  who  you  knew  at 
Sandhurst,  ain't  half  bad, 
but  Victor's  a  .  regular 
prig;  you  should  have  seen 
now  he  snapped  my  nose 
off  when  I  said  something 
about  Lady  Marel  Hunter 
last  night  I  There  was  a 
big  **  country  ndarhbour" 
dinner  function  here  the 
other  night,  and  they  sat 
me  between  him  and  some 
old  Archdeacon.  I  very 
nearly  dislocated  my  jaw 
trying  to.  stifle  my  yawns. 
And  to  think  that  I  mif^ht 
have  been  at  the  Wil- 
lougiibybI  By  the  way, 
are  you  going  to  their 
He  asks  the  women,  and  she  asks 
the  men ;  awfiUly  good  way  of  avoiding  the  dowdy  wives  and  the 
prosy  husbands;  it's  great  fun;  everyone  the  same  sort;  no  prigs 
or  Jbores.  I  'm  going  to  give  a  dmner  on  the  same  lines  while  I  'm 
in  town:  there's  always  a  lot  of  people  passing  through,  and 
they're  iar  more  ready  to  be  festive  than  in  the  rush  of  the  Season, 
don't  you  know.  I  ^ay,  mind  you  come  to  our  fencing  and  boxiuff 
show  next  week ;  we  look  awf uUy  fetching  in  our  green  and  old 
gold  I  can  tell  you ;  and  I  'm  really  rather  a  dab  at  fencing  now. 

Well,  ta-ta,  old  boy.    Adress  (I  beleive  it  ought  to  have  two  d's— 
never  could  spell)  here  till  Tuesday.         Ever  yours,       Doddles. 


'*  She  reclined  on  a  oouch,  and  read  a  '  Pamphlet  on  Buddhism.* " 

Divorce  Supper  "  on  the  3rd  P 


THE  SITUATION  IN  HAL^-KALF. 

(By  One  who  Knows,) 

Mr.  Pitfch,  dear  Sir,— My  personal  reminisoendes  of  the  late 
BuLRUL  VON  Half-Kalf  may  interest  you  as  throwing  some  light  on 
the  present  European  deadlock,  and  tending  to  i>reserve  in  some 
measure  the  status  in  quid  pro  quo.  My  qualification  to  speak  lies 
in  the  fact  that  I  belong  to  a  famous  nrm  of  pyjama-brokers,  and 
^t  my  father  before  me,  and  my  grandfather,  need  I  say,  before 
hini,  have  for  generations  served  the  harem  of  the  deceased  potentate. 

My  first  interview  with  him  was  by  my  own  appointment.  I  found 
the  monarch  in  the  warden  of  his  Shaftesbury  Palace  of  Varieties 
seated  in  an  oriental  bath-chair,  surmounted  by  a  baldachin  of 
matchless  rubies.  I  remember  noticing  this  at  the  time.  We  dis- 
pensed with  an  interpreter,  his  Majesty  declaring  that  my  old  Dutch 
Was  familiar  to  him  from  the  frequent  visits  of  up-to-date  British 
artistes  bound  for  Half-Ealf.  On  this  occasion,  as  always,  he  sat 
With  his  back  to  me,  occasionally  caressing  my  person  with  the  flat 
of  his  foot.  You  are  probably  unaware  that  the  Bnlbul's-eye  is 
certain  death,  and  the  touch  of  nis  hand  a  breach  of  etiquette. 

I  was  not  slow  in  discovering  that  the  accepted  estimate  of  the 
Lord  of  Half-Kalf  was  based  upon  gross  ignorance.  Thus,  although 
his  seraglio  was  constructed  upon  lines  ot  almost  Semitic  extrava- 
gance, and  could,  at  a  pinch,  hold  1500  odd.  the  Bulbul  was  by 
principle  an  austere  monogamist;  I  might  almost  say.  a  celibate. 
Again,  his  extraordinary  gifts  of  insomnia  may  be  realised  when  I 
say  that  I  have  frequently  left  the  presence-chamber  at  2.30  a.m.  to 
be  hastily  summoned  at  2.45  to  witness  a  review  of  mounted  Riff- 
Raffs  parading  before  the  akeplesa  moiuurah. 


If  he  had  a  carnal  predilection  it  was  for  Tipsy  Sultana, 
passing  one  day  by  epecial  licence  through  the  Koya] 


I  was 

^ ^ ^    .,  _^ ^ »yal  kitchens,  when 

a  superb  clarion  sounded  the  popular  refrain  of  *'  My  lot  takes  the 
eake,^*  Instantly  the  whole  staff  disappeared  into  the  ovens,  and  my 
own  head  was  held  down  in  a  seething  cauldron.  On  returning  to 
consciousness,  I  learned  that  a  dish  of  this  sacred  confection  nad 
passed  throuen  on  its  way  to  his  Majesty's  table. 

Although  he  had  not,  to  my  knowledge^  taken  a  degree  at  either 
of  ike  two  great  English  Universities,  his  delight  in  mechanical 
science,  conjuring  tricks.  &c.,  was  remarkable  and  discriminating. 
Not  to  mention  a  barrel-organ,  studded  with  Koh-i-noors  and  con- 
structed to  play  Daisy  and  the  Intermezzo,  a  trifling  gift  which  I 
presented  to  nim  as  a  souvenir  of  our  friendship,  I  reGuIthe  interest 
he  displayed  in  the  three-card  trick  which  I  had  the  honour  of  ex- 
hibiting before  his  astonished  Court  The  Knave  was  so  delineated 
as  to  represent  the  typical  features  of  a  Spaniard.  The  Bulbul's 
friendly  attitude  to  our  nation,  and  at  the  same  time  his  happy  vein 
of  humour,  may  be  iQustrated  by  a  facetious  observation  which  he 
condescended  to  make  at  the  time.  **  I  prefer,"  he  said  in  broken 
Hollandaise,  **  I  prefer  your  English  fool  to  your  Spanish  knave." 

As  for  the  succession  to  the  throne  of  Half-Kalf,  I  flatter  myself 
that  I  had  always  urged  upon  his  Majesty  the  advisability  of  en- 
couraging Sodahstic  sentiments  among  his  subjects.  Only  as  late  as 
the  34th  day  of  the  month  Damaram  I  received  a  vellum  postcard 
from  him  asking  for  further  information  on  the  Cab  Strike.  But  the 
time  was  not  yet  ripe  for  such  reform.  Still,  whatever  the  issue  of 
things,  the  new  Government  can  count  on  my  distinguished  con- 
sideration. The  same  I  also  extend,  dear  Sir,  to  you;  preferring 
however,  to  retain  my  incognito  of 

OmL  WHO  nrows  that  hi  knows. 


VOL.  en. 
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SCIENCE  AT  OXFOKD. 

I  SENT  my  son  to  Oxford 

To  court  the  classic  Muse, 
To  pick  up  knowledge  of  the  world 

And  sound  reli^ous  ^iews. 
Our  family  is  ancient, 

And  Tory  to  the  core ; 
I  sent  the  Doy  to  Christ  Church, 
Where  I  had  been  before. 
And  he  went  in  for  Science ! 
Diethylene  -  sulphide  -  methyl  -  sul- 

phine-iodide: 
CjHeO.    Oh,  I  felt  so  mortified! 

I  do  not  understand  it. 
This  scientific  craze : 
It 's  a  thing  we  never  heard  about 

In  my  old  college  days. 
We  hunted  and  we  cricketed, 

As  gentlemen  should  do ; 
We  spent  our  mornings  on  the 
"Cher," 
Our  nights  at  whist  and  loo. 
But  we  never  dreamt  of  going  in  for 

Science. 
Mechanical,      terrigenous,      infra- 
littoral,  abysmal ; 
Stalactites,  stalagmites— Circe !  this 
is  dismal. 

He  never  cared  for  horses 
Till  my  old  hunter  died. 
And  then  I  found  m3r  son  and  heir 

Absorbed  in  its  inside. 
He  doesn't  care  for  hunting. 

He  classes  hounds  as  '*  dogs  " ; 
But  he  shows  a  horrid  tendency 
For  collecting  cats  and  froffs. 
And  that,  he  says,  is  because  ne  has 

gone  in  for  Science.  • 

Metschinikoff's  phagocytosis,  amoeboid 

protozoa, 
Atlantosaurus    immanis— Oh,    how   I 
Noah! 


BEFORE  THE  CAB  STRIKE. 

''Nevsb  walk  whbk  tou  can  bids. 
Much  too  heavy— Sixteen  Stone— 
ALWAYS  Cab  it.    Hansom  ! " 


AFTER   THE  CAB   STRIKE. 

"Never  take  a  Cab  again!    Walk  everywhere. 
Got   down  to  Twelve   Stone,    Strike  done  me   a 

WORLD  OF  GOOD  !     WiSH  THEY  'D  GONE  ON  WITH  IT.  " 


pity 


Last  night  when  we  were  smoking 

He  talked  above  my  head. 
I  thought  I  'd  be  paternal, 

So  I  asked  what  he  had  read. 
I  Quoted  from  my  Horace— 

1  have  the  volume  yet — 
But  that  confounded  rascal 
Said,  **  Sir.  you  quite  forget 
That  we  never  have  any  time  for  books  of  that 

sort  after  we  Ve  ^ne  in  for  Science." 
Conf ocal  ellipsoids,  hemispherical  cavity, 
Reciprocal   radius  vectors  —  this   is  sheer 
depravity  I 

The  Squire  says  his  eldest 

Is  steady  as  can  be ; 
He  '11  marry  in  the  county,  and 

Die  M.F.H»  J.P. 
Young  Tom,  Sir  Thomas  tells  me. 
Shall  go  to  Sandhurst  straight ; 
And  we  all  know  young  Lord  Harby 
Has  nought  to  do  but  wait. 
But  my  son — well,  he  always  was  eccentric  — 

has  gone  in  for  Science. 
Oxhsemoglobin ;  Pre-dicrotic  wave. 
He 's  bringing  my  grey  hairs  with  sorrow  to 
the  grave. 

So,  when  my  neighbours  ask  me 

About  my  eldest  son, 
And  what  ho 's  going  to  turn  to 

When  his  time  at  Oxford  *8  done — 
The  English  Bar  and  Parliament  ? 

And  make  himself  a  name  ? — 
I  have  to  change  the  subject. 
And  I  hang  my  head  for  shame. 
Because  how  can  I  possibly  tell  them  that  one 
of  our  family  has  taken  honours  in 
Science  ? 
That  he  calls  a  mushroom  **  saprophyte,"  and 

my  prize  orchid  **  epipbyte." 
I  don't  know  what  he 's  coming  to !  I  wonder 
if  his  head's  quite  right  P 


LINES  IN  PLEASANT  PLACES. 

III.— The  Natural  Histoby  Museum, 
A  BALLY  of  fairest  women, 

Proud  lady  and  humble  quean, 
And  men  clad  in  brave  apparel 

Of  velvet  and  silken  sheen. 
An  Emperor,  bright  with  purple 

And  other  delights  arrayed. 
Conversed  with  a  lovely  lady — 

Some  called  her  a  "  painted"  maid. 

Her  dress  was  a  dream  of  splendour, 
Black,  rose-colour,  brown  and  grey ; 

But  her  painting  was  done  by  Nature, 
Whatever  the  gossips  say. 

There  Burgundy's  Duke  was  bending 
Full  low  to  the  Queen  of  Spain— 

In  silver,  and  brown,  and  green  robes 
Her  courtiers  swelled  her  train. 

And  there  stood  a  handsome  Admiral, 

As  ever  white  ensign  flew, 
A  little  at  sea  whilst  talking 

To  a  common,  or  Girton,  "  Blue." 

Hard  by  sat  a  rrey  old  skipper 

In  dingy  and  sober  vest. 
Spinning  yams  with  his  Lulworth  cousin, 

A  raro  and  an  honoured  guest. 

Thero  mixed  in  the  throng  proud  beauties 

In  livery  rich  and  rare 
Of  claret  with  creamy  borders ; 

The  fairost  where  all  were  fair. 

Ah  me !    Thero  were  lovely  dresses. 

Pearl-bordered  and  silver-washed. 
Not  made,  I  'm  convinced,  by  mortals — 

A  conviction  that  won't  be  quashed. 
And  hero  was  a  glint  of  copper. 

And  yellow  of  clouded  gold. 
And  glory  of  endless  colour. 

Profusion  of  tints  untold. 
The  brown  of  a  maiden's  ringlets. 

The  tortoiseshell  of  her  comb, 
The  grey  that  in  age  her  hair  streaks. 

The  green  of  a  woodland  gnome. 


The  plumage  of  dainty  peacocks, 
Bnght  colours  and  homely  dun, 

And  robes  that  wero  tipped  with  orange 
like  hills  by  the  setting  sun. 

*  Beg  pardon,  it 's  dosing  time.  Sir," — 
Bade  shock  to  my  dreamin8[  Muse — 
It  Foems  she  bas  been  inspirea  by 
The  Butterflies'  rainbow  hues  I 


DABK  EYES. 

When  I  saw  you  first  the  dart. 

Which  from  Cupid's  fingers  flies, 
Found  a  target  in  my  heart, 
Dear  da^k  eyes. 
Eyes  to  flro  the  hearts  of  men, 
Be  they  foolish,  be  they  wise. 
I  adore  you  now,  as  then. 

Dear  dark  eyes. 
Is  that  what  I  ou^ht  to  do  ? 

Though  your  nustress  laughs  or  cries, 
Sad  or  smiling,  still  aro  you 
Dear  dark  eyes. 
When  I  went  you  showed  some  pain ; 
Will  you  gleam  with  glad  surprise 
If  you  see  me  once  again. 

Dear  dark  eyes  ? 

If  you  don*t,  and  show  deb'ght 
At  some  other  fellow's  sighs. 
Shall  I  hang  myself  ?    Not  ouite. 
Dear  dark  eyes! 

From  his  love,  though  he  may  pine. 

No  iK)or  poetaster  dies ; 
I  '11  adoro  some  other  fine. 

Dear  dark  eyes. 

Lest  the  other  fellow's  fist. 

As  in  prize-fight— you  the  |)rize — 
Knock  me  down,  though  I  rosist. 
Dear  dark  eyes. 

Black  my  peepers  with  a  blow. 

Which  the  fixer's  art  supplies  l 
Mine  would  then  be  also— oh%(Tl  (> 
Dearl-darkey^*^^ 
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THE  HOUSE  BETOHD 
THE  SEAS. 

Propfustie  RtpoH  of  the  InUial 
Meeting  of  the  Australian 
Federation. 

The  thooBand  odd  memben 
of  the  Australian  Confederation 
met  in  the  specially-prepared 
chamber(whichhadoo8t  £500,000 
to  erect),  to  oarry  on  the  Coloidal 
business  of  Ooeana. 

There  was  some  little  diffi- 
culty in  electing  a  Speaker,  as 
no  less  than  six  sections  of  the 
Confederation  claimed  to  be  spe- 
cially represented.  After  an 
hour's  discussion  (conducted 
through  speaking-trumpets  so 
that  the  speeches  might  he  heard 
in  the  reporters'  gallery),  half- 
a-dozen  gentlemen  were  chosen 
to  fill  the  Presidential  chair, 
which  was  replaced  by  a  sofa 
for  their  accommodation. 

The  Half-a-Dozen  (in  chorus) 
then  announced  that  thejpro- 
oeedings  had  commenced.  They 
would  be  pleased  to  hear  if  there 
were  anv  Bills  sur  le  tame. 

The  House  was  then  addressed 
by  two  hundred  delegates  from 
Queensland.  As  they  all  spoke 
at  once,  it  was  a  little  difficult 
to  undentand  the  purport  of 
their  obserrations,  but  it  was 
generally  understood  that  the 
delegates  were  in  favour  of 
slavery,  or,  failing  this,  Coolie 
labour. 

Four  hundred  representatives 
of  Victoria  and  NewSouth  Wales 
took  an  opiwsite  view,  and  ex- 
pressed their  determination  of 
passing  a  Bill  for  establish- 
ing the  eight  hours  day,  the 
living   wage,   and    the   State- 
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assisted  establishment  of  Tnde 


A   DAY    IN   THE   COUNTRY. 

Tmmny,  "Oh,  I  s'y  !    Partridges!" 

liarry.    "Partridgks   br   blowbd  !     Why,  thkbb  ain't  no  Par- 

TRIDGBS  TILL  SkPTEMBIR,   TRBRB  AIN't!" 


Seveoral  Premiers  ol 

ookmiea  then  vropoaed  thst  tb 
Budget  should  be  conidd«nd 
before  any  other  public  bunneti 
was  allowed  to  occupy  the  ttUn- 
tion  of  the  House. 

Ccmversation  having  now  be- 
come general,  eighteen  Ghsn- 
oeQors  of  the  Exchequer  win 
had  come  to  an  agreement  an- 
nounced on  a  huge  screen,  with 
the  assistance  of  a  gigiatie 
magic  lantern,  the  exact  amount 
of  the  Revenue. 

On  inquirv,  it  was  aseertainid, 
amidst  much  laughter,  that  the 
sum  named  would  exactly  ptr 
every  ddegate  just  a  yesri 
salary. 

By  univenal  oonsent  it  wis 
agreed  that  a  year's  sakrj 
should  be  i>aid  to  all  present 

There  being  no  other  boanw 
before  the  members,  the  House 
adjourned  until  the  time  should 
arrive  fbr  the  discussion  snd 
distribution  of  another  Budget 

The  proceedings  terminated 
with  a  salute  of  twenty-one 
guns,  which  it  was  explained 
on  the  screen  was  intended  to 
pass  as  a  hearty  vote  of  thanks 
to  those  who  had  presided  with 
80  much  toot,  urbanity,  and  di«- 
tinction  at  these  exceedingly- 
intereiting  proceedings. 


Mrs.  R.  was  so  sorry  io  hear 
that  the  little  boy  who  fell  off 
the  ladder  on  to  iiis  head  htd 
got  to  be  japanned.  On  inquir- 
ing at  the  hospital,  ahe  was  glad 
to  learn  that  he  wasprogressiniir 
favourably  under  the  antisceptic 
treatment. 


''COMMEM.'' 

SiKohey  forthe  season  of  floating  and  flirting 
In  leisurely  punt  and  Canadian  canoe, 

Of  wondrous  displays  of  extravagant  shirting, 
^  Of  exquisite  gown  and  diminutive  shoe ; 

Sing  hey  for  the  anoienta  who  throng  the 
Sneldonian, 

The  bald-headed  batts  of  the  sparkling 
Oxonian, 

Who  sees  in  *  *  EncosQia  "  a  chance  of  asserting 
His  claims  to  a  place  in  the  humourist  crew ! 

Sing  hey  for  the  picnic  on  Cherwell  and  Isis, 
The  clandestine  joys  of  the  flrst  cigarette, 
The  lunches  that  cost  such  preposterous  prices 
And  mean  but  a  fresh  augumentation  of 
debt ;  [burning, 

Sing  hey  for  the  start,  with  a  sun  that  is 
Sing  hey  for  the  speedy  unhappy  returning, 
The  swearing  of  rowers,  most  norrid  of  vices, 
And  the  moaning  of  girls  in  the  pitiless 
wet! 

Sing  hey  for  the  sweet  chaperon  who  sup- 
poses 
*'  She  isn't  required  to  play  hide-and-seek 
With   those  troublesome   girls,"    and    con- 
tentedly dozes 
And  heeds  not  the  roseate  tint  of  the  cheek ; 
Siog   hey   for   the  gardens  at  one   in   the 
mormng,  [dawning, 

Sing  hey  tor  the  tender  farewellH   at    the 
The  pressing  of   hands  and  the  fading  of 
oses. 
And  the  breiking  of  hearts  at  the  end  of 
the  week ! 


"IZEYL." 
What  extremely  funny  names  these  are  I 

Izeyl, 
Harastri,  Yoghi,  Siddarathra^ 
^  .       ,  They  reveal 

Oriental  birth  like  Seyndia ; 
^  ,,  But  we  feel 

Tukkututti  takes  the  cake,  ha,  ha. 

IzeyU 
What's  a  **  Tukkututti,''  qu'eat-c'  done  ca 

Izeylf         * 
7Vew»,  c'est  un  droV  de  nornyn'eat-c'  pas  f 

Sounds  a  deal 
More  like  some  wild  comic  operA, 

Vaudeville^ 
Than  a  drama  mixed  up  with  Bouddhd, 

Izegl. 
You  are  far  from  comic  —very  far ! — 

Izeyl: 
In  the  clutches  of  the  King's  mamma, 
,^  .  ,.  How  you  squeal ! 

Mate  ** le  Tukkututti,"  oh,  la  la! 
_  C'est  vrai  qu*il 

Farewell!    Ta-ta! 

IzeyL 


Est  un  nom  charmant 


Pkohable.— There  is,  we  believe,  a  flourish- 
ing mission  to  Mariners  and  Fishermen,  which 
sends  out  preachers  to  the  buoys  —who  hardly 
retiuire  it,  they  are  such  very  tood  buoys  as 
a  rule— and  gives  li^ht  to  the  light-ships  as 
a  relief  amidst  their  hard-ships.  It  is  now 
proposed  by  these  excellent  missioners  to  visit 
every  part  of  the  coast,  and  to  convert  all  the 
Mussel-men. 


''EX  PEDE  HERCULEM.^' 

["  Teliing  charaoten  by  boots  is  being  studied 
by  a  thoughtful  Frenchman."—!^  Graphic] 
When  Phtllis,  on  hearing  your  phrases 

At  the  critical  point  of  romance 
Looks  down,  as  you  think,  at  the  daisies 

With  a  modest  and  timorous  glance. 
Like  HoLxss  (the  deceased  and  lamented) 

She  is  counting  your  balance  at  Coutts' 
And  weighing  your  merit,  contented 
To  judge  from  your  boots ! 
And  you.  when  you  pay  your  addresses, 

A  similar  plan  should  embrace, 
Never  look  at  her  beautiful  tresses 

Never  care  for  her  exquisite  face ; 
Stop  short  in  your  hasty  profession 

And,  ere  Mrs.  St&ephon  you  choose, 
Recollect  to  observe  with  discretion 
The  state  of  h^  shoes. 

Of  course,  you  will  caref ally  study 

The  heels— are  thejr  lofty  or  ttatP 
Agsdn,  if  the  leather  is  muddy. 

There 's  surely  a  meaning  in  that , 
You  only  need  glance  at  the  state  of 

This  part  to  determine  the  whole. 
You  'U  reckon  the  probable  fate  of 

A  soul  from  a  sole. 
And  so  let  us  join  in  exprtsring 

Our  thanks  for  this  excellent  plan, 
8uoh  evident  merit  possesHug 

For  lovers,  both  maiden  and  man ; 
And  if  you  should  hedtate  whether 

With  Phtllis  to  journey  through  life, 
Remember,  ''There  s  nothing  likeleather" 
In  choosing  a  wife  !|ry  I /> 
Digitized  by. ^^  V  I  v-     ^ 
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OPERA   NOTES. 

Monday,— Werther  by  MASSEmrr.  Thus  inspired*  the  Opera 
Goer  breaketh  forth  into  rhythmic  praise : — 

Emma  Eames  is  singinff  Charlotte, 
Goody-goody,  not  a  nirter, 

And  'tis  Brother  Jsan  de  Reszke 
Takes  the  part  of  warbling  JVerther, 

Abkoldsok  sings  Sophie  sweetly; 

First  rate  Bailli  Castelma&t  ; 
Albebs  good  as  Charlotte^ e  husband, 

Thus  completes  a  caste  quite  starry. 

Boyish  choristers  sing  "  Noel  I " 
Listening  to  this  choir  of  laddies 

Doth  recall  old  Herr  Von  Joel 
When  our  youth  was  Green,  at  **  Paddy's." 

Dbubiolanvs  back  has  ta'en  us 
To  the  days  when  we  were  perter 

And  the  poem  Thaokerayan 
Read  we  on  the  Woes  of  Werther. 

Than  the  merry  Mancihelli 
Can  conductor  be  alerter  P 
Chorus,  band,  arrangements  scenic, 
Perfect  are  for  Warbling  Werther  ! 

Wednesday, — Ronteo  et  Juliette.  House  crowded.  This  house 
quite  equal  to  the  two  Houses  of  Capulets  (Lords)  and  Montagues 
(Commons).  Royalty  present,  and  evidently  much  pleased,  as  who 
could  help  being,  with  Melba  at  her  best,  and  the  Brothers  De 
Repzke  in  most  excellent  form.  Happy  Thought.  Instead  of  basket 
of  iiowers,  handed  up  at  end  of  Act  il.,  why  not  hand  up  basket 
full  of  something  really  useful,  say  yegetablesF  Considering  the 
poor  season  it  has  been,  a  basket  of  the  very  best  green  asparagus, 
the  smallest  and  sweetest  peas,  and  the  most  minute  and  narrowest 
of  broad  beans,  with  some  rare  hothouse  fruit,  a  few  jars  of  real 
turtle,  and  a  prime  saddle  of  mutton,  would  be  something  worthy 
the  acceptance  of  a  prima  donna  !  But  as  the  Priest  of  Venus  says  in 
Offenbach's  La  BeUe  Helene,  •*  Trop  deJUurel  Trop  defleure!^^ 
Far  more  acceptable  than  even  the  most  gigantic  bouquet,  would  be 
the  substantial  trophy— '* a  trophy"  suggestive  of  everything  the 
very  opposite  of  anything  like  '*  atrophy" — ^which  we  have  suggested. 
Touching,  too,  to  see  the  i^o^^u^*  brincTng  such  gifts  in  carrisges  and 
oabs.  and  the  servants  of  the  establishment  jealously  guarding  them 
in  their  passage  under  the  stage  to  the  orchestral  A  few  fresh 
lobsters  with  prime  green  salad  would  add  to  the  artistic  effect,  and 
make  the  baskets,  so  handed  up,  a  sight  for  Gods  in  the  gallery,  a 
delight  for  **the  Diva,"  and  the  envy  of  everybody  everywhere. 
LucTLE  Hill,  as  Slephano,  looks  pretty,  singing  prettily.  Merry 
Mancinelli  all  there^  and  more. 

Friday,— Lohenartn.  Melba  as  Elsa,  Mr.  Wagstaff  observes, 
**  She  is  oright  ana  effervesoent  as  seltzer,^*  Wagstaff  to  be  sup- 
pressed, as  he  will  whisper  these  very  soft  nothings  to  me  during  acts, 
and  people  look  round  at  him  indignantly.  Worst  is,  he  chuckles 
audibly.  Edward  de  Reszke  noble  as  the  King,  that  is  if  he  6«  a 
king,  though  rouftt  own  to  never  having  discovered  what  sort  of 
a  dignity  "  r  Ucrellatnre^^  is  meant  to  be.  However,  he  appears  to  be 
six  foftt  six  by  four,  and  take  him  as  length  and  breadth  he  is  every 
inch  n  king.  Herr  Waldmann  is  VAraldo  del  Re,  a  part  which,  as  there 
is  onlv  one  song  in  it,  just  suits  one  Herr.  John  de  Reszke  tries  to 
makehimselflookflaxenandeffeminateastheSwan-Hopperatic  Knight 
but,  thank  goodness,  does  not  succeed,  but  sings  and  plays  in  a  grandlv 
masculine  maimer.  Ancona  so  dramatic  as  Freddy  Telramonao 
(**  Who  was  Ramondo  f  "  asks  that  chuckle-headed  Wagstaff,  '*  and 
what  did  who  have  to  Tell  him  ?  "  Down,  Wa  ostaff,  down  1 )  as  to  make 
this  part  quite  lively ;  wbile  Ghtlia  Ravooli,  marvellously  made 

up  as  the  intruding   Ortruda,  (^^Auaht  ruder  than  she  is ^" 

Hush !  Irrepressible  Wagstaff  ;  and  ne  subsides  with  a  Puck-like 
chuckle— a  difficult  combination  of  words,  and  liable  to  be  uttered  as 
I*  a  chuck-like  Puckle"),  is  undeniably  powerful  bistrionically,  even 
if  her  singing  be  not  absolute  perfect  *' Chorus,  if  you  please, 
ladies  and  gentlemen,"  excellent,  as  usual,  and  Signer  mancinelli 
Meritorious  and  Monarchical,  but  here  and  there  apparently  Morose 
and  Miserable,  turning  with  a  frown  and  with  energetic  action^  as 
if  remonstrating  with  the  left-hand  portion  of  the  orchestra  for  doing 
or  not  doing  something  or  other,  which  fault,  if  fault  it  were  on 
either  side,  escaped  the  notice  of  the  learned  musical  Thebans  in 
front  of  the  House.  Fine  performance  of  Opera,  but  very  wet  per- 
formance C'a  down- pour- tormanoe,"  says  Wagstaff,  whom  I  will 
fMt  take  with  me  in  my  cab)  outside. 

Saturday,— Weslhi' 9  FaUtaff  **  going  strong."  Sir  DauEioLANiJs 
looks  in  from  rehearsal  of  German  Opera,  nas  a  conversation  in 
German,  Italian,  French,  Chinese.  Russian,  Spanish,  and  Siamese, 
with  a  few  friends  of  various  nationalities  in  the  house:  but,  as  Gilbert 
(**  W.  S.."  not  **  Yvette")  saD^,  **  In  spite  of  all  temptations  To 
belong  to  other  nations.  He  remains  an  EngUsbman  I "    Brayvo  I 


A  JOVE-IAL  EXTRAVAGANZA. 

The  Cambridge  May  Week  this 
year  seriously  marred  Dy  rain,  but 
nothing  could  damp  the  spirits  of 
visitors,  who  showed  Uiem»^ves  to 
be  not  at  sea  by  going  to  the  A.  D.  C. 
there  to  see  Jtipiter,  LL,I),,  an 
original  mythological  musical  ex- 
travaganza. The  Lehxann  dement 
suiyphed  by  the  author,  tiie  music 
composed  by  Mr.  Tebttus  Noble, 
the  organist  of  Ely  Cathedral  Most 
musical  pieces  nowadays  a  collection 
of  excellent  "  turns."  **  One  good 
turn  deserves  another"  and  the 
thinsr's  done.  Jupiter.  LL,D,,  not 
at  an  like  that.  The  book  a  capital 
coherent  story.  A  Cambridge  Vice- 
Chancellor— the  Vice  men  most  de- 
test—Dr.  RumholdOHi.  A.  H.  Hall) 
and  an  undergraduate  Arthur  Henry 
Halifax—so  named  that  the  heroine 
may  call  him  **  Arthur  "  in  the  first 
two  acts  and  go  to  Halifax  in  the 
third,  and  played  with  great  spirit 
and  skill  by  Mr.  C.  E.  Martineau— 
go  to  Olympia  to  beg  all  the  gods 
and  goddesses  to  come  to  Cambridge 
to  get  their  LL.D.  They  arrive  there 
The  Vicc-ChancoUor  in  Jupiter.    ^Jr^^Jil^.^^  ^""^v*^  getr-degrees, 

prising  adventures  with  the  girls  and  principal  of  (Pretty)  Maida  Hall. 
All  roads,  of  course,  lead  to  the  Great  Court  of  Trinity,  which 
made  a  beautiful  Third  Act,  with  a 
procession  of  newlv-made  Doctors 
and  Doctresses,  which  made  one 
hopeful  for  the  future  of  learaiog. 
The  bedmakers,  Mr.  R.  A.  Austen 
Leigh  and  Mr.  A.  L.  Habbison, 
really  immensely  funny.  Both 
have,  it  is  rumoured,  since  received 
offers  of  important  engagements 
from  a  leading  College,  au*.  Leh- 
xann's  songs  went  widi  the  utmost 
dash.  So  much  rhyme  that  there 
was  no  sign  of  a  frost.  Mr.  Noble's 
music  as  graceful  and  pretty  as  the 
A.  D.  C.  ladies.  Hebe  (the  Hon. 
F.  W.  G.  Eoebton),  who  had  got 
her  blue,  and  wore  it,  was  charm- 
ing in  a  leading  i>art.- whilst  the 
two  ffoddesses,  Juno  (Mr.  T.  Bal- 
POUK)  and  Venus  (Mr.  F.  G. 
d*Hauteville),  looked  divine. 
It's  a  wa^  goddesses  have.  The 
whole  affair  a  great  domestic 
triumph  for  the  A.  D.  C,  a  per- 
sonal one  for  Mr.  Lehkann  and 
Mr.  Noble.  These  two  gentlemen 
responsible  for  a  good  deaL  For 
all  men  now  swear— by  Jupiter, 
LL,D,  And  one  who  swears  as 
loudly  as  anv  may,  perhaps,  as 
coming  from  the  sister  University,  not  untruly  assert  he  was 

Oxford  in  Cambridge, 


First  Bedmaker. 


MooiiK  AND  Downs.— At  the  Grand  Steeplechase  de  Paris,  as  we 
ffaf  lur  from  the  St.  James's  QazetU's  Sportmg  Notes,  **  Mr.  Pony  ' 
MookkV  iolours  were  sported  for  the  first  time,  but  the  horse  was 
unplaced/'  The  colours  of  Mr.  "Pony"  Moore,  the  celebrated 
Christ V  Minstrel,  would  of  course  be  **  black  on  white  "  as  they  say 
at  pool .  As  thfl  horse  didn't  win,  there  were  no  winners  or  losers, 
and  Hi)  bet  tor  will,  in  consequence,  be  able  to  consider  himself  as  all 
the  btttt  r  oflf  for  having  one  "pony  more"  in  his  pocket.  **The 
Miii>tr(l  I'>oy  to  the  race  has  gone.  And  he's  left  his  bones  behind 
him/'  i^  ^^  hat  they  ought  henceforth  to  sing  at  St.  James's  Hall  if 
the  . ;  iblishctt  **  Comer  Man"  is  to  become  a  regular  **  Tatten- 
ham-Comer  Man."  and  to  go  in  for  the  **  Bettor  I  And."  Winner 
first,  Moore  to  follow. 

'*  The  BANKRUPTnr  of  Baeon  A.  Graut— A  Farthing  in  the 
Pound."— (Pa^  Mall  Gazette,  June  9,  1891.)— *' A  barren  grant" 
indeed! 
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HOW  TO   DECLINE   AN    INVITATION. 

'*  I  MUST  SAT  80MSTHINO  MORS  THAN  THAT    Wb  CAN'T  ACCMPT,   PaPA  1  " 

"Oh,  well— bat  it's  our  Last  Day,  you  know,  and  that  we  want  to  make  the  best  of  it!*' 


MODEL  CORRESPONDENCE 

Between  a  Modern  Ampoitrton  and  an 

Up-to-Date  Diner-Out. 
^Ajlcr  Afarlatr).     Svgffestrd  hy  a  late  leiUr  frwn 

a  Diner-Out  in  the  **  Times  "  Newspaper. 
The  Modem  Amphitryon  to  the  Up-to-Date 
Diner-  Out : — 
Comb  dine  with  me  on  Monday  week, 
And  we  will  all  the  pkasures  seek 
That  a  prime  oook,  and  oellar  good. 
May  yield  to  one  in  dining  mood. 

We  shall  sit  down  a  jolly  eight 

(My  •*  octaffons  "  you  *ve  not  tried  of  late), 

I  Ve  asked  Jack  Spratte,   and  the  1)e 

BOORES, 

MuNDUNGUs  and  the  Madeeporss. 

No  silver  dishes  for  thy  meat, 

Bat— you  *11  find  something  opood  to  eat ! 

And  on  the  tahle  there  shall  oe 

No  cheap  champagne,  take  that  from  me ! 

I  know  you  love  a  first-rate  smoke, 
The  oldest  wine,  the  newest  joke ; 
And  if  delights  like  these  vou  seek, 
Come  dine  with  me  next  Monday  week ! 

ne  Up-to-Date  Diner-Out' e  Reply  to  the 
Modem  Amphitryon. 
If  feeds  were  scarce,  and  I  were  young. 
And  truth  on  eac^h  Amphitryon's  tongue, 
Your  pretly  note  might  make  me  seek 
To  dine  with  you  next  Monday  week. 

But  time  runs  on,  I  *m  growing  old. 
And  dullard  ffuests.  and  dishes  cold. 
Make  hospitality  all  a  hum, 
60  1  *m  afraid  1  cannot  come. 

Pardon  delay  in  my  reply  I 
I  always  let  a  week  sbp  by 
Before  response  to  such  a  letter, 
Binoe  any  day  may  bring  a  better  / 


You  saw  the  tip  of  "  Diner-Out " 
Who  wrote  unto  the  Times^  no  doubt  ? 
Procrastination  is  time's  thief, 
But  gives  the  diner-oat  relief. 

No  thanks,  old  man !    And  since  you  wrote 
I  've  had  the  friendliest  little  note 
From  Lady  Madge,— sly  little  sinner  !— 
And— well,  you  know  her  style  of  dinner  I 

There  I  shall  meet  no  pnrsey  bores. 
Or  mutton- witted  Madrepores  ; 
So .  as  I  love  the  smart  and  cAtc, 
I  dine  with  her  on  Monday  week. 

Of  course,  dear  boy,  had  nothing  better 
Turned  up  since  I  received  your  letter, 
Why/aii<«  de  mieuxy  I  yet  might  seek 
To  aine  with  you  next  Monday  week. 


A  ROAD  TO  THE  CODE. 

Dear  Mr,  Punch,— So  many  codes  have 
recently  been  published  to  simplify  the  send- 
ing of  telegraphic  messages,  that  it  seems 
necessary  to  furnish  one  that  may  be  used  by 
all  the  world.  Such  a  work  is  now  in  active 
preparation.  I  am  the  compiler.  The  fol- 
lowing (which  are  not  unlike  entries  in  other 
codes)  are  a  few  examples  of  its  contents :  — 
C(xir  jrord,  tLcplanation, 

Poute  .  .  You  cannot  possibly  dine  with 
us  this  evening,  as  there  will  be 
thirteen  at  table  if  you  come. 
Besides,  we  have  not  the  right 
set  to  meet  you.  You  are  dull 
and  uninteresting.  We  may  a<i 
well  be  frank  and  open,  and  it 
would  be  gross  flattery  to  say 
anytbing  else. 

Angel  .  .  The  man  in  possession  refused 
to  go  out,  and  has  taken  to 
nmokingin  the  back  drawing- 
room.    He  has  got  the  key  of  the 


bookcase,  and  is  thumbing  the 
original  edition  of  Ru8KIn*8 
Seven  Lampe  of  Architecture^ 
and  the  Stones  of  Vettice, 

Catspaw  .  We  arrive  in  Paris  at  7.45, 
breakfast  at  the  table  d'hote  at 
the  Grand  at  11.30.  and  visit  the 
Jardin  des  Plantes  before  leaving 
for  Basle  in  the  evening. 

Bsautt.  .  Yes,  your  brother  has  come 
back  from  New  Zealand.  He 
managed  to  borrow  half-a-sove- 
reifn  from  Uncle  Jack,  and  has 
walked  off  with  the  watchman's 
supper.  This  last  outrage  has 
caused  a  terrible  row,  and  may 
bring  him  before  a  magistrate. 

FiRE^voRKS  .  We  shall  go  to  the  Abbey  in 
the  morning,  St.  Paul's  in  the 
afternoon,  and  perhaps  dine  at 
the  Albany  Club  in  the  evening. 
If  we  ^0  to  Kingston,  we  may 
return  in  Lord  Dashover's  four- 
in-hand. 

Bottle  .  .  The  children  are  going  to 
school  at  Dr.  Birch's.  They  are 
reouired  to  take  six  towels,  a 
fork,  spoon,  and  knife,  and  the 
customary  outfit.  PVench  is  an 
extra,  but  drilling  is  thro^oi  in. 
The  matron  is  a  Mrs.  Brown,  a 
widow,  whoi.e  husband  was  killed 
in  the  Mutiuy. 

Freedom  .  Certainly  buy  fur  the  rise,  as 
Mexicans  have  declared  a  feeble 
dividend.  British  Railways  and 
Foreigners  still  doubtful.  Grey 
shirting  dull,  and  nothing  doing 
in  the  silver  market. 
There,  Sir !    I  have  picked  out  a  word  here 

and  there,  so  that  you  may  see  the  modus 

operandi.  Yours  very  truly, 

A  PRAcncAL  Mav. 
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''THE   OLD   ORDER   CHANQETH,    GIVING   PLACE   TO   NEW/' 

RorTEN  Row.      10  A.M.      DiSPBBSION  OF  THE  POTHATITES,   StRAWHATITKS  AND  CaPMKN,   AND  TRIUMPHANT  ENTBY  OP  THE  TOPHAIHE, 

"  In  QUITE  COBBBCT  ATTIRE,    Bt  PARTICULAR  DESIRE." 


THE  GIETON  GIRL  B.A. 

Under  the  headine  University  Intelligence, 
the  list  of   Wranglers   Senior   and   Junior 
Optimes  was  given 
last  Wednesday. 
Then  the  names  of 
the  men  being  ended, 
haohelors  every  one 
of  them,  and     oon- 
firmed     bachelors  "  ^!. 
most  of  them,  it  may    ' 
fairly  be  supposed, 
oomes  the  list  neaded 
"  Women,"   among 
whom  there  ap- 
peared,  strange   to 
say,     only    one 
Wrangler!     But 
theladywasaGirton     Girl  Graduate :  Single 
Girl,  and  though  all  fi««re. 

alone,  yet  it  was  stated  in  narenthesis  that 
she  was  **caual  to  28."     Now,  there  were 
thirty-two  Male  Wranglers,  and  twenty-four 
of  these  being  bracketed  as  equal  may  be 
deducted   from   the   Male  Wrangler  total, 
leaving"  therefore,  as  a  matter  of  correct  cal- 
oulation,  and  with  the  single  Wranglers  in- 
cluded, just   fifteen  Male  Wranglers,  i'.«., 
fifteen   men  vertue  one  woman   **  equal  to 
2S/»       Such  is  the  state  of  the  odds.     So 
file    one    woman,    her    honoured    name    is 
Miss    £.  H.  Cooke,  has  the  be»t  of  it  after 
all,    being  eoual   not    only  to    the    fifteen 
Male     Wranglers,    but    to   another  possible 
seventeen!    Bravissima  Miss  £.  H.  Cooke. 
No  difi&cultv  in  securing  a  first  rate-place 
for    so  exoeilent  a  chef.    Of  oourse,  so  ad- 
mirable a  Cooke  will   at  onoe  receive  the 
cord€>n  bleu! 


SYTEETHEAET. 

I,  PENT  in  gloomy  London  street 

All  black,  though  June  elsewhere  blooms 
firaily. 
Dream  much  of  thee,  so  softly  sweet. 

And  growing  yet  more  charming  daily. 

I  dream  of  thee,  remote  from  town. 
In  country  garden  bright  with  flowers. 

Where  falling  blossoms  flutter  down 
Upon  thy  head  in  scented  showers. 

I  dream  of  thee  where  skies  are  blue ; 

I  feel  an  eager  hope  of  winning 
Thv  heart,  so  tender  and  so  true, 

A  heart  incapable  of  sinning. 

I  can  but  dream  of  all  thy  charm. 

Until  at  last  we  are  together ; 
I  fear  lest  cold  should  do  thee  harm 

In  this  uncertain,  changeful  weather. 

I  dream— perhaps  it  is  not  right. 
And  I  am  an  abandoned  sinner— 

Of  some  not  distant  summer  night 
When  thou  wilt  come  to  me  to  dinner. 

I  dream  how  we  no  more  shall  part, 
I  count  the  time— resembling  Babbagb— 

Till  I  possess  thy  tender  heart. 
My  own  fresh-gathered  summer  cabbage. 


**  Expulsion  of  D^ines  from  Schleswio." 
—The  sufferers  by  this,  we  learn  from  the 
Times,  included  **  the  popular  performers  of 
Denmark's  principle  theatre."  Hamlet'' a  per- 
formers  turned  out !  As  Polonius  would  have 
indignantly  observed,  **  'Tis  true,  'tis  pity ! 
'Tis  pity !    Dash  my  Sohles-wig !  " 


TABLE-TALK  FOR  NEXT  CENTURY. 

[Sir  B.  W.  RicHABDHON,  M.D.,  has  sUted  that 
the  perfect  food  of  the  futute  will  be  a  chemical 
vegetable  compound,  which  will  contain  all  the 
valuable  elements  in  meat,  but  without  the  need 
of  going  to  tbe  animal  kingdom  for  it.] 

Mat  I  offer  vou  some  of  this  pigless  bacon 
with  your  artinoial  goose  ?  They  are  said  to 
go  very  well  together. 

Thanks,  but.  if  you  will  allow  me,  I  will 
have  the  artincial  goose  removed,  and  try 
some  salmi  of  potted  cauli6ower  instead. 

What  is  the  dish  at  that  end  of  the  table  ? 
Why,  it 's  a  fore-quarter  of  prime  Canterbury 
inorganic  lamb,  composed  of  a  cunning  mix- 
ture of  broad  beans,  onions,  tomatoes,  gum 
arabic,  and  cellulose.  Mv  bean-butcher  re- 
commends it  strongly.  May  I  tempt  you  P 
Do  try  my  pulse— not  medic^Jly,  of  course ! 

Well,  on  second  thoughts,  perhaps  I  should 
feel  safer  with  some  of  those  South- Down 
carrots. 

Why  not  strike  out  a  new  line,  and  go  in 
for  my  much-appreciated  saddle  ot  haricots  ? 
It  is  certified  by  a  specialist  to  contain  five 
times  more  nitrogenous  matter  than  the  bar- 
bunouB  old  sirloin  of  beef. 

You  are  too  kind.  But  my  doctor  tells  me 
to  avoid  nitrogen,  and  only  take  carbonaceous 
foods. 

Well,  that  rol-au-rent  of  vegetable  marrow 
is  simply  packed  with  carbon.  It  runs  the 
temperature  up  to  fever  heat  in  no  time.  Or 
you  could  hanily  do  better  than  an  onion- 
veal  cutlet. 

Thanks!    thanks  awfully  I     But  on  the 

whole,  if  you  don't  mind,  I  think  I  'U  have  a 

piece  of  that  ^gelatinised  mineral  steak.    And 

some  old-fashioned  bread.!  Waiter,  bread ! 

llflzedbyV3    [Left  eating. 
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PREHISTORIC    PEEPS. 

A   NIGHT   LECTURE   ON   EVOLUTION. 


LETTER  TO  A  DEBUTANTE.— IIL 

Mr  DFAB  GLADTSf^Ton  have  made  great  progress  lately,  and  I 
pee  you  are  acquiring  a  sense  of  proportion  and  a  feeling  of  that  rela- 
tive value  of  your  acquaintances  that  varies  so  subtly  according  to 
lime  and  place.  Captain  Mashington,  for  instanci*,  admirable  in  a 
ball-room,  useful  at  Hurlingham,  and  adequate  in  the  Park,  is 
nobody,  and  completely  *'out  of  it,"  at  Flobiak  Hate*8  Studio 
afternoons,  where  it 's  a  privilege  to  be  noticed  by  Abchie 
WiEBDSLKY,  and  a  distinction  to  get  a  word  with  Adbian  Cltve. 
These  gentlemen  are  fashionable  and  entertaining ;  yet,  if  there  is  a 
tinge  of  the  romantic  about  their  hair,  or  anything  too  vivid  and 
dramatic  as  to  their  button-hole^  they  would  not  oe  apnreoiated, 
(ay,  at  Lobd*8,  at  the  Eton  and  Harrow  cricket  match,  wnere  they 
would  shudder  at  the  crude  shades  of  blue,  and  Captain  Mashixotok 
would  be  in  his  element. 

Wherever  you  may  be,  I  trust  you  never  snub  a  fsithful,  fan- 
holding^  wire-sending,  ice-fetching  old  friend — (by  old  friend,  I 
mean,  in  London,  anyone  you  have  met  four  or  nve  times) — it's 
unkind ;  and  you  never  know  when  you  may  require  him. 

Your  last  letter  was  quite  exciting.  So  you  have  had  your  first 
proposal!  And  from  the  serious  man  who  does  conjuring  tricks. 
And  you  refused  him ~  incoherently,  but  firmly ~  at  a  Wagner 
concert. 

I  cannot  pity  him.  He  brought  it  on  himself,  by  sending  you  his 
book  on  South  Africa.  But  why  were  you  disappointed  at  the  way 
he  did  it  P  What  had  you  been  reading  P  Did  you  think  he  would 
kned  on  one  knee,  and  say,  **  Miss  Kenstngton—Glabts— may  I  call 
you  Gladys?  "  (or  words  to  that  eiftct)— '*  In  short,— I  love  you  I " 

People  don't  say,  **  In  f>hort,"  nor  kneel,  nowadays.  You  say  he 
is  going  away,  to  get  over  it.  I  suppose  to  Brighton,  from  Saturday 
till  Monday. 

And  now,  about  Captain  MAsnrNOTGN  ?  You  seem  to  see  him  very 
often.  By  a  series  of  miraculous  accidents  he  is  always  *' crossing 
vour  path,'*  as  they  bay  in  melodrama,  and  you  are  never  out  when 
ne  calls.  You  rev)eat  to  me  remarks  of  his  really  unworthy  of  quota- 
tion in  i)en  an  ink,  and  altogethir,  I  fear  you  have  a  weakness  for 
him.  I  am  anxious,  became  I  know  him  to  be  **  hard  up,"  liable  to 
be  *' ordered  off"  at  any  moment,  and  entirely  unsuited  to  the 
profes»i<  n  of  marriage.    Think,  my  dear  Gl.4DV8. 

Would  you  like  a  long  engagement  P  with  letlers  by  every  mail  for 
six  years  while  Bkbtie  (I  daref^ay  his  name  is  Bebtie)  i^  out  in  some 
distant  savage  country,  subject  to  fever  and  forgetf ulness  P  Or 
would  you  like  to  marry  now— at  eighteen— and  |)erhaps  go  out,  say, 
to  Bermuda  with  Captain  Mashivgtok— in  the  middle  of  the  season, 
for  instance?    He  would  flirt  on  board  with  ladies  old  enough  to  be 


your  mother,  and  you  would  be  far  too  ill  even  to  dress  well  enouEhto 
annoy  them.  That  excellent  valsing  that  charms  yon  now  vroold  be 
the  greatest  annoyance  to  you  after  your  marriage— you  eanH  dance 
with  your  husband^  retnember.  So  to  marry  him  for  that  would  be 
short-sighted  indeed. 

You  are  not  yery  good  at  characterization,  Gladys.  What  a  hmg 
word  I  but  I  mean  that  your  descriptions  are  disconnected,  and  from 
them  I  can  form  only  a  vague  idea  of  your  new  admirer*  Mr. 
Elkivokldbb.    What  I  hear,  on  the  whole,  I  rather  like. 

**  Baid  hut  good-tempered — better-looking  really  than  he  Meifia.'* 
Curious— one  would  have  thought  good  looks  really  a  matter  about 
which  one  might  judge  by  appearances.  But,  let  that  oass.  **  Piaye 
the  bassoon^  but  very  little,  tmd  only  in  private,**  One  can*t  play 
the  bassoon,  even  **  in  private,"  without  it  s  being  noticed- nnforta- 
nately.    Are  you  sure  it  is  the  bassoon  ? 

**  jJrires  a  drag,  and  has  asked  you  and  Ladv  Tayxeb  to  go  to 
Ranelagh.  Gives  huge  dinner-parties,  on  Sundays,  at  the  Savoy, 
Sends  flowers,  and  makes  jokes.  As  he  is  very  rich,  and  has  notAina 
whatever  to  do,  it  is  supposed  he  will  never  have  time  to  tnarry,^ 
The  music  is  against  him,  but  we  all  have  our  faults.  What  atrle  of 
humour  does  he  indulge  m  ?  Does  he  make  jokes  you  have  neaid 
before,  or  only  the  kind  you  do  not  wish  to  hear  again  P  He  aent  you 
a  bonbonniere  from  Chabbonkbl's  on  your  birthday.  On  it  wma 
written,  *'  *  Sweets  to  Hhe  Sweets.'    From  Heinbich  Kledcoklde3L*' 

Poetical,  and  complimentary ;  but,  somehow,  a  little  hackneyed  ? 
No  P  And  you  are  so  fond  ox  originality !  Tne  bassoon,  however, 
is  only  too  original  (are  you  sure  it  is  the  bassoon  ?).  Unaer  hiitlier 
influences  he  might  be  persuaded  to  ^ye  it  up,  and  take  to  paintiA^, 
or  palmistry,  or  dominoes,  or  something  quiet,  instead.  At  any  nte^ 
I  recommend  encouragement ;  gentle  and  steady— not  etnpreeec^  or 
fitful.  I  like  Elkinoeldeb,  somehow ;  he  is  a  good  fellow.  I  know 
I  should  get  on  with  him. 

Please  do  not  hold  a  stall  at  a  f anc^  fair !  I  cannot  endure  to  see 
young  ladies  displaying  now  that  business  capacity  and  determina- 
tion to  sell  not  seen  in  rhopwomen,  and  now  that  lirht  airy  chaff  aind 
coquetry  unknown  in  Clapham,  and  found  onlv  in  oarmaids  and  the 
best  society.    Besides,  bazaars  are  so  tiring  ana  onbeoomiog. 

You  can  say.  very  soon  now.  that  you  are  sick  of  the  season,  that 
you  are  tired  of  crowds,  and  only  wish  to  be  out  on  the  hill-aide  with 
th«  buttercups. 

I)on't  wait  till  everybody  does  it.  It  is  quite  time  to  begin  saying 
**  you  are  longing  to  get  away." 

And  now,  good-bye  fur  the  present.  I  hope  you  will  oijoj 
Ranelagh.  Yours  ever  affectionately,  Mabjorix. 

There  must  be  some  mistake— I  don't  think  it  can  really  be  the 
l>awoon.  Digitized  by 
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BOUQUET  DE  BABYLON. 

G£Ain>OLPH,  starting  round  the 

world, 
As  a  parting  bomb  has  hnrled 
Soom   at  London's  foul  wood- 

payement. 
Faito,  dear  lord,  it  duth  need 

layement. 
London's  streets  are  an  offence 
Now,  alas  I  to  every  sense. 
Eyes  and  ears  they  always  hurt. 
Now  their  ordure,  dust  and  dirt, 
Torture,    too,   our   mouths  and 

noses. 
Stable  refuse,  powdered,  closes 
All  our  pores;  we  breathe  and 

taste 
Gutter-garbage,  offal,  waste 
Deiiooated  into  dust, 
To  the  general  disgust. 
Hercules,  so  says  old  fable. 
Cleansed  the  foul  Augean  stable. 
London's  maze  of   streets  now 

smell 
Stable-like.    We  wish  you  well 
Grahbolph,  but  when  done,  do 

please 
Come  back  and  play  the  Hercules ! 

Arks,  Legs,  and  the  Manx- 
MEV.— Mr.  Labouchebs  finished 
his  letter  to  a  Manxman,  who  had 
written  to  inquire  if  H.  L.,  M.P., 
suggested  the  cession  of  the  Isle 
of  Man  to  Germany,  with  this 
explanation  :—*' It  was  what  i» 
called  ^argumentum  absurdum,^ " 
But  it  is  not  so  called ;  the  phrase 
is  **  argwnentum  ad  ahaurdum,** 
"  Labby"  had  only  to  add  "  ad." 
If  the  Manxman  were  a  poet,  he 
would  have  been  inspired  to  send 
a  reply  iu  a  couplet — 

Many  thanks,  man. 
From  your  Manxman. 
But  there  is  no  record  of  bin 
haying  done  so.  The  island  will 
not  be  ceded  to  Germany.  The 
''House  of  Keys"  is  6afe,~no 
deadlock;  and  the  Manxman  will 
not  haye  to  subtract  from  the  Man  x 
Arms,  and  will  not  haye  to  sur- 
render eyen  one  of  his  three  legs. 


OUR   DECADENTS   (FEMALE). 

"Tbll  xe,   Monsieitb  Dctbosc.     Of  covbjbe  TOu'yE  read  that 

SHOCKIKO  Case  of  'Smith  f.  Smith,  Brown,  Jones,  Robinson, 

AKD  Others'?" 

**I  confess  I  'AVE,  Mips  Vilees.    I  am  a  Lawyer,  you  know." 

"Well,  now,  what  do  you  think  of  it  as  a  Subject  for 

DRAMATIC  treatment?" 

"  I— I— I  do  not  know  yat  rr  may  be  as  a  Subject  for  dra- 
matic treatment,  Mademoiselle.  I— I— I  find  it  very— a— a— 
embarrabsatrr  as  a  subject  for  conversation  viz  a  youxo 
Lady  ! " 


Notes  on  the  Nonconformist 
Conscience. 

{Btf  a  Chureh^going  CotuervtUive 
SporUman,) 

It  leaves  a  QKuting  premier  in 

the  lurch^ 
Tet  hacks  him  when  he  would 

hunt  down  the  Church  I 
For  thoufi^  it  shrinks  from  hotting 

onaKaoe^ 
Would  put  its   money  on  —  a 

SUeple-Chaael 


Though  against  gambling  on  the 

Turf  It  thunder, 
*Twould  ffambol  high  to  see  its 

foes  tneretin<^. 
And  though  it  girds  at  sportive 

ale  and  cakes. 
How  gladly  would  it  sweep  the 

jLndowment  Stake*  ! 


Mbs.  R.  Disgusted.— Our  ex- 
cellent and  most  sensible  friend, 
Mrs.  Ram,  is  very  much  in  favour 
of  the  Deceased  Wife's  Sister 
Marriage  BilL  She  cannot  under- 
stand why  the  Lords  oppose  it, 
unless  it  is  that  the  Lords  are 
afraid  of  the  Ladies.  But  when 
the  Archbishop  of  Canterbury's 
speech  was  rei^  aloud  to  her,  and 
her  nephew  had  got  as  far  as  his 
Grace's  statement  that  if  these 
marriaees  were  not  forbidden  by 
the  Bible— {*' which,"  obwvea 
Mrs.  R.,  parenthetically,  **they 
most  certainly  are  not  "J— "they 
certainly  are  oy  analogy."  Mrs.  R. 
bouncea  up  indignantly.  "For- 
bidden by  trAo/"  she  exclaimed. 
**  Who  an  earth  is  *Anne-Alo«y '  P 
If  it's  another  name  fur  Queen 
Anne,"— but  here  her  nephew  in- 
tervened, and  our  esteemed  friend 
calmed  down,  though  temporarily 
mollilied,  was  still  very  tar  from 
bning  satisfied  with  the  rejection 
of  the  Bill  by  a  majority  of  nine. 

Vaccination  Motto  [slightly 
altered  from  the  origMol).  — 
**  Anna  viru«que." 


ESSENCE   OF  PARLIAMENT. 

EXTBACTED  PBOM  THE  BIART  OP  TOBY,  M.P. 

House  of  Commons.  Monday ^  June  ll.—Aifeoling  scene  just 
now  between  Cap'en  Tommy  Bowles  and  the  Chsir.  Clause  IV. 
of  Budget  Bill  having  been  under  discussion  since  Friday  night. 
Amendments  finally  disposed  of.  On  question  that  Clause  oe  added 
to  Bill,  the  blameless  Bartley  blandly  moved  its  rejection.  Then 
the  Cap'sn  hove  to,  fired  off  stupendous  speech,  just  as  if  on  suoces- 
sive  Amendments  to  Clause  he  had  not  deUvered  a  doxen  others. 
Mellor  having  been  carried  out  in  comatose  state,  Roby  temporarily 
in  Chair.  At  end  of  first  twenty  words,  hailed  the  Cap'en  ;  ordertd 
him  to  dew  up.  Cap*en  held  his  course  as  before ;  Roby  fired  shot 
acroes  his  bows. 

••  I  will,"  said  the  Cap'bn  for  only  response,  "  give  the  Committee 
alastiUustration."  /      *-     .     » 

''I  have  to  request  the  hon.  gentleman  not  to  proceed,"  said  the 
Chairmak,  steml3r. 

Here  was  a  crisis.  If  the  Cap'en,  after  this  warning,  still  held 
on,  the  CsAiRMAN,  who  had  trained  his  heavy  guns,  would  certainly 
link  Tommy's  light  craft,  or,  taking  it  in  tow,  would  dock  him  in 
\hB  Clock  Tower.  Yet  there  were  the  widow  and  the  orphan  to  be 
thought  of.  Tommy,  as  he  told  the  Committee,  had  compiled  set  of 
Ubles  which  showed  how  these  were  wronged  by  the  Budget  Bill. 
He  had  brought  the  tables  in  with  him,  one  under  each  arm.  As  he 
walked  with  them  up  fioor  of  the  House  (**  Looking,"  so  Sark  said, 

like  one  of  the  pictures  in  old  Bibles  of  Moses  coming  down  from 
the  Mount  with  the  Tables  of  the  Law  "),  the  widow  and  the  orphan 
tugged  at  Tommy's  heartstrings.    He  looked  wistfully  at  Roby  to 


see  if  he  really  meant  businessi  Coining  to  the  conclusion  that  he 
did,  Cap*en  Tommy  heaved  a  sigh,  then  heaved  his  anchor,  and 
fozved  away  out  of  range  of  Chairman's  battery. 

Susiness  done.—ClsLuae  IV.  added  to  Budoret  Bill. 

Tuesday.— A  few  weeks  ago  Herbert  Maxwell  interrupted  his 
literarsr  labours  to  call  attention  to^  marked  increase  of  Scotch 
accent  in  places  of  popular  resort  at  height  of  London  season.  Seems 
the  peculiarity  not  altogether  unconnected  with  habit  of  bailies  and 
other  nawky  persons  in  high  places  in  municipalities  and  parishes  to 
vote  themselves  certain  sums  of  money  out  of  the  rates,  sufficient  to 
cover  expenses  of  visit  to  London.  Ostensible  occasion  for  journey  is 
to  keep  an  eye  upon  proceedings  in  Scotch  Grand  Committee.  Inci- 
dentally, being  on  the  spot,  and  obeying  the  national  instinct  not  to 
lose  anything,  even  if  it  be  only  an  opportunity,  they  take  a  look  round 
at  other  plaoM.  A  visit  to  London  always  hampered  bv  reflection  on 
experience  of  the  famous  explorer— wasn't  he  our  dear  Charles 
Kernels  acquaintance?— who  hadn*t  been  in  the  place  ten  minutes 
when  **  bang  went  saxpence."  To  be  in  the  place  for  a  fortnight 
with  the  ratepayers'  saxpences  going  bang  for  your  entertainment 
and  instruction  is  quite  another  thing. 

Herbert  Maxwell's  implications  received  confirmation  from 
unexpected  source.  The  Macorsgoe  has  his  eye  upon  two  members 
of  Deer  Forest  Commission  whom  he  has  accidentally  met  at  Exeter 
HaU,  or  other  place  of  public  resort,  when  they  were  understood  to 
be  in  the  Highlands  a  hunting  the  Deer  Forest  Owner.  A^ked  a 
question  on  subject  the  other  day.  Secretary  for  Scotland  affected 
to  know  nothing  of  circumstance.  Subject  seemed  to  drop;  The 
Macorsgor,  according  to  Ids  wont  at  penods  of  personal  or  political 
excitement,  took  the  'bus  to  Hampstead ;  walked  for  a  while  on 
the  heath ;  came  down  to  House  this  afternoon  refreshed  and  filled 
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with  mififhty  resolve.  Did  Tueyelyan  mean  to  have  those  two 
Commissioners  stalked,  run  down,  tied  up,  and  conyeyed  to  scene 
of  their  duties  in  Scotland,  or  would  he  forbear  ?  Tbevelyak 
concluded  he  *d  forbear. 

Then  up  rose  The  MacciREGor,  drew  his  claymore  and  swore  on 
its  hilt  a  great  oath  that  henceforward  the  Government  mubt 
count  him  their  foe.  Putting  it  in  Parliamentary  phrase  and 
sheathing  the  claymore.  The  Macoregoe  said :  **  In  consequence 
of  the  reply  of  the  right  hon.  gentleman  I  beg  to  give  notice  that 
until  the  Government  is  prepared  to  give  me  a  very  different 
reply,  in  the  interests  of  my  constituents,  I  shall  feel  it  my  duty 
to  vote  against  the  Government  every  time." 

House  roared  with  laughter  and  presently,  with  twinkling  eyes, 
watched  The  Macxjreoor  stride  forth  to  vote  against  Government 
in  Committee  on  Budget  Bill. 

Squire  of  Malwood,  usually  keen  to  scent  a  joke,  didn*t  seem 
to  see  the  fun.  **  It  *s  dull  work  here  just  now,''  he  said,  **  and 
if  a  donkey  suddenly  brays  the  bored  House  gratefullj  goes  off 
into  a  fit  of  laughter.  But  this  sort  of  thing  has  also  its  serious 
side.  You  remember,  Tobt,  what  Bismarck  said  Uie  other  day, 
chatting  with  five  hundred  veterans  from  Holstein  who,  passing 
bv  Friedrich^ruh,  halted  to  salute  the  maker  of  Germany? 
Talking  about  attacks  made  on  him  in  the  press  the  old  wamor 
said  he  oared  nothing  about  the  criticisms  oi  his  opponents.  It 
was  when  friends  turned  upon  him  that  he  felt  the  hopeless- 
ness, of  further  strife.  *  When  the  French  shot  at  us,'  he  said, 
*  it  was  a  matter  of  course,  and  if  one  was  wounded  one  was  taken 
to  the  hospital.  But  when  we  are  shot  at  from  behind,  from 
oar  own  ranks,  that  is  another  thing.  This  often  happens  to  me 
in  politics.'  It  still  oftener  happens  here,  and  makes  the  life  of 
a  Liberal  Leader  not  worth  living." 

Bu$ine»8  done,— -Oa  Clause  V.  of  Budget  Bill. 

rAtfr«(/ay.— Kbntok-Slanbt,  retired  Colonel,  his  helmet 
now  a  hive  for  bees,  has  turned  the  search-light  of  his  com- 
manding intellect  upon  dark  places  of  Budget  Bill.  To-night, 
through  weary  war  of  words,  he  flashed  a  streak  of  light.  Get- 
ting a  little  off  the  path  in  one  of  several  speeches,  he  was 
called  to  order  by  the  Chair.  Members  opposite  hilariously 
cheered.  The  Coloners  eye.  scanning  the  group  below  the 
Gangway,  observed  Brunkxr  beaming  with  rapturous  smile. 

**  Your  ruling.  Sir,"  he  said,  addressing  the  Chairman— and 
if  a  glance  had  been  a  sword  Mellor's  head  would  have  fallen 
with  a  thud  on  the  table—**  seems  to  give  great  pleasure  to 
the  honourable  millionaire  opposite." 

Honourable  millionaire  is  good,  and  suggests  variation  from  mono- 
tonous procedure  of  Parliamentary  usage.  We  don't  hear  so  much 
now  of  ^*  my  right  hon.  friend,"  since  Mr.  G.  has  quitted  the  Treasury 
Bench,  and  Jobt  C.  can  no  longer  address  endearing  remarks  to  him. 
But  *'my  noble  friend,"  **the  hon.  Member,"  **the  right  hon. 
gentleman,"  and  **  the  noble  lord,"  are,  like  the  poor,  always  with 
us.  Now  Ke^tton-Slanet  has  set  the  new  fashion  with  Beuvnee 
we  might  have  **  the  hon.  Ten-thousand-pounder ; "  **  the  right  hon. 
Fift^- thousand-pounder  opposite;"  **my  noble  friend  the  Half- 
milhonaire,  who  sits  above  the  Gangway,  '  or  (this  for  moments  of 
extreme  party  irritation)  **  the  hon.  Three-pound-ten-a-weeker  who, 
according  to  his  habit  when  his  incompetency  is  disclosed  and  his 
inaccuracy  corrected,  is  just  leaving  the  House." 

BusinesM  r/ort^.- Clause  V.  addea  to  the  Budget  Bill 

iW/ay.— Talk  of  further  movements  on  Treasury  Bench,  conse- 
quent on  death  of  liORD  Chief  Justice.  Friend  Rigbt  goes  up 
higher,  even  to  the  House  of  Lords.  Bob  Reed,  who  has  done 
superlatively  well  as  Solicitor-General,  becomes  Mr.  Attorney. 
Wlio  shall  be  Solicitor-General?  **Why,  Frank  Lockwood," 
House,  with  one  accord,  answers.  Only  marvel  is  that,  with  doors 
opening  and  shutting  on  comfortable  places  on  Bench  and  Bar,  he 
should  nave  been  so  long  left  out  in  cold.  This  due  to  prevalent  idea 
that,  content  with  high  position  won  at  Bar.  he  does  not  want  office. 
At  least  he  has  earned  the  right  to  be  asked.  Strong  indeed  would 
be  a  Ministrv  in  House  of  Commons  with  Bob  Reid  for  Attorney- 
General,  and  Frank  Lockwood  as  Solicitor.  They  would  pull 
together  in  double  harness  at  matchless  pace.  Something  touching 
in  their  friendship.  Each  thinks  the  other  is  perfect,  as  Mrs.  Hemans 
wrote  years  ago  :— 

Thov  lire  in  beauty  side  by  side, 
They  fill  the  House  with  glee. 
'*  Deaf  BoH,  the  best  of  men  art  thou.*' 
**Nay,  Frank,  Um  beat  ia  thee." 

BitsUess  done,— On  Clause  VI.  Budget  Bill. 


"LABBY'' 


FAWKES) — LEEDS. 


[**  Mr.  Labouchkre,  on  his  own  behalf  and  in  the  name  of  a  larre  number 
of  Radical  Members,  hat  given  notice  that  he  will  move  the  retolution,"  &c,  fcc, 
"  *That ...  the  House  of  Lords  ia  useless,  dangerous,  and  ought  to  be  abolished,' " 
&c.,  &c.—  jreitmimter  Gautte,]  


Jrsr  HoxorRS.— "  The  University  of  Durham,"  the  7)<ii7y  Tele- 
(n'apk  informs  us  in  its  most  useful  and  popular  **  Notes,"  has 
determined  to  confer  the  honorary  degree  of  D.C.L.  on  Sir  Fmsderic 
Lkiouton  and  Sir  John  Millats,  Barts.  both  and  Brothers  in  artibut, 
Kxcollent  and  appropriate  distinction!  There  arc  not  two  greater 
Doctors  learned  in  the  Law  of  Ci>'ilit  j  than  Sir  F&edkkic  and  Sir  John. 


TOMMY. 

(The  St.  Sfephen*!}  Version.) 

SiMg  nj  an  OxUsider^  to  the  Tune  of  Rvdyard  KipHnyt^famoiu 
Barrack  Ballad. 

I  WENT  into  the  Commons'  House,  a-hearing  a  big  cheer. 

The  Public  dunno  very  much  of  wot  they  *re  up  to  'ere ! 

The  clerks  behind  the  bar  thev  3rawn6d.  and  nodded  fit  to  die ; 

I  outs  into  the  street  agen,  an^  to  myself  sez  I :  [the  day. 

Oh,  it's  ** Tommy "^s,  and  "Tommt"  that,  and  "Tommt"  aU 
But  I  pity  Mister  Speaker,  when  thai  band  begins  to  play. 
Wotever  subjeck  may  crop  up,  that  Bowles  must  'are  't#  lay. 
So  I  pity  Mister  Speaksb  when  B.'s  brass  band 's  in  full  play ! 

Yes,  making  mock  of  Ministers,  so  tired  they  're  aif  asleep. 

Is  cheaper  fun  than  Tommt*8  jokes,  and  they  're  tarnation  cheap. 

But  'ow  about  the  Country's  time  ?    They  're  goin'  large  a  bit* 

But  when  it  comes  to  **  business  "  they  '11  parade  a  empty  kit.  [roUa. 

Then  it 's  "  Tommy  "  this,  and  **  Tommy  "  that,  his  jils  in  larfter 

But  it  ain't  such  fun  for  Jowksy  HrLL  as  'tis  for  Mister  Bowues ; 

It's  fun  for  GiBsiNo  Bowles,  my  boys,  rare  larks  for  Tommy 
Bowles. 

But  I  wonder  wot  the  woters  think  ?    They  '11  tell  us  at  the  pdls ! 

The  Ouv'ment  ain't  no  'eroes,  nor  they  ain't  no  'umbugs  too. 

But  Ministers  in  Ortice,  doing  much  wot  Tommy  'd  do ; 

And  if  sometimes  their  conduck  isn't  all  our  fancy  painty 

Wv.  Ministers  in  Ortice  don't  turn  into  party  saints.        Cot  an'  'ot : 

While  it 's  "  ToMirr "  'ere,  and  "  Tommy  "  there,  and  "  Tommy  '' 

And— if  Tommy  will  excuse  me  -there 's  a  deal  of  Tommy-rot ; 

A  deal  of  Tommy-rot,  my  boys,  no  end  of  Tommj-rot ; 

Ajl'  **  Tommy  "  ain*t  no  bloomin'  fool—'e  knowM  it 's  Tommy-rot ! 


A  Natural  Bee-attitude. 

See  how  to  rob  the  Chancellor  of  hia  < 

Buzz  buzz  around  a  swarm  of  busy  bees. 

No  wonder  that  to  Reid  he 's  apt  to  turn 

To  ward  off  Butcher,  Bastlet,  Bowlbs  and  Btbitk. 


The  Motto  akd  the  Max  for  Carmex.— •'JLsgUTni, 
translated  to  mean  **  Ajsk-with  More  Politenesa.'' 


■•"QOg 


M.P„ 
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A   SARA-SCENIC   SHOW. 


inoontinently  rashes  to  embrace  his  yiotinu     Bat  Izeyl  recalls  a 

sitaation  carioasly  like  this  in  La  Totca,  table  and  all  included,  and 

Welcome  to  Sara  as  Izel/l,--**  with  the  dotlets  on  the  y,"— and  so  snatching  a  qaeer  sort  (d  triangular  dagger  from  Scyndia^s  belt, 

.1 *.  a.«. 11-   -v^^  she  poignaids  him  shwply,  fatally; 

and  from  bebg  all  life  aind  energy 
down  goes  Scyndia  dead  as  the  pro- 
yerbial  door-nail      With  dramatic 


welcome  to  Sara,  generally,  what- 
ever she  may  play.  She  may  not, 
perhaps,  be  quite  so  ethereal  as  here- 
tofore, she  may  be  a  trifle  more  soli- 
dified, but  **  for  a'  that  and  a'  that." 
Sara  is  Sara,  the  same  incomparable 
Sara.  There  is  nothing  particularly 
new  in  Izeyl^  a  poetical  tragical 
drama  in  verse  and  four  acts.  Its 
lirst  two  scenes  are  as  tranquilising 
as  a  scientific  lecture,  and  as  pretty 
as  a  pastoral  dissolving  view.  E^pre- 
presenting  the  converted  oourtesan, 
OARA  is  the  same  sweet,  magnetising, 

Sarring  person,  with  an  occasional 
t  of  tiger-cat  just  to  enliven  the 
otherwise  drowsy  proceedings. 

It  is  not  till  we  come  to  the  Third 
Act  that  there  is  anything  at  all 
approaching  a  dramatic  sensation. 
Scyndia  (M.  DENEDBOimo),  the  gay 
young  spark,  who,  as  his  mother,  the 
remarkably  fine  Princeu  (Madame 
Ma  rthold)  thinks,  goesto  bed  at  eight, 
and  remaius  there,  comes  to  IzeyVa 
palatial  residence,  and  brings  with 
Lim  a  handsome  presoit  for  her  of 
all  sorts  of,  apparently,  Palais  Royal 
jewellery,  and  imitation~coinB  in  large ' 
boxes.  These  gifts  the  still  fascinating 
but  recently  converted  courtesan  at 
once  hands  over  to  the  poor,  whom  she 
has  always  with  her.  m  the  shape  of 
a  crowd  of  invisible  beggars  waiting 
outside,  all  cheering  loudly,  and  no 
wonder,  at  the  distribution  of  this 
largesse  by  the  hands  of  one  Yoghi, 
a  sort  of  Bogie-man,  well  played  by 
M.  DeMax.  But  the  Toung  Scvfidia, 
beinfl:  on  pleasure  bent,  and  evi- 
dently not  of  a  frugal  mind,"  like 
Johnnie  Gilpin,  has  also  ordered 
in,  from  the  nearest  Stores,  a  sump- 
tious  supper,  consisting  apparently 
of  **  pine-apples  for  one,"  and  several 
dishes  of  more  or  less  ripe  fruit,  with 
a  few  empt^  goblets— "No  Bottles 
to-day,"— all  placed  on  a  portable 
table,  which  is  brought  in  by  handy 
attendants,  also  prooAbly  hiinsd  from 
the  waiter-supplying  greengrocer's. 

But  Izeyl,  naving  turned  from 
the  error  of  her  ways,  is,  so  to  speak, 
**  living  with  mother  now,"  and  re- 
fuses the  prof  erred  supper.  Moreover, 
she  rejects  with  scorn  the  amorous 
advances  of  the  rar  young  Prince^ 
who,  becoming  snli  gayer  and  more 
amorous  every  minute,  exclaims  in 
the  language  of  ancient  melodrama, 
**I  must  and  will  possess  her  I"  or  words  to  that  effect,  and 


prescience  he  falls  dose  to  the  table, 
and  in  a  few  minutes  the  distracted 


Izeul  on  hearing,  like  Lady  Mac- 

hafl    ••a  knocking   at   the  door," 

[y  draffs  him  underueath  the 


Sarah  (of  the  Soothina- Syrup  voice),  "Me  voili  encore  une  fois, 
mes  infant* :   Toujoi 


x>ujoiin  le  m^me  vieux  jeu !  " 

of  Lzeyl.    Not  exhilarating,  but  memorable, 


able,  partly  drags  the  table  over 
him,  and  as  a  *^happ^  thought," 
being  a  person  of  considerable  re- 
sources, she,  at  the  last  moment,  ma- 
nages to  hide  his  legs,  which  are 
stickiog  out  awkwardly,  under  the 
tablecloth. 

Eater  the  stout  Pnncett.  who,  in 
the  character  of  the  mother  un- 
aware of  her  son  being  out,  has  a 
pleasant  confidential  chat  with  the 
interesting  convert  to  Buddhism, 
during  which  poor  Scundia  has  to  lie 
under  the  table,  (rather  trying  this 
for  an  actor  who  would  be  **  up  and 
doing,")  and  then  she  suddenly  dis- 
covers the  truth.  The  infuriated 
Princess  orders  Lzeyl  off  to  be 
tortured,  and  to  have  a  lot  of 
pleasant  things  done  to  her  pre- 
vious to  being  publicly  exposed — 
which  no  adventuress  likes— in  the 
desert. 

In  the  last  Act,  all  we  see  is  poor 
Lzeyl  gone  to  the  desert  with  her 
eye  out— ^both  eyes  out ;  but  as  there 
is  no  trace  of  hot  irons,  nor  any  sign 
of  any  cruelty  having  been  inflicted 
on  her  body,  she  seems  to  be  none 
the  worse  for  whatever  may  have 
happened  to  her— indeed,  she  is  just 
a  tnfle  more  purring  and  fascinating 
than  ever.  There  she  sits,  in  a  li^ht 
and  airy  chendse,  which,  considering 
her  fragile  form,  may  be  described 
as  **  next  to  nothing,"  or  almost  so. 
while  a  few  rude  persons— idlers,  of 
course— stand  by  and  jeer  at  her. 
Then  the  mad  enthusiast,  the  cause 
of  all  this  trouble,  enters,  and  pats 
her  on  the  head,  but  the  Prince, 
suddenlv  appearing,  dismisses  Yoghi- 
Bogie,  nas  a  love  scene  with  the 
unfortunate  LzeyL  who  still  seems 
to  be  more  of  the  courtesan 
than  the  convert,  and  who  finally 
dies  in  the  Prince's  arms;  where- 
upon some  of  his  followers,  having 
palms  ready  in  their  hands,  (which, 
of  course,  anatomically,  is  quite 
natural,)  enter,  and  there's  an  end 


"SIR  BOYLE  ROCHE'S  BIRD"  BEATEN  BY  HENRY 
THE  UBIQUITOUS. 

In  the  list,  given  by  The  Observer^  of  siiests  present  at  Lord 
Randolph's  farewell  dinner  on  Saturday  nignt  last,  occurs  the  name 
of  Mr.  Henht  iRvmo.  In  the  same  paper  the  critic,  in  describing 
the  first  performance  of  Madame  Sans-  Oene  at  the  Gaiety,  remarked 
that  **the  merry  comedy  was  received  with  enthusiasm  oy  a  large 
audience,  not  the  least  appreciative  members  of  which  were  Mr. 
Ibvino  and  Miss  Ellen  Tebbt."  Presumably  the  Randolphian 
banqueting  hour  was  eight  to  half -past,  coinddiug  with  the  hour  of 
the  performance  at  the  (Gaiety.  Party  and  play  last|  about  the  same 
time,  so  how  did  Henbt  Ibvino  manage  to  be  present  at  both  at 
once  f    Has  he  a  double  ?    Or  is  it  a  Mephistopheuan  mystery  ? 

QUEER  QUERIES.— A  New  Railway  Peril.— It  seems  that  a 
Russian  savant  has  found  that  railway  carriages  are  simply  full  of 
virulent  microbes  t  Cannot  somethingjbe  done  at  once  in  England  to 
guard  us  against  this  fearful  danfferPWhv  should  not  booldng-elerks 
sell  us  germicides  with  our  tickets  f    1  'ye  tried  saturating  myself 


and  my  lugffage  with  a  mixture  of  carbolic  add,  sanitas,  and  coal-tar, 
but  I  find  that  the  system  is  not  highly  popular.  There  ought  to  be  a 
doctor,  a  trained  microbe-hunter,  attached  to  every  train,  like  a 
steward  on  board  ship.  The  savant  says  there  are  double  as  many 
microbes  in  a  third-dtus  carriage  as  in  a  first-dass.  WelL  then^  the 
doctor  should  be  empowered  to  arrest  any  microbe  travelling  in  a 
superior  dass  to  that  to  which  he  or  she  is  entitled.  Another  thought 
occurs  to  me— are  these  microbes  season-tioket-holders  F  If  so,  what 
are  the  companies  about  ?  Gebxophobe. 

Ixion  Limited. 

The  **  Garden  of  London  "  is  bound  to  take, 

For  good  dtizens  all  must  fed 
'Tis  thdr  daty  to  do  all  they  can  to  make 

For  the  common,  or  garden,  whed ! 


▼OL.  on. 


A  Note  nr  the  Probate  Divibion.— "  BettiniY.  Royal  Academy 
of  Music."— A.  cause  of  litigation  will  henceforward  be  known  n»t  as 
a  Casus  Belli,  but  as  a  **  Casus  2Ve--B«Wt."^      r\r\C\\{> 


DB 


302 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHABIVARI. 


[Juki  30.  1894 


DEPRESSED   DUKES. 

Dukt  o/D-v-nA-r*.  "  If  this  BVDorr  Plans,  I  don't  know  bow  I  'm  oonro  to  kxkp  up  Chatswoetr  t" 

Duhi  of  W-thn-nil-r.  "  If  tou  ooia  to  that,  wx  kat  oonsidkb  oxnuxLTXs  lcckt  if  ws  can  kkxp   a  Ton  ovkx 

OVH  HXAM  r 
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"DROWSILY!   DROWSILY!" 

Energetic  Male  {reclining),  "  Now  then,  Girls,  work  aw  at  t    Nothimo  like  taking  real  Exbrcibb  ! ' 


DEPRESSED  DUKES. 

A  Dirge  for  Two  Voices. 

Air—*'  The  Stately  Hovms  of  England,** 

'*  Ths  Stately  Homes  of  England !    How  beantiful  they  stand— 
As  Mrs.  Hemaits  righUy  sang— o'er  all  the  pleasant  land  I 
But  Westminster,  mj  noble  friend,  things  are  not  what  they  seem. 
Say  is  this  Budget  sohd  fact,  or  but  a  horrid  dream  ?  " 

**  The  Merry  Homes  of  England !    Yes,  Deyonshire,  oh  I     Very  / 
I  wonder  Habcourt  makes  two  bites  at  his  finai^cya^l  oheirv. 
Why  not  try  Henrt  George's  dodge,  a  sweemng  Single  Tax 
Of  Twenty  Shillings  in  the  Pound 7  He's  oidy  got  to  '  ax.' " 

••  The  Free,  Fair  Homes  of  Enghind !    Fair,  Westminstkr,  anrf free  I 
We  oharffe  the  British  Public  nought  when  they  drop  in  to  see. 
A  Briton^s  home 's  his  Castle.    But  our  CasUes  are  am  home, 
In  a  sort  of  way,  on  a  holiday,  whene'er  he  likes  to  come ! " 

**  The  Exnensiye  Homes  of  England !    Ah  Deyonshire,  dear  boy, 
Think  of  the  money  we  expend,  the  people  we  employ  I 
And  then  that  grasping  Chancellor,  to  replenish  his  Exchequer, 
Would— let  me  weep  on  your  broad  breast!    I  canH  keep  up  my 
pecker  I " 

'•Don't.   Westminster,    my  noble    pal,    donH   play  the   ducal 

Gummidge  ! 
These  rascal,  rowdv  Radicals,  theywant  to  spy  and  rummage 
Into  our  pretty  little  perks ;  but,  Westminster,  donH  fret. 
Just  let  me  whisper  in  your  ear  I     We  have  our  lawyers  yet !  " 

'*  The  Ancient  Homes  of  Inland !    Ah  I    Detonshirb,  old  chum, 
I  fear  me  that  an  Ancient  Home  is  but  an  Anoient  Hum 
To  poky,  proletariat  priffs  who,  fired  with  rayenous  greeds. 
Would  pry  into  long  pedigrees,  and  question  title-deeds." 

**Tes,  Wbsiminsier,  I    know  they  would.    To  records  Anglu- 

Saxon, 
Plantaganet  and  Tudor,  thev  (with  aim  to  pop  a  tax  on) 
Would  turn  and  search,  and  cry,  with  their  accustomed  indyility, 
*AhI  if  there  are  Old  Nobblers, 'tis  our  blooming  Old  Nobility!'^' 


*'*  The  Nobbled  Homes  of  EngLind  I'    What  a  fine  election  cry  I 
Oh.  Detonshirs,  if  Tenure  they  subject  to  soru-ti-ny. 
Ask  if  we  got  our  Stately  Homes  by  robbery,  gift,  or  war, 
I  think   I  know  more  than  one  Duke  who  won't  *know  where 
'fiarel'" 

"Whisht,  WESTMnrsTEH,  my  noble  pal!    Tou  musn't  talk  like 

that! 
TTe  are  all  right !    So  don't  let's  help  the  Bads  to  smell  a  rat 
About  some  of  our  Stately  Homes.    Mum  is  the  word  I  judge  it. 
Or  heaven,  and  Harcourt,  only  know  what  may  be  the  next 

Budget!" 

'*  The  Gorgeous  Homes  of  England !    But  this  odious  Graduation 
If  we  don't  watch  it,  Devonshire,  will  just  spell  Ruination ! 
Good  lord !    I  've  been  a  reckoning  up  some  possible  Death  Duties, 
And—Millione  is  the  mark,  dear  boy  1    Oh !  aren't  these  Rads  rare 
beauties?" 

'' Miliums f     Oho!     Is    that    what    Jos    once    hinted    at    as 

*RanBom'P 
Oh  yes,  of  course,  he's  turned  that  up.    His  conduct  now's  moet 

handsome. 
How  shall  we  keep  up  our  Great  Homes  ?    By  Jove— I  'U  shut  up 

Chatsworth, 
If  Harcovkt  piles  it  on  too  thick.  They  '11  soon  find  out  what  that 's 

wortL''^ 

*  *  Keep  our  Homes  up  and  open,  Duke  P  If  all  is  true  that 's  said,  Duke, 
We  shan't  be  able  soon  to  Keep  a  Tomb  above  our  head,  Duke ! 
Bohoo  !  Bohoo  !    Put  on  the  screw !    But  tcouH  it  be  a  jolly  day. 
When  England  shows  no  *  Stately  Homes'  to  poor  folk  majong 
holiday  P"    ILrft  weeping, 

Mrs.  R.  heard  Lady  HallI;  play  lately,  and  was,  of  course,  highly 
delighted.  She  read  an  account  of  tiie  concert  afterwams  witn 
much  interest,  but  was  surprised  at  the  great  admiration  ezpreaaed 
with  rerard  to  the  lady's  **  bowing."  She  certainly  bowed  very 
gracefully,  Mrs.  R.  says,  in  response  to  the  applause,  out  she  thinks 
so  much  need  not  have  been  made  of  this,  and  that  her  fine  perfbim- 
ance  on  the  violin  called  for  more  comment.        ,-^  ,-^  .^  i  ^ 

— — KjOOQie — 
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ESSENCE   OF   PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED  FEOM  THE  DIABT  OP  TOBY    M.P. 

House  of  Lords,  Monday,  June  18. — Quite  a  big  muster  of  Peers 
to-night  Looking  round  ConservatiTe  Benches,  seemed  evident  Uiat 
either  Church  or  Land  was  in  danger.  Turned  out  to  be  neither. 
;  It  was  Cambridge  Uniyersi^  that  had  whim)ed  up  noble  Lords  and 
one  Bishop  in  support  of  plenary  powers  of  police  on  payements  of 
uniyersity  town.  Of  the  three  score  Peers  who  rallied  round  the 
dons,  there  were  some  to  whom  Cambridge  is  Alma  Mater.  If  only 
the  talk  had  gone  back  to  days  of  yore,  and  bench  had  echoed  to 
bench  tales  H  Undergraduate  days,  what  a  charming  evening 
we  mij^ht  haye  had  I  County  Our  could  have  told  the  House 
■omethms:  of  Cambridge  in  the  Exhibition  year,  and  "  Rowtov  on 
Running^'  would  have  supplied  a  thrilling  chapter  ol  incident. 

More  than  half  a  century  nnce  RuTLum  was  at  Oxford,  his  soul 
distilling  deathless  yerse.    Through  the  ages  still  rings  his  &mous 
battle  cry- 
Let  wealth  and  commerce,  Uwi  and  learning  die, 
But  leave  us  still  our  old  nobili-ty. 

But  though  an  Oxford  man,  the  old  Duke  spoke  up  for  Cambridge, 
flaunting  the  idea  that  the  police  at  Cambrioge  woiud  be  less  diseri- 
minatinff  than  the  police  at  Oxford.  Ah  I  how  discriminating  they 
were  when  William  the  Fovbth  was  Kini^,  and  a  gold-ohain- 
bedi^ened  youth,  with  hair  curled  and  oiled  bke  an  Assyrian  bull, 
joined  forces  with  Johk  ILunrxRa  to  save  his  adopted  country. 

Peculiarity  of  the  Debate  was  the  severe  manner  in  which  oil  and 
yincj^ar  ran  their  appointed  courses.  No  political  auestion  at  issue ; 
yet  into  one  lobby  streamed  the  Tories  to  a  man,  while  into  another 
the  PuBioxB  led  his  scanty  flock.  Businese  </on«.~  Commons  still 
boring  themselves  to  death  round  Budget 
Tuesday.  —  **  This    Committee/*   said  Sir  Ricsabd  Evibasd 

WnaTER.  of  Piunp  Court,  Tem- 
ple, •*  is  sll  h and  Tommt." 

Never  so  shocked  in  my  life. 
Remark  obvious.  Anyone  else 
might  haye  made  it ;  but  not  the 
almost  Reverend  Member  for  Isle 
of  Wight.  Fancy  Webstsh  must 
haye  read  expression  in  my  face. 

*'A11  Hahbubt  and  TomcT 
BowLSB  I  mean,"  he  added, 
ha<itily. 

That's  so.  There's  also  what 
the  Scotch  caU  '*a  bittock"  of 
Btrkb  and  Butchbb,  Babtlxt 
and  BoiTBFiELD,  not  to  mention 
Napolbok  Bokapabtb  BoLTOir, 
who  IB  always  turning  up  the 
night  before  Austerlitz,  or  the 
morning  after  Marengo,  with  an 
Amendment  under  his  doak,  or  a 
new  sub-section  hidden  in  his 
famous  chapeau  gris.  Also  there 
is  JoKnc,  Princb  Abthub,  and  tibe 
SquibjsofMalwood.  Chi  slightest 
provocation  they  vary  proceedings 
by  triangular  duel  Difference 
^^^  between  their  practice  and  the 
f^  famous  case  reported  in  nautical 

a'^«;mBro.:r"°'"'''"'8^jji^o,  hi.  j^^^^y 

The  interlude  occurs  once  or  twice  in  dull  sitting,  with  unexpected- 
ness that  inyests  it  with  additional  ohsnn.  To-niffht  Haitbxtbt, 
determined  that  Cai>'en  Tomnr  should  not  make  aU  the  running, 
moved  Amendment  in  speech  of  considerable  length.  The  Squibb 
contemptuously  dismissed  it  as  not  seriously  meant  If  it  were 
carried,  he  showed,  it  would  make  nonsense  of  the  Bill.  JoKiir  cut  to 
the  quick  by  this  punishment  of  an  inoffensive  friend.  Took  the 
Squibb  by  Uie  collar  (of  course,  in  the  Parliamentary  sense),  and 
savagely  uiook  him,  declaring  in  excited  voice  that  **  tine  Bill  would 
make  better  progress  if  the  Chakcellob  of  the  Exchxquee  could 
only  keep  his  temper." 

The  Squibb  bhmdly  retorted,  **  Here's  the  Ex-Chaitcbllob  of 
THB  ExcHKQUEB  going  to  yotc  against  imposing  a  penalty  for  a 
breach  of  the  revenue  laws  I " 

'* That's,"  eried  Jokim,  Jumping  to  his  feet,  and  glaring  across 

the  table  at  the  bland  presence  on  the  other  side ;  **  That 's  a I 

mean,  the  right  hon.  gentleman  makes  a  statement  whidh  is  abso- 
lutely contrary  to  faet?' 

Don't  know  what  we  should  do  without  these  little  breezes. 
Sometimes  Pbikcb  Abthub  joins  in,  endeayouring,  as  he  puts  it, 
to  re-establish  order,  broken  by  the  wanton  conduct  of  Squibe  of 


Malwood.  As  for  that  eminent  statesman,  he  is  in  the  wrong 
whatever  course  he  takes.  If  in  his  plaoe  in  active  diarge  of  this 
Bill  he  is  told  that  things  go  mudh  better  when  he  is  away,  and 
ATTOBKET-GBirEBAL  OT  BouciTOB-GEincBAL  looking  after  things 
from  Treasury  Bench.  He  humbly  goes  away  to  partake  of  hasl^ 
and  inadequate  dinner ;  when  he  apologetically  comes  baek  Websixr 
turns  upon  him  with  inquiry  **  at  what  period  of  the  evening  has  the 
Chakcellob  of  the  Exchsqueb  bestowed  on  the  Committee  the 
privilcj^e  of  his  views  on  the  Bill?" 

*'  Hit  hi^h  or  hit  low  I  can't  please  them,  Tobt.  The  only  thing 
that  sustains  me  in  trying  circumstances  is  the  oonsobusness  en 
rectitude  and  the  gift  of  an  equable  temper." 

Business  <foii0--C3ause  IX.  added  to  Budget  BilL 

Wednesday,—*^  Is  JoHK  Moblbt  speaking  P  "  I  asked  the  Member 
for  Sabk  who  had  just  left  the  House. 

•*  No,"  he  said ;  **  T.  W.  Russell  is  interrupting." 

Irish  debate  on ;  interpolated  between  incessant  courses  of  Budget. 
Odd  to  note  how  welcome  the  variety  is.  Time  was  when  men  used 
to  complain  of  the  parliunentary  fare  beinff  toM/burs  Irlande.  How 
poeitively  jump  at  opportunity  of  talking  about  something  else  than 
Death  Duties.  Debate  maned  by  breezy  speech  fnmi  Hobacb 
Pluvxbtt.  Pluvxbtt  is  Member  for  division  of  Dublin  County. 
He  is  of  the  bluest  landlord  blood ;  his  father's  barony  one  of  tn« 
oldest  in  Ireland.  Swift  MacNbill,  in  his  historical  researdies  into 
f  smiW  history  of  peers  who  voted  down  Home-Rule  BiU  last  year, 
will  nnd  no  such  proud  record  as  is  preserved  in  a  fifteenth  centniy 
manuscript  touching  Hobacb  Plukeeit's  for^thers.  **  Thme  be 
two  lordes  Plunkbtte,"  so  it  runs,  **  one  of  Killyn  and  the  other  of 
Donsane,  and  itte  dothe  soe  happen  that  bee  iriio  shalle  passe  safely 
by  Killyn,  shall  be  robbed  at  Donsane.  snd  bee  who  shalle  pasM 
safely  by  Donsane  shalle  be  robbed  at  Killyn." 

Hence  it  will  appear  that  Pluhjubit  speaks  on  Iridi  affairs  with 
all  the  authority  that  belongs  to  req>eotable  lineage.  What  he  had 
to  say  just  now  was,  that  the  feeling  all  over  Ireland  at  the  present 
time  has  far  more  healthy  tone  than  ever  before.  Times  unques- 
tionably better  now  than  within  recent  memory. 

**  To  that  end,"  savs  Sabk,  **  there  is  no  man  who  has  oootributed 
more  than  Hobacb  Pluitkett.  He  has  given  himself  up  wholly  to 
establishing  on  sound  basis  his  system  of  co-operation  amongst  Irish 
farmers,  large  and  small,  for  sale  of  produce.  Already  he  has 
worked  the  miracle  of  not  only  inducing  Irish  agriculturists  to  trust 
each  other,  but  to  trust  a  working  Cmnmittee  that  includes  some 
landlords.  Dizzr,  vou  remember,  once  talked  about  'Popxnra' 
Plan.'  Best  thing  I  '^ve  heard  of  for  lonfl[  time  is  Plukkbtt's  Plan. 
If  we  had  a  few  more  Irish  Members  like  Hobacb  Pluxkbtt  we 
would  soon  have  no  Irish  Question."  Business  done.—JoEV  Mob- 
let's  salary  yoted  in  undiminished  sum. 

JVu/ay.— Gaiety  of  House,  chastened  by  suooessive  weeks  in 
Committee  on  Budget  BiU,  eclipsed  by  announcement  that  Loulu 
Habcoubt  is  about  to  retire  from  political  life,  with  intent  to  beoome 
*'  something  in  the  City."  This  course  of  procedure  not  unknown  in 
history  of  the  world.  Seem  to  remember  something  about  Cin- 
cnvNATus  and  a  plough.  Also  Temple  (not  Sir  Richabd)  went  to 
Sheen,  and  after  governing  a  nation,  took  to  cultivating  roses.  But 
these  things  happened  late  in  Hfe,  when  statesmen  were  worn  with 
strife,  and  had  built  up  a  mighty  reoord  of  aooomplished  work. 
During  the  last  five  or  six  years  Loulu  had  done  more  than  meets 
the  eye.  In  the  organisation  of  the  party  and,  later,  at  the  Treasury, 
he  has  acoomplished  work  the  amount  and  yalue  of  which  are  hidden 
under  more  than  a  bushel  of  modesty.  StiU,  he  is  only  on  thresh«. 
hold  of  what  i)romised  to  be  a  useful,  eyen  a  brilliant  pohtioal  career. 
Now  he  (rives  it  up,  and  will  go  down  every  morning  in  a  'bus  to  the 
City.    *  Won't  vou  linger  longer.  Loulu  r  " 

'^  Ah  ToBT,"  he  said,  passing  ms  hand  across  his  fevered  brow. 
'*  I  cannot.  I  am  the  tnrall  of  Ambition.  'Tis  a  cursed  passion ;  but 
it  possesses  me  and  I  cannot  exorcise  it.  You  see,  if  I  went  into 
Parliament  and  devoted  myself  to  political  life  I  might  beoome 
Chancellor  of  the  Exchequer  even  as  my  father  is.  If  I  go  into  the 
City  and  set  myself  diligenUy  to  work,  I  may  in  time  beioome  Lord 
Mayor.  There  is  the  secret  of  a  decision  which  has  puzaled  oUier 
people  besides  you." 

Business  done.—Oa  Clause  XYI.  Budget  BilL 


A  Doublb'd  Duty,— Matchbox  for  the  Qrand  Prix  represented  an 
English  horse  bebnging  to  a  German.  Wasn't  it  the  duty  of  every 
good  Frenchman  to  bet  any  amount  of  odds  against  that  horae  r 
Why,  certainly.  But  oddly  enough,  it  was  6  to  4  on  Matehhox,  and 
that  Matchbox  should  lose  was  a  lesson  to  sueh  Frendimen  as  had 
preferred  pockets  to  patriotism. 


Mem.  fob  vest  CoiofEif.  at  Oxfobd.— As  the  '*proeesaon  ol 
boats"  is  now  omitted  from  the  programme,  why  not  substitute  lor 
it  *'  a  review  of  Scholar-ships"  P  i      r^r^r^lr^ 

__^:^  , ua Digitinod  by\  jrlJljUK, 
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THE  SECRET  OF  CIRCULATION. 

["The  public  at  lurge  hai  u  yet  no  taste  for  rood  literature.    The 
periodieali  that  have  the  largest  ciroulation  eschew  it/'-^jAMM  Paiw.] 

It  is  not  poesy,  onlture,  wisdom,  wit, 

That  miBike  tne  literary  world  go  round. 
Much  **  bluff ffiness"  has  more  to  do  with  it, 

As  Capitalnas  fonnd. 
The  General  Reader,  in  his  normal  mood. 

Desires  not  glowingr  genius,  but  Sensation. 
For,  after  all,  it  is  not  *^brain,"  but  **  blood," 

That  keeps  up  **  oiroulation." 


OPERA   NOTES. 

Monday, --Fauni^  in  Italian  and  French,  by  the  **  Combination 
Opera  Company."  Emha  Eavbs  as  Ifar^umi^e,  witb  her  own  hair, 
not  the  usual  flaxen  tails-^but  that's  another  tale.  It  is  diffioult  to 
^et  a  real  good  representatiye  of  Fau$i,  and  Mons.  Cossiba  is  not  the 
ideal  for  the  part.  PLAivgov  good  as  ever  as  the  bad  smrit,  MephUio. 
Orchestra  and  chorus  excellent  under  Betionaki  the  beneficent. 

WBdn€Mday,'-l\ie  Ravooli  Sisters  in  Orphie  first,  then  the  new 
opera  La  Navarraise  afterwards.  Let  this  Opera-Noter  at  once 
come  to  the  finale,  and  record  that  La  Navarraise  is  a  yery  great 


A  NXOHT  SuaFRISB. 

"   al?<!— AhJ— to.the.General." 

success,  no  aoubt  of(it.    It  was  written  for  Madame  CALvi,  and 
Madame  Caly£  did  tne  part,  the  librettists,  and  the  composer  full 


justice.    The  libretto,  founded  on  a  story  by  Clabxtis.  is  written 


he  interrupted  me  with  *'  La !  Navar-raUe  any  objection  to  so 
excellent  an  opera."  I  could  not  forgive  him  tbe  pun,  but  with- 
drew my  objection.  For  once  Waostaff  was  right;  it  is  an  ex- 
cellent work.  Madame  CaltI:'8  Anita,  La  Navarraise,  is  a  com- 
panion picture  to  her  Santuzxa ;  but  there  can  be  no  comparison 
between  this  work  of  Massekit's  and  that  by  Mabcaobi.  There 
is  not  much  that,  at  a  first  hearing,  ** catches  on"  musically  as 
there  is  in  Mascagni's  work,  where  the  very  first  air  sung  benind 
the  scenes  takes  the  audience  at  once,  and  then, — not  to  mention  the 
several  striking  numbers  in  the  first  part,— the  intermezzo,  which  is 
hard  to  beat,  and  which  I  venture  to  opine  still  stands  alone,  and  has 
not  yet  been  beaten ;  though,  bv  the  way,  it  has  been  ground  into  our 
ears  by  the  organ-grinders  until  it  has  been  nearly  reduced  to  the 
level  of  "  yVi-ra-m-ftof/m-ife-fly,"  which  by  now  has  nad  it's  **  de-ay," 
and  has  died  a  natural  death. 

Ifo  better  evening's  entertainment  could  D&ubiolwits  provide 
than  some  short  opera  to  commence  with  at  8  or  ^.30  (not  Orfeo, 
but  Philemon  el  Baueie)  to  be  followed  at  10,  or  thereabonta,  by  La 
Nmtmraiu,  and  on  another  oeoasion  by  Pagtiaeci,  and  on  another 


by^  Cavalleria  BuHieana.  The  short  o^era  is  on  the  triple-bill 
principle,  and  chimes  in  with  our  late  dining  hours  or  early  dosing 
restrictions. 

Madame  CALvi,  as  Anita  {^^  Anne  Eater, ^^  observes  Wagstaff, 
**  is  not  a  bad  name  for  a  big  peasant  woman  *'),  is  simply  perfect. 
M«  Alvabez,  as  her  lover  (in  _. 

English  his  name  would  be 
** 'AbbtGhill"),  quite  up  to 
the  mark,  as  mujst  the  shot 
have  been  which  settled  his 
business  before  the  end  of 
the  Opera.  M.  Plav^ok. 
as  Oarrido,  was  **  le  hratr 
General"  to  the  life;  M. 
GiLLiBSBT  also,  as  the  fat 
farmer,  round  as  a  plum, 
with  a  stone  for  a  heart, 
very  good.  Composer  called, 
but,  nke  roirits  from  the 
vastv  deep,  the  question  was. 
would  he  come  when  called  r 
He  didn't:  he  preferred  to 
remain  '*  in  ambush" ;  where* 
at  Madame  Calv^  threw  up 
her  hands  in  despair.  By 
the  way,  the  Composer  would 
soon  have  rushed  from  his 
Uur  had  Madame  CALvi 
threatened  to  "  throw  up  " 
her  part  in  the  ^iece  instead 
of  ^'^her  hands  in  despair." 
The  singers  personally  con- 
ducted the  Conductor, 
Monsieur  Flov,  on  to  the 
stage,  in  the  hope  that  he 
might  be  mistaken  for  the  Composer.  But  audience  wouldnH  have 
substitute  palmed  off  on  them.  »)  Sir  Dbubiolasvs  stepped  forward 
gaily,  and  announced  that  shjr  Massa  Massbnbt  was  smoking  a 
cigflrette,  and  so  preferred  fumigation  to  oration  and  ovation,  but 
tluit  he,  Dbubiolarus,  would  report  the  situation,  which  announce- 
ment was  received  with  acclamation. 


Fat  Farmer  Father  in  his  (io/-age. 


FATAL  FLOWERS. 


AccoBDiKO  to  M.  JoAL  most  of  the  ills  that  fltsh  is  heir  to  are  due 
to  the  iDJadicious  inhaling  of  the  perfume  of  various  flowers.  Thi« 
beinsr  so.  the  following  **  conversation  with  a  medical  man  "  should 
be  aaded  to  the  **  Dialogue  Books  "  of  all  foreign  languages  :— 

Doctor.  And  now,  my  friend,  what  is  the  matter  with  you  ? 

Patient,  I  have  pains  in  my  head,  and  shootmg  aches  in  all  my 
limbs.  My  hair  has  come  off  from  my  scalp,  and  one  of  my  arms  is 
withered. 

Doctor,  It  is  clear  to  me  that  you  must  have  been  inhaling  a 
bouquet  of  rosep. 

Patient,  Well,  yes,  I  certainly  was  in  a  conservatory  the  other 
evening,  where  there  were  a  number  of  flowers.  Can  I  do  nothing  to 
effect  a  cure  ? 

Doctor,  You  must  take  a  vovage  to  Australia  in  a  sailing-ship 
which  touches  at  no  jports,  ana  from  which  all  plants  have  been 
excluded.    And  now,  is  there  anything  else  you  wish  to  mention  P 

Patient,  Why  yes.  Doctor.  The  other  day  I  was  dining  at  a 
friend's,  and  after  we  had  finished  the  dessert  I  found  that  I  could 
<mly  q[>eak  with  difficulty,  and  that  the  floor  was  undulating,  and  the 
room  generally  unstcHidy.  I  put  this  down  to  the  salmon  and  apiece 
of  bread  that  I  had  eaten,  instesd  of  my  customary  biscuit.  Was  I 
light  in  this  aasumption  r 

Doctor,  No,  my  ffood  friend.  No  doubt  the  condition  which  you 
describe  was  causea  by  inhaling  your  button-hole.  And  now  fare- 
well !    When  you  return  from  Australia  come  and  see  me. 

Patient.  Yes,  as  a  friend— not  as  a  patient 

Doctor,  That  depends  upon  the  way  that  yon  treat  your  nose.  If 
you  avoid  flowers  you  will  never  want  a  doctor. 


Bbitish  Homb  fob  Incubables.— Grand  F^te  to  be  held  on 
July  3  to  benefit  this  excellent  charity.  There  is  to  be  a  "  Richard- 
son's Show,"  which  is  safe  to  be  an  attractive  item.  **  Sir  ArausTCH 
Habbis,"  sa3rs  the  Timee,  meaning  our  **  DBUBioLA:n78,"  **  will 
organise  and  personally  superintend  the  dramatic  features."  Evi- 
dently Sir  AuorsTUS  is^oinsr  to  assist  in  '*  making  up"  the  actors. 
Excellent !  Will  he  himself  perform  ?  Why^  not  a  spoech.  lis  the 
Kichardsonian  Showman  ?    **  Uicuabiison  'b  himself  again ! " 


Mb.  John  Habe>  Motto  at  the  OabbIck  Tdeatbk.— *'  Money 
taking,  No  Change  given  "—for  some  considerable  time.^Q|^^ 

'0     ■  »    ■ 


.  ^l^^AJUJ  ■^-. 
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THINGS   ONE  WOULD   RATHER   HAVE    EXPRESSED   DIFFERENTLY. 

HotUss.  "  Have  tou  a  Fartneb  roR  this  Danoe,  Mr.  Green  ! "        Mr,  Oreen  {who  hasjusi  chosen  one).  "  I  'm  afraid  I  hati  T 


SHAKSPEARE  ON  A  RECENT  HAPPY  EVENT. 

[''The  Ducheu  of  York  was  safely  deliyered  of  a  son  at  ten  o'clock  last 
evening."— 0*wrr#r,  June  24.] 
[The  weather  had  changed  from  cold  and  uncertain  to  very  warm.] 

**  Now  is  the  winter  of  our  disoontent 
Made  glorious  summer  by  this  Son  of  York." 

Siehard  the  Third,  Act  L,  Sc  1. 


OUR  GIANT  CAUSEWAY. 

Old  Father  Thames,  loquitur .— 
Oh,  doud-oapt  towers!    Oh,  spanking  spans!    What  is  it  here  I 

I  'm  an  Old  Stream—from  the  country  I— but  this  quite  gets  over 
me  J  [Nore, 

I  Ve  seen  a  manj  wondrous  sights  'twixt  Thames  Head  and  the 
But  such  a  whopmng  bit  of  work,  I  Ve  never  twigged  before ! 
Yet  I  remember  lots  of  things  History  has  half  forgotten : 
Those  old  Thames  timber  bridges,  with  wood-piers  that  soon  grew 

rotten, 
And  frequently  were  swept  away  by  floods,  or  burned  by  fire 
In  those  ante-engineering  **gooa  old  times"  some  cranks  admire. 
I  reooUect  the  Roman  days,  oonyenient,  oh  yes,  very ! 
When  the  onlT  way  across  me,  for  the  cits,  was  Watling  Ferry ! 
I  recollect  Old.  London  Bridge,  which  cost  a  pretty  penny. 
And  the  mighty  masterpieces  of  the  groat  bndge-builder,  Rbnnie  ; 
Pontifex  maximus,  great  Sir  JoHK  I    But  lor !  1  mustn't  tarry 
0*er  memories  of  the  misty  past.    Bully  for  John  Wolfe  Babrt, 
The  £ngineer-in-Chief  of  this  I    A  very  Thames  Colossus, 
Striding  across  my  stream  in  iron.    Giants  used  to  cross  us 
(Us  rivers)  in  the  Hue  old  legends,  bare-legged  and  bare-footed ! 
Ah,  Oog.  old  friend,  and  Magog,  your  objection  is  not  rooted 
To  this  jolly  Giant  Causeway,  wnich  the  good  old  Corporation 
Have  built  up  here  to  crown  my  fame— am/  their  owti  reputation. 
Pahnam  qui  meruit  ferat !    As  pontifieeSj  at  any  rate. 
The  much-nagged  City  Fathers  have  not  proved  themselves  de- 
generate. 
Ah !  fancy  that  Bridge  House  Estate  in  Eleven  Seventy-six,  Sir ! 
Talk  about  Unearned  Increment  I    They  'd  be  in  a  big  fix.  Sir, 
But  for  the  lands  seven  centuries  or  so  ago  allotted 
For  building  bridges  over  me.    But  a  big  job  they  spotted 


When  looking  east  of  London  Bridge  they  taxed  cash,  skill,  ud 
power,  [Tower. 

In  planting  this  superb  *'  Thames  Gate"  hard  by  King  Willux's 
"  Ilie  Tower,  aye,  the  Tower! "    Yon  'tis  looming,  and  I'll  Ten- 
tureis  rtheoentones! 

A-smiUng  on  Wolfe  Basbt's  towers !    There's  a  thought  to  link 
Well,  Engineers  get  over  me  I    They  are  the  modem  Titans. 
They  're  fiottle-Imps  plus  Magi,  with  a  touch  of  those  old  Shdtaos 
The   Tigris-dwellers   dreamed   about.     But   our   Thames  Oenii« 

thanks  be! 
Are  serviceable  as  they  're  strong.    However  high  my  banks  be. 
However  broad  my  stream,  or  swift,  at  Henley  or  the  Tower, 
Where  a  myriad  masts  crowd  in  the  Pool,  or  forget-me-nots  in 
Shine  out  in  silent  solitudes,  some  engineering  Titan  [flower 

Is  sure  to  play  the  Admirable  {save  in  Beauty)  Crichton  ; 
Embank  me,  dredge  me,  look  me,  weir  me,  bridge  me,  and  the  r»t 

of  it.  [erf  It. 

Well,  Time  tries  all.    I  hope  this  Titan  Bridge  will  stand  the  test 
Here 's  to  it,  tower  and  bascule !    It 's  a  triumph  and  a  thumper  I 
Here's  to  Barrt,  and  to  Brunel,   and  to  Cruttweli.,  in  a 

bumper; 
While  not  torffetting  Horace  Jones,  the  City  Architect,  Gents  I 
Who,  though  he 's  passed,  his  share  of  praise  may  righteously  expect, 

Gents! 
To  Gog  and  Ma^g,  who  are  not  too  often  in  the  applause  way,    , 
And   those   civic   Giants'   backers,   who    have   ouilt   our  Oiut 

Causeway  I ! ! 


A  Tender-hearted  Prelate. — At  a  meeting  called  to  oonader 
the  advisibility  of  sending  money  and  missionaries  to  assist  struirglinf 
Assyrian  Christians,  the  Archbishop  of  Canterbury  observed  thw 
**he  knew  nothing  more  tragic  than  a  once  great,  iwwerfd,  and 
wide-spread  church  like  this  becoming  so  reduced  that  itsbimoiiii 
had  occasionaUy  to  work  in  the  fields."  Why  "tragic"?  Their 
work  in  the  fields  is  only  '*  occasional."  And  isn  t  this  manual  labour 
rather  like  that  of  the  tent-maker  Saul,  whose  other  name  was  PACir 
Might  it  not  do  a  bishop  or  two,  or  even  an  archbishop,  some  ^ 
were  he  to  tuck  up  his  lawn  sleeves  and  a  corner  of  his  apron  jiwt 
to  take  a  turn  at  digging  and  delving  P  Perhaps,  on  the  soots  a 
practical  Christianity,  it  would  be  well  if  these  haid-wtog 
Assyrum  Christians  sent  a  few  missionaries  over  to  our  oomfortaue 
Christians  here.  #       ^^-y  ^<-v  ^-^  i  ^<-> 

r-rr^— r-r v^    j:iiaitiZQfi1  ,hy  \    ^(  l(   f^  K ' 
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OUK  GIANT  CAUSEWAY. 

{Opening  of  the  new  Tower  Bridge^  Saturday^  June  the  3«A,  hy  H.R.H.  the  Prince  of  Wales,) 

Fathbb  Thames.  "WELL,  I'M  BLOWED !    TmS  QUITE  GETS  0VE|JI[j2|^'(^:jOOQIc 
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THE  GOLD  DAM. 

[See  the  daily  press  for  Mr.  GftUMp's  yiewi 
on  this  phenomenon.] 

I  HATS  a  paasLon  to  be  told 
(Amoontmg  almost  to  a  thint), 

Wnat  oonstitates  a  dam  is  gold. 
And  when  the  thing  is  bound  to  tent; 

And  could  yon  tell  us,  Mr.  Cbump, 

Why  silyer  undergoes  a  slump  ? 

That  metaphor  of  '*  dam,"  it  seems^ 
Is  drawn  from  rolling  logs  that  hug 

Each  other  in  Norwegian  streams, 
And  oause  a  temporary  plug. 

Until,  I  ^ther,  Mr.  Cbump, 

They  ultamately  come  down  plump* 

What  all  the  glut  of  oof  should  buy 
You  say  surpasses  human  wit ; 

Strangely  enough  I  feel  that  I 
Could  show  you  what  to  do  with  it ; 

Speaking  for  jpaupers,  Mr.  C&uxp, 

I  rather  like  it  in  the  lump. 

But  soon  there  'U  be  a  Uessed  spate, 
The  dam  will  giro,  I  understand,    . 

And  Little  Chathams  turn  to  GreaV 
And  Trunks  Preferred  be  really  Grand, 

And  low  investments,  Mr.  Cbukp, 

Go  smartly  on  the  upward  stump. 

I 'm  glad  to  hear  it ;  it  is  one 
Of  those  effects  in  which  my  mother 

Failed  to  instruct  her  budding  son 
(The  slump  in  silver  is  another) ; 

I've  not  developed,  Mr.  Cbump, 

A  strictly  eoonomio  bump» 

Some  freely  back  bimetallism 
To  render  rugged  places  level ; 

Some  call  the  same  a  sheer  abysm, 
This  side— the  dam,  on  that— the  devil ; 

When  doctors  differ,  Mr.  Cbtjhp, 

The  sickly  camel  gets  tiie  hump. 

Had  I  the  art  to  recognise 
A  fiscal  flutter,  when  I  saw  it, 

Mv  oracle  were  darkly  wise, 
No  power  of  man  or  beast  should  draw  it ; 

I  Neither  wild  horses,  Mr.  Cbump, 

jNor  any  earthly  stomach-pump. 


Mbs.  R.  is  a  jgreat  play-goer.  She  says 
The  Beit  Man  is  a  most  amusingpieoe :  and 
she  wanted  to  see  Mr.  Wiliabi>  as  *'  the 
middling  man,*'  but  it  was  withdrawn. 


SOCIAL   AGONIES. 

**I  SAY,  Old  Chap,  it's  shobt  notice,  but  do 
oomb  ahd  Dinb  this  next  Thubsdat  I" 

''Can't,  deab  Old  Man.  I  'm  bngagbd  Thbkb 
dbbp  fob  the  Night  I " 

"Oh,  sobbt  I  I  *VB  OCT  the  Duke  and  Duchess 
of  Runnvx bde,  and  Lobd  Savobt  I " 

**  On"— {seeing  U  in  quite  a  different  light)—**  NEXT 
Thubsdat,  did  tou  say!  I  thought  you  said 
Thubsdat  wemk.  Oh,  tes,  I  shall  be  delighted  I " 

[Their  Oraees  and  Lord  S,  never  turned  up,  after  all ! 


A  MADAME  SANS-G£NE. 

0  ma  heUe  blanchieeeuee. 

If  m  V  laundress  only  were 
Aueei  oonne  et  gracieuu^ 

Should  I  ever  growl  at  her  ? 

Bonne  et  belle  hlanehieeeuee. 

Collars  surely  should  be  white ; 
Male  elle  eet  et  pareeeeuee  ! 

Mine  are  yellow— is  that  right  ? 

O  ma  belle  blanehieeeuee. 
Home  to  other  folks  she  sends— 

JElle  eet  vraiment  gSnireuee  ! — 
Clothes  I  love  as  dear  old  friends. 

-Bonne  et  belle  bhnehiseeuee^ 

Socks  and  handkerchiefs  depart ; 
JBU*  n*en  eaii  rien^  trompeuse  ! 
Wring  P    She  wrings  my  very  heart. 

O  ma  belle  blanehieeeuee. 

Shirt-fronts,  wristbandsjcollars  frayed! 
Ruine  ealamiteuee 

In  my  wardrobe  is  displayed. 

Bonne  et  belle  blanehieeeueoj 
Banging,  brushing,  done  in  a 

Fa^on  St  (aborieuee^ 
Wash  my  washing  clean  away. 

O  ma  belle  blanchieeeus^. 

Would  that  you  ind*  cd  were  mine, 
Toi^oure  bonne  et  irertueuee^ 

I  flhould  never  more  repine  I 

Bonne  et  belle  blanchieeeuse. 
Collars  ironed  by  your  sweet  touch  - 

Votre  main  deUcieuee — 
Would  delight  me  very  much. 

0  ma  beUe  blanehieeeuee^ 

What  a  truly  happy  state ! 
Bepiranee  trop  flatteuee^ 

That  can  never  be  my  fate. 

Bonne  et  belle  blanchieeeuee^ 
.   I  must  weep,  and,  weeping,  see 
La  mSehante  aSehireuse 
Heeds  not  Eucud,  woe  is  me ! 

O  ma  belle  blanchieseuee. 

Handkerchiefs  are  spoilt  in  shoals ; 
Je  rCen  ainae^  la  railteuee 

Makes  them  parts,  and  also  holes. 


OUR  booking-office. 

"  Aftbb  reading  W.  S.  Lilly*s  Iat«st  and  really  most  admirable 
book,  entitled  The  Claims  of  Christianitu"  quoth  the  Baron,  **  I 
feel  inclined  to  exclaim  with  the  Cantab  who  had  been  compelled  to 
attend  a  course  of  University  sermons, '  Thank  Heaven,  I  am  still  a 
Christian  I  * "  The  tirst  part  is  about  Buddhism,  which  came  into 
the  world  700  B.C.,  and  at  this  present  moment,  so  the  Baron  gathers. 
not  only  counts  more  adherents  than  would  all  Christendom  even  if 
united,  out  is  absolutely  spreading  faster  than  Christianity  is  now 
doing,  or  has  done,  for  some  time  past.  So  at  the  end  of  this  first 
part,  the  Baron,  elevating  his  thougnts  and  his  eyes,  exclaimed,  '*  I 
will  be  engrafted  on  the  Buddha  !  I  will  be  Buddha'd  out  with  the 
Lilly  I  I  will  flit  from  tiower  to  flower !  and  up  to  rej^ions  of  Floral 
Halls  above  I  Fll  be  a  Buddha-flv!"  Coming  down  from  these 
flights  of  pious  fancy,  the  Buddha-Baron  oommenced  Part  the  Second 
of  the  same  work.  It  was,  as  it  were,  a  Turkish  Bath.  The  Baron, 
no  longer  the  "Buddha-Boron,"  but  the  " Bechesm-on-my-eyes- 
be-it  Baron,"  called  for  a  fez,  renounced  his  toddy— was  not  the  glass 
well-nigh  void?— sent  out  for  a  eixpennv  bottle  of  the  best  sherbert, 
and  was  considerinpr  the  advisability  of  immediately  consnltins*  the 
Baromess  as  to  giving:  a  gen(Tal  order  for  a  Ilarem  at  the  Stores 
of  some  Universal  Provider,  when,  on  resuming  his  study,  and  after 
finishing  the  third  part,  which  oonchides  this  work  with  a  convincing 
summary  of  the  superiority  of  Christianity  over  any  other  form  of 
religion,  he  counter-ordered  the  fez,  kept  silence  on  the  Harem 
subject,  gave  the  sherbert  to  the  youngest  Baronit^,  aged  atiyeii,  and, 
tftw  a  inpe  and  one  more  toddy,  the  Baron  murmured  **  ChriHiamie  \ 
BUm  non  OSdipue,**  Then  melodiously  whistling  *'  Lilly  Bolero,'^  he 
asdended  the  Baronial  stairs  to  seek,  beneath  his  virtuous  eidcr-downv.  I 


"  That  calm  repose 
Which  innocence  snd  virtue  only  knows.'* 

But  before  doing  so  he  uttered  the  quotation  which  heads  this  brief 
notice.  "  I  ha^ie  a  multitude  of  books  to  read,  and  but  scant  time  to 
look  into  them  till  the  vacation  arrive!  But,  ah  me  I*'  sighed  the 
Baron,  *'  is  there  any  vacation  for  this  ever-toiling,  never  complaining, 
eervue  eervorum  of  the  public, 

**Ths  LrnsFATioABLB  Babok  dx  Book-Wobxs?'' 


What  '•  in  a  Kame  f 


[Among  the  delegates  on  the  platform  at  the  Leeds  Conference  was  the 
«  Rev.  Tobias  Boffiw,  B.A.  (fiirmiagham)."] 

Whilst  rampant  Radicala  were  wildly  up  and  at 
The  Lords,  quite  undeterred  by  Tory  scoffin', 

To  represent  the  Nonconformist  conscience,  sat 
A  Keverend  with  name— ToniAfi  Boffin  I 


**  The  FowEBd  that  bk."— Who  are  these  ?  Easily  answered,  as 
just  now  they  happen  to  be  the  two  Powers,  grandsons  of  the  great 
Irish  actor  Ttbone  Power,  and  sons  ci  Harold  **  of  that  ilk/'  who 
are  playing  one  as  author  and  actor,  and  the  other  as  aotor  with  the 
author,  in  the  new  melodrama  at  the  Princeee'e  called  The  Texan. 
Of  course,  the  eldest  Prince  Txck  will  pay  it  an  early  visit,  as  he 
must  have  a  kindly  feeling  lor  TAeTecA^  son.'    ((Hi!!  Oh!!) 

Aunt  MrnnLKR  rai^y  gets  names  oorrefltlv.  The  other  day,  talk- 
ing on  literary  subjects,  me  told  a  friend,  '*  My  deiir»  I 'm  never  tired 
o!  reading  Promrs^a  DkkuncV* 
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"THE  WEATHER   AND   THE   CROPS.'' 

Hustiau.  "Yes;  I  grow  all  my  own  Vboktables— icy  own  PoTATOEg,  my  own  Cucumbbbs,  Abpjlraous,  Gbapbs,  Applies — 

SVEBTTHINO  I  " 

Urbanua,  '*  Ah  !  and  these  abx  youe  own  Childbsn,  of  ooubsb!    Um— Season  seems  to  hate  been  a  little  backward 
WITH  THEMf  Old  Chap  I " 


MANNERS  AND  CUSTOMS. 

(Bdng  a  Series  o/PrivcUe  LeUers  on  tKete  and  other  SvJtoeeU.) 

No.  VIIL—Fbom  Captain  the  Hon.  Ian  Farquhar,  ISIst  Rbgt., 
Aldbrshot,  to  Mrs.  Maxwell,  Bolton  Street,  W. 

My  pkab  Doddles,  December  18. 189—. 

You're  a  ripper;  but  then  you  always  are.  Will  1  oine  with 
you  at  the  **  Plato  ^'?  Won't  I  just  The  party  you  propose  will  be 
simply  Al.  Old  Aeosntino  isn't  a  bad  old  sort ;  but,  I  say, 
DopDLES,  I  don't  think  you  onsrht  to  lead  the  old  chap  on  as  you  do. 
You  '11  ruin  him  in  flowers.  Tney  say  he 's  ^t  a  dozen  gold  mines  in 
Peru,  and  farms  as  big  as  Scotland  in  Brazil,  with  hundreds  of  slaves 
toiling  for  him  night  and  day ;  but  even  with  all  that,  he 's  bound  to 
go  pop  if  he  chips  in  with  bouquets  of  hot-house  flowers  ten  yards 
round  eveiT  time  he  meets  you,  not  to  speak  of  the  prett3r  little 
velvet-lined  nests  with  their  diamond  eggs  which  you  occasionally 
And  in  the  branches  of  the  exottioks  (how 's  that  for  words  and  spell- 
ing, eh  ?    I  'm  getting  to  be  a  regular  Dr.  Johnson). 

Harold  Matdew  ain't  a  bad  sort.  He's  a  good  soldier  anvhow, 
with  lots  of  go  about  him ;  why,  he  took  a  couple  of  hundred  men 
somewhere  on  the  frontier  in  India  and  just  waltzed  round  a  whole 
tribe  of  niggers,  climbed  up  a  dozen  precipices  like  a  cat  goes  up  a 
tree,  and  knocked  all  their  stone  walls  about  their  ears.  I 've  never 
talked  to  his  brother  Victor,  but  I  've  seen  him ;  always  looks  as 
stiff  as  a  biscuit  and  turns  up  his  nose  till  you  could  hang  a  cricket 
cap  on  it ;  not  your  sort  anyhow,  I  'm  oertain. 

Look  hero,  Doddles,  it 's  no  end  good  of  you  wanting  me  to  run  in 
double  harness ;  and,  if  I  did  feel  inclined  {hat  way,  iTd  as  soon  find 
myself  hitched  alongside  of  Luct  B£EKSI.by  as  anyone  else  .but, 
hcmeetly,  I  don't  think  it 's  my  form— not  just  yet,  anyhow.  What 
matchmakers  you  women  aro !  You  're  never  happy,  anv  of  you,  till 
you've  taken  a  poor  devil  of  a  chap  away  from  all  his  little  games, 
and  all  his  little  comforts,  and  got  mm  safely  started  in  the  Peram- 
bulator Stakes.  It 's  all  very  wdl  to  talk,  but  the  mote  I  see  of  the 
world,  the  mora  I  'm  convinced  that  men  were  never  meant  to  marry, 
liat  ^s  a  game  that  may  suit  women,  but  it  don*t  suit  us.    Whereas 


the  catch  of  it  F  You  say  I  want  money ;  that 's  right  enough,  but 
I  'd  rather  go  on  as  I  am  than  take  £10,000  a  ^ear  with  the  sort  of 
penalty  that  you  genenUiy  find  buckled  on  to  it.  A  girl  'a  all  right 
as  long  as  she  ^s  a  girl ;  but  it  don't  last  long,  that 's  were  the  puush 
comes,  and  some  of  'em  turn  into  frumps,  and  othera  na^  the  life 
out  of  a  chap,  and  then  there 's  what  they  call  the  care  of  a  f  azidlT— 
all  the  blessed  little  olive-branches  opening  their  beaks,  and  wanting 
to  be  fed  (that  don*t  sound  right  somehow,  but  you  know  what 
I  mean).  If  you  can  pick  me  out  the  dead  spit  of  yourself,  1 11 
marry  her  to-morrow ;  but  you  know  as  well  as  I  do  that  there 's 

only  one  Doddles  in  the  world.    Tom's  a  lucky  beggar*  and 

There,  I'm  getting  quite  sentimental,  so  I  '11  drop  that  tack.  Any- 
how, the  American  widow  is  off.  I  can't  do  it.  and  there  'a  an  end 
of  it.  She  introduced  me  to  her  blessed  father— '* Popper"  she 
celled  him— and  the  old  man  finished  me. 

I  'm  writing  to  Berkeley  to  ask  him  and  Lucy  B.  to  dine  at  the 
** Plato"  on  Thursday,  so  we  can  put  off  all  discussion  till  we  see 
how  that  evening  pans  out.  Bless  you,  Doddles,  you  're  a  irnnd  aoit. 
Awfully  glad  to  hear  you  're  going  to  the  Willouohbys'  *'  DiToive 
Supper."  I 'm  to  be  uiere.  What  a  game  it  is.  Mabel  Ktlugbxw 
and  AiJCE  Kendall  arc  going,  and  I  hear  Tottte  Montrkssor  and 
Alma  Kicesey  are  asked.  I  wonder  if  Tottee  will  do  hM*  wig-danoe. 
She  took  off  Argentino's  curly,  brown  head-covering  as  neat  as  nine- 
pence  last  time  she  did  it.  Never  saw  anyone  so  angry  as  that  old 
gold-mine  was.  Dick  Talbots  is  terrible  gone  in  that  quarter  they 
say,  which  is  a  pity,  because  he's  a  real  ffood  chap.  Ah  retoir  on 
Thursday.    Bemember  me  to  Tom.  Yours  to  a  cinder, 

Jack. 

German  Opera  and  Mr.  J.  L.  Tools.— Our  eminent  Comedian 
wishes  it  to  be  distinctly  understood  that  he  has  not  entered  into  any 
engagement  with  Sir  Drtjbiolani78  to  ai^>ear  at  his  theatre  in  Xhg 
JVaikure^  whidh  Mr.  J.  L.  Toole  here  takes  this  Qerman-opera- 
tunitj  of  stating  is  not  an  adaptation  or  translation  of  Ifoiler — 
London.  Mr.  J.  L.  Toole  begs  to  add  that  his  season  canclndes 
next  Saturday,  when  The  Best  Man  (now  in  London)  will  go  out  of 
town  for  **  bettennent,"  in  order  to  return  better  than  ever, ^ 
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Apology  to  an  Old  Friend  (AnX  SIO 

An  Cosmetica,  SIO 

Ars  Postera,  189 

Art  of  Explanation  (TheX  188 

At  a  Cattle  Market,  17S 

At  the  Garriek,  89 

At  the  Gonpil  QaUery,  178 

AttheNewG«ller7,S67 

An  Revoir  to  Pantomime,  14) 

Bachklor  on  Buttons  (AX  1 

Ballade  of  the  Bigbte,  190 

Ballade  of  the  Man  of  Experience,  88 

BalUde  of  the  New  Manhood  (AX  M9 

Ballad  of  Babble  (AX  ISO 

Ballad  of  the  Omnlbos  Oosdoctor,  158 

BaUad  of  the  Profeaaional  ModeL  41 

Ballad  ofthe  Spook.  185 

*'  Bar  AssociaUon  "  (TheX  UO 

Before  Sapper,  189 

Before  the  Race  and  Af cer,  SOT 

Between  the  Pieces  at  the  Lyceum,  S5 

Between  the  (Sunday)  Shows,  167 

Biarrttx  Diary  (AX  05 

BilletHioax ;  or,  Beuity  and  the  Bear,  87 

BiUete  de  Deux,  1 

Black  Baby  (TheX  180 

"  Bloshing  Honours,"  78 

Bold  Robin  Hood,  SIO 

Boobygone  (TheX  197 

Booking-Offloe  (X>rTeapondeDee,  5 

Book  Maniac's  Vade  Meeam(TheX  191 

"Bores."  01 

Bores  1  Bores !  84 

Bonqoet  d«  Bibylon,  t90 

BraTo,  Oambridge !  108 

Bravo,  Sir  Henry !  8i 

Bracen  Mean  (TheX  S78 

Brilliant  Stan  at  the  St  James's.  SSI 

Budget  and  the  Bar  Prospeote,  S60 

Budget  Fkndes,  69 

Budget  Note,  SSI 

Budget  Waste-paper  Basket  (TheX  19S 

CABlOab!OablS55 

Cab-hirer's  Vade  Mecum  (TheX  MO 

Cab  Strike  (TheX  986 

CaU  from  Arms^AX  190 

Cambridge  Triumph  (AX  141 

Oia't  be  Better  than  Best,  181 

Capitaliste  (TheX  »8 

Captain  Vemey  LoretUlameron,  R.N., 

105 
Carolns  Magnus,  S07 
Chanticleer  t.  (Jassowarr,  00 
Charge  against  the  Old  firimide  (TheX  58 
OhatkUiMode,8,48 
"  Church  and  Stage,"  198 
ClTis  in  Rnre,  CO 

Colonial  Statesman's  Vade  Meenm,  S8S 
Colour  of  OoUery's  Suoeeasor  (The),  188 
"  Come  Aboud,  Sir  ro 


'*  (Tommem.,**  SOS 

Ojnftdences,  00 

Consistent  Cynic's  Vade  Meeum(TheX  S70 

C*onstable's  Vade  Mecum  (TheX  94 

Constantinople,  84 

Cotton  ReelUm  at  the  Adelphl,  SOI 

Court  at  Last!  80 

Court  Card  (AX  01 

(CoTent)  Garden  Pftrtiee,  S45 

Gackool  106 

Cumnor  Place.  S18 

Dalt  News  (TheX  1S4 

Daly's  Nightly.  SS 

Daik  Eyes,  S91 

Dear  Dorothy.  SSO 

Death  at  the  Docks,  S8 

Delighted  to  hear  it,  181 

De  Lunatico  Inquirendo,  S44 

Depressed  Dukes,  808 

Derelopment,  75 

Devil's  Latest  Walk  (TheX  M 

Dialogue  Book.  85 

Dialogue  on  Art  (AX  S8 

DUry  in  a  Nuteheir(AX  84 

Diary  of  an  Extinguished  Personage.  ( 5 

Diary  of  an  Intelligent  (Atiseo,  SS7 

Diary  of  a  partially-extinguished  Per- 
sonage, 01 

Dirty  Crossing  (AX  18 

DUillusion,  Si 

Dispanionate  Critic  (AX  185 

Do^erel  by  Toby's  Cousin.  SSI 

Doggerel  for  the  Nary,  l4l 

Domestic  Eclogue  (AX  118 

Donna  Quixote,  196 

Down  on  the  Dumps,  87 

Dreamed  In  the  Temple,  45 

Ducal  Dumb  Show,  88 

*'  Dulce  ridentem  lalagen  amabo^"  S40 

Dumb  Speetetors.  S81 

Earlt  Gnat  (TheX  80S 

'*  'E  dunno  where  'e  are  1 "  54 

Election  Intelligence,  107 

Engllah  Historr  after  a  life-time,  17 

•••Bnlterumr    Here  we  are  again  !"  0 

Entering  the  Lists.  ISO 

EpithaUunium,  S40 

Essence  of  Parliament,  117,  ISS,  14^,  148, 
101,  179,  191,  S08,  S15,  SJO,  S89,  SOS, 
S76,  S87,  S99,  804 

Evening  with  a  Thought-Reader  (AbX  190 

«*  Ex  Pede  Heitmlem,"  SM 

F.,.-  U;.k:.jwn(AX  256 

FulHc  Gallop  of  ADologies  (AX  SIS 

FfeUUtt's  Fix,  246 

Fare  's  Fair,  363 

FaUl  Flowers,  305 

Field  and  Covert,  63 

"  Fimllng  Salvation,"  188 

FllriK  at  the  Music-halls  (A),  22 

Flirt 'a  Defence  CThcX  142 

Floating  a  Bubble,  72 

Fluff  Bits  for  his  Photojfraph,  40 

From  a  new  Horn  (Castle)  Book,  S5 

Fiimosa  Inforrais,  244 

Okmb  from  the  Royal  Acailfimy,  SS7 

Ofnt)«  Art  of  Advertiiiing  (The),  70 

•<  Got  his  Honey  on"  at  the  Oarrick,  SOI 
Grand  Old  Name  (TheX  07 
Grand  Prix  (TheX  S87 


Great  Trouser  Test  (TheX.  SI 
**  Haul  of  a  Thooaand  ifoli 
ISl 


(TheX 


Hamlet  and  the  Skull  SIS 

Haymarket  Xysteiy  (TheX  CO 

Herr  Dowe's  Cuirass,  S04 

Her  Toothache,  1S4 

Historr  defeata  itselC,  00 

HoUday  Teak  for  the  Easter  Vacation,  155 

*'  Honl  soit  qui  mal  y  pense,"  180 

Horace  in  London,  SS{ 

House  beyond  the  Heas  (TheX  S9S 

Idkal  Demoeraey  (TheX  100 

'Igher  Up !  4 

In  Cellar  deep,  lOS 

In  Constantinople,  US 

In  lAdaa  Laudem,  S88 

In  Rotten  Row,  171 

Inspiration  (TheX  70 

In  the  StUl-roora,  59 

Irrepressible  She  (TheX  5S 

Is  Flirting  on  the  Increase  ?  89 

Italian  Finance,  118 

Jauvoicb,  SOS 

Jaw-breaking  Law-breaking.  41 

Jove-ial  ExtraTaganxa  (AX  S98 

Judge's  (}nide  to  Knowledge  (TheX  71 

Jusuoe  to  Shrimps,  167 

KiKO  Talk  and  King  Mooologu^  SS 

Knight  and  the  Jester  (TheX  ISi 

Knight  of  our  Days  (AX  87 

Ladt  Jounialfstic  AsidiM,  84 

Lament  (AX  S87 

Ust  Summsr^s  Straw  Hat,  170 

Utest  Kind  of  Lady-KUIers  (TheX  14) 

Latest  QnotatioBs  (TheX  164 

Law  in  Uncommon  Form,  77 

Lay  of  Easter  Bggs  (AX  147 

Lays  fh>m  the  Links,  119,  180,  145,  105, 

S87 
Lays  of  the  Currency,  00.  7S,  96, 155 
Le  Ohef-d'(EuTrede  VisUairs,  S5S 
Legal  Fiction  (AX  S05 
Lemon-Squaah,  174 
Lesaon  for  Grandmamma  (AX  80 
Letter  to  a  DObutante,  S61,  tib,  898 
Lines  in  Pleasant  PUoes,  S65,  906,  S91 
Liters  Scripta,  100 
Litigant  in  Person  (TheX  189 
LitUe  Gibralteration  (Al  SS 
Lirely  Timee  in  Dmry  Lane,  157 
London  Costumes  for  January,  SO 
*•  Lord  Jack  and  my  Lady  Jill,"  168 
Losinghts  Train,  181 
Louis  Koesuth,  145 
Lying  in  Wait,  S58 
Madamb  aans  GOue  (AX  800 
Made  in  Germany,  18 
Man  behind  the  Gun  (TheX  SOI 
Manners  and  Customs,  S17,  SSO,  S41,  SSS, 

S06,  S77,  889, 100 
Meeting  the  Meteor,  7S 
Melting  Moment  tor  Wax  (AX  87 
Memoiabilia,  70 
Mister  Bailey'i  BoMt,  185 
Misunderstood,  67 
Mixed  Nottons,  S4,  S5 
Model  Oorrespondenoe,  S94 
Monsieur  Rip  at  Asniirse,  18S 
More  Pleasant  than  Welcome,  181 
More  Wigs  than  Uw,  in 
Mrs.  Mora-or.Leasingham,  IPS 
Mrs.  R.'s  Remlnisoenoee,  ISl 
Mutual  Oonfldenoes,  SbO 
My  Onmmerbuud,  SOI 
Nauobtt  Danghtsrs  (TheX  M 
Naval  Contest  (TheX  tt 
New  Broom  and  the  New  Whip  (TheX  ISO 


New  *<  Chxrse  of  labour**  (Th«X  ICO 
New  Nary  Hornpipe  (TheX  147 
New  Nymph  (TheX  16 
NewPet(A),S85 


New  Woman  (TheX  S5S 

New  Tear's  Gift  UXSS 

Next  Interriew  (TheX  71 

Next  Uttle  War  (Thd,  SO 

Next  Reward  (3ase  (TheX  109 

Nioe  Point  (AX  )S4 

"No  Flowers  r  SSO 

Norelty  in  NoreU  (AX  S80 

NoTus  Homo  Nova  Ars,  808 

**  Nursery  of  the  Stage  **  (TheX  181 

OBnoca,  118 

Official  Game  of  Hunt  the  Slipper,  109 

*'  Oh,  let  me  be  your  Valentiue  I  **  78 

"Ohmyl    Certainly  not  !"0i 

Oh.  the  Muddle  of  it  1  SOI 

OU  Clock  (AnX  SOS 

Omnibus  sed  non  ObesissJmis,  41 

On  a  Bogus  Bomb,  S84 

Onchyopnsgy  1  10 

*'  One  or  Two  most  Pathetic  Lines,"  54 

On  Faust,  198 

Opera-Glass  (TheX  S57 

Opera-Goer's  Diary  (TheX  rs,  %¥i 

Opera  Notes,  298 

Opeiattc  Notes,  858,  805 

*•  O  Swallow,  Swallow ! "  189 

Ought  Judges  to  Sleep  in  Court?  179 

Ouht  Women  to  trarel  by  Train  at  all  ? 

Our  fiarterers.  84,  85. 87, 101 

Our  BooUng-Offloe,  87,  6 1,  88,  98,  106. 

109,  18l7T87,   18^  SOS.  SOd,  Sii.  SSI*, 

S44,  SSO,  809 
Our  Doctors,  S17 
Our  Giant  Causeway,  800 
Our  Underpaid  County  Court  Judges,  100 
Out  of  Date,  ISO 
Pages  and  Pages,  SI 
"Paper "Force (AX  S7 
Psrliamentary  "Grand  National**  (TheX 

ICS 
Parliamentary  Poet-Cniristmaa  Carol,  5 
Peera,  idle  Peers  1  178 
Personal  Communications  corrupt  G^cd 

Lawyers,  10  I 

"  Persons  "  in  Parliament,  814 
PhyUia's  Reply,  180 
PiccadiUT  Psstoral  (AX  SS8 
Pious  Polygamist  (TheX  0 
"  Pit,  Two^d-Sixpence,"  70 
"  Place  aux  Damea."  S«8 
Plantsrs  and  their  "  Plants,"  88 
Play 's  the— Ring  (TheX  815 
Pleasant  Change  in  the  Weather,  SS 
"Pluckdl^^ 
Poet's  Spilnff  (TheX  SSS 
Poor  (Pseudo-)    Ostreophaglst    to    his 

Doctor  (TheX  180 
"  Popular  •CrT*- (AX  84 
Popular  Professor  (AX  861 
Popular  Songs  Re-eung,  I4f 
Poeittre  and  ComparatlTe,  98 
PrimeTalBoy.S09 
Prophecy  or  PreTention,  05 
Pn^weitlons  and  Riders,  SOS 
Prose  Poems,  S55 
Pugilist  tohis  Mother  (TheX  08 
QuxKB  Queries,  0,  IS,  855,  SOI,  S79,  S81, 

801 
Qnis  YentiUbit  ipeos  Veatilatores  7  SSI 
Quite  a  Uttle  (Bank)  Holiday,  888 
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Qaite   "New    and    OrlgloAl"   Boy  ftt 

Terry's,  118 
Qaite  PoslUyist,  118 
Real  Livelihood  from  Living  Pictures 

(A),  101 
Re  Cute  at  the  Otfrick,  106 
Rhyme  of  the  Kipperling  (The),  18 
Rich  and  Poor,  84 
"Rider"    and    Foot-Note    to    Llndley 

Murray,  48 
Ridicolous  Rio.  If  8 
Rival  Hooses  (TheX  90 
Road  to  the  Code  (A),  894 
Robert  at  Richmond,  875 
Robert  on  the  Grand  Tower  Bridge,  238 
Romping  Lancers,  94 
Rosamond  and  the  Wandeiiahr.  64 
Royal  Academy  Banquet  (Th^  888 
Baqa  of  the  Bhield-lUiden,  48 
Sara  scenic  Show  (A).  801 
Science  at  Oxford,  9^1 
Second  Fiddles  to  the  Fore,  5 
S«»et  of  OircnUtion  (Fhe),  805 
Session  Junction,  108 
Setting  the  **  Tnblean,"  ICO 
Shabby  in  oar  Labby,  106 
bhaeonian  Fytte  (A),  97 
Shall  Women  Whe^?  869 
She-Notes.  109, 189 
Sheridan  Ba-canonised  I  81 
Shoplifter  (The),  109 
Sir  Gerald  Portal.  69 
Situation  in  Half-Kalf  (The)*  289 
"Smart,"  18 
Snoblesse  Oblige,  141 
Soft  Answer  (AX  in 
So  Lskely,  89 

Some  Views  on  the  Money  Market,  181 
Songs  of  Society,  46 
Sonnet  to  the  Thermometer,  1 
Spring's  Harbingers,  197 
Spring  Thoughts,  181 
Stage  Maritime  Murder  (TheX  106 
Stanzas,  850 

Stirring  our  Stumps,  846  ^    — 

Stolen  Kisses,  16 

Strictly  According  to  Precedent.  58 
Suggrsted  Titles  for  Mr.  Labouchere's 

New  Peerage,  187 
Sweetheart,  897 

Tabls-Talk  for  Next  <3entury,  897 
Tale  for  the  Cabmen  (AX  879 
Tetehing  the  Stranger  how  to  Argue,  168 
" Teaser  to  Tackle^ (AX  196 
TsU  it  not  in  Gath  1  881 
Tender-hearted  Prelate  (AX  806 
That  Hat,  885 

Theatrical  Orltic's  Vade  Medom  (IheX  49 
Theological  Dispute  (AX  88 
"  This  fearful  Stead,*'  187 
TivoUmus  1  805 
To  a  Blank  Plige,  86 
To  a  "  District "  Divinity,  48 
To  a  Dragon-Fly.  65 
ToaOo^Giri.97 
To  a  Ho  vi,  89 
To  Althea  Chaperoned,  858 
To  Althea  in  Covent  Garden,  888 
To  Amanda,  10 

To  an  early-rising  Sparrow,  149 
To  Angelina,  Damosel  errant,  166 
To  any  Boy-Poet  of  the  Decadence,  876 
Tb  a  "  V-shaped  Depression,"  156 
To  be  or  Not  to  be— Baater,  167 
Tolnr,  M.P.,  in  the  Tropics,  84,  96, 106 
To  Chloris,  enrheumed,  865 
To  CSnderellaline  I  81 

50  Maud,  n 
0  Melenda,  867 
Tommy,  800 
To  Mr.  Punch,  98 
To  Nella,  840 
Too  WUUngly  let  Die,  288 
To  PhyUis,  178 
To  PhyUia,  her  Picture,  844 
To  Pyrrba,  68 
To  Sir  Toby,  189 

"  To  the  Charitably  disposed,"  78 
To  the  Girl  of  To-day,  188 
To  the  New  SoUeitortGeaeral.  808 
Traveller's  Vade  Mecum  (The),  856 
Tricoupi's  Conp ;  or.  The  Greek  Mictwber 

and  his  Greditora,  8 
True  (and  Aristocratic)  Blues  (IbeX  '05 
"  Trying  a  Mvgistiate,^  96 
Turn  for  the  Handel— Festival,  828 
Twice-told  Tale  (AX  186 
Twopence  all  the  Way,  889 
Umarmino.  114 
Under  an  Umbrella.  814 
Universal  Hymn  (TheX  78 
Unusual  Ceremony  (An),  197 
"  Up-to-Date  "  Ballet  (An).  184 
Vaob  MncuM  for  "  Mortar-boards."  149 
Vade  Mecum  for  the  Easter  Bolidays,  188 
Vade  Mecum  for  the  House  of  Peen,  119 
Vsgabond  Verses,  167 
Verderer's  Vision  (TheX  171 
Verses  k  la  Oarte,l 


Village  Schoolmistress's  Vision  (TheX  158 
VUion  and  the  Voice  (The),  248 
Voice  from  the  Bar  (AX  816 
(Welsh)  Rabbit  on  the  Wall  (TheX  207 
Whole  Art  of  Fiction  (TheX  165 
Winnen !  884 

Wisdom  of  the  Turtle  (TheX  94 
Wisselingh  without  a  Whistler,  C9 
Words  I    Words !    Words  I  148 
Word  to  the  Lord  (HianceUor  (AX  i9 
Yacht  Race  (AX  280 
j  "  Your  Health.  Ma'am  ! "  51 
Yvette  GuUbert,  840 

LARGE  ENGRAVINGS. 
"All  the  Difference,"  285 
Black  Baby  (TheX  187 
Bold  Robin  Hood.  811 
"Come  Aboard,  Sir  I"  7 
"  Confldenoes."  67 

"  Contented  Mind "  (A),  288 

Dirty  Crossing  (AX  19 

•*  'B  dunno  where  'e  are  I "  65 

Entering  the  Lists,  186, 187 

Falsurs  Fix.  847 

"Fignn8''(TheX81 

Hamlet  and  the  Skull,  S?8 

In  her  Tantrums.  895 

In  the  Pliddock,  871 

Knight  and  the  Jester  (TheX  1S9 

Lemon-Squash,  175 

Lying  in  Wait,  859 

Our  Giant  Oauseway.  807 

Pnrllamentary      "Grand      National" 

(Th€XI68 
"Pliickdl"79 
Rival  Houses  (TheX  91 
"  Session  Junction,"  108 
Setting  the  "  Tableau,"  151 
"  Teaser  to  Tackle  "  (AX  199 
Unarming,  118 
"Waiting  for  Relief,"  48 

SMALL  ENGRAVINGS. 
Advamtaoe  of  a  Big  Racer,  177 
Amateur  Gardener's  Children  r  AnX  810 
Archsological  Professor  and  American 

Student,  97 
ArtiKUc  Youth  and  Angry  Father,  184 
Asking  a  Friend  to  Dine,  809 
Asking  a  Stranger  to  Drink,  195 
Aunt  Jane  at  the  Bam  Dance,  66 
Authoress  and  newly-married  Friend,  255 
Banker's  and  Broker's  0>mpliments,  88 
BatUe  of  IsUngton  (TheX  269 
Be-fogged  Gent  at  Reftieshment  Bar,  1(5 
Befoi^ahd  after  Cab  Strike,  891 
Bill-pos^rand  Ladv-love,  248 
BismarcK  and  the  Imperial  Pint,  50 
Brown  startled  by  Runaway  Hunter.  46 
Budget  Bullet-proof  Cuirass  (TheX  266 


Butcher  and  Old  Sweetheart,  858 

Butler  announces  Mrs.  Cohen,  128 

Baying  a  Penny  Haddock,  188 

Caged  Bird  asking  for  a  Tip,  188 

(3aterpillan  versus  Sparrows,  287 

(Tharlie's  Old  Enemy,  5 

(»vic  Turtle  and  (bounty  Council   Boa 

Constrictor.  110 
Coachman's  Bad-tempered  Wife,  18 
Cockney  Qtnia  and  Partridges,  i92 
Colonel  s  Opinion  on  Lady  Novelist,  186 
Company  Cormorant  and  Fishes,  8^0 
Cook  wanting  Anarchists  Galantined,  876 
Correcting  his  Friend  about  Botttnelli,  870 
Dame  Harcourtia  in  the  Still-rooro,  50 
Dentist  also  to  Stop  her  Tongue,  185 
Depressed  Dukes,  808 
Devil  as  an  Anarchist  (TheX  98 
Discussing  a  Caddish  Actor,  171 
Dismounted  Hunting  Man  and  Jumper,  87 
Doctor  and  Stout  Ladv  Patient,  49 
Doctor  and  the  Squire  s  Cheque,  70 
Donna  (Quixote,  )M 

Duke  who  doesn't  attend  Pirllameat,  858 
Edwin  has  no  Eyes  for  (iood  Looks,  846 
Eflie  on  Hunting  the  Butchen,  166 
Bight-Oar  Race  in  Prehistoric  Times,  111 
Entry  of  Tophatite  into  Rotten  Bow,  897 
Epsom  Viaitor  and  Minister  Stigg^  860 
Ethel  and  Mamma's  Fainting,  45 
Farthing  Buver  at  Grocer's  (A).  814 
Female  Decadent  and  Frencnman,  890 
Fishing  with  a  Leg  of  Mutton,  888 
Footman  on  Aristocratic  Decadence,  844 
Fractious  Racer  at  the  Post,  879 
French  Beauty  and  Russian  Bear,  128 
Gent  "  reading  between  the  Linea,"  65 
G«nnan  Visitor  who  wanto  Polish,  118 
Getting  Oiris  to  Row,  808 
Gladstone  and  Homer,  218 
Gladstone's  Biarrits  Song,  62 
Golf  "  Bogey  Competition,"  169 
G.  O.  M.  and  Scotch  Pipers.  107 
G.  O.  M.  and  the  Queer  Oyster,  98 
G.  O.  M.  reading  Rosebery's  9pcecb»  124 
Gouty  Husband  and  Club  Dinner.  fe5 
Grandmamma  and  Ma'm'selle's  Wings,  15 
Greek  Micawber  (TheX  2 
Harconrt  and  Qlitkp  as  Salvationists,  182 
Hone's  very  strong  Near  Leg  (AX  8i8 
Hunting  Lady  who  is  too  Forward,  186   • 
Hunting  Man  and  "  'Ware  Win  i "  168 
Hunting  Man's  Stone-wall  Diflleulty,  »9 
Husband  calls  himself  a  Bom  Fool,  54 
Iri»>h  Groom  at  a  Jumping  Contest,  75 
Irishman  and  Seidlits  Powder,  868 
Jack  Tar  and  the  Naval  Budget,  288 
Jones  and  the  lufluenaa,  80 
Jones  enjoys  a  Decent  Meal,  108 
"  Josephus  Cubicularius  "  Orohideasis,  74 
Joumaliatic  Cabman  (TheX  2tl 
"  Labby  "  as  Guy  Fawkes,  800 


"  Labby  "  as  "  Peter  Bell,"  181 
Labourer  and  Minister,  190 
Ladies  and  the  Luncheon  Menu,  18 
Lady  Equestrian  and  Small  Nrphew,  68 
Lady'slSpaulettes  in  an  Omnibus.  1«  8 
La  R^bliqne  and  Joan  of  Arc,  841 
"  Leisure  Cltm»  "  in  America  (TheX  78 
Link-boys  and  Gent  in  FOg,  87 
Uttle  Girl  studying  her  Syinptoms,  802 
Msdame  la  R/pubuoue  and  Bruin,  btf 
Making  a  Fourteenth  at  Dinner,  108 
Mare  who  is  as  (Hever  as  a  WonaB,  67 
Marrying  one  Twice  his  Age,  907 
Master  Tommr  and  the  Roast  Haxv,  6 
Meccnas  Brown's  Unique  Statne,  856 
Mephistophelea'  proper  Colour,  IIB 
Merchant  and  Masquerading  Clark,  110 
Misa  Australia  and  Miss  Shaw,  tO 
Miss  Samnon  and  Smithereen's  Baf .  90 
Monster  Parliamentary  Meeting  (AX  8IT 
Mr.  O.  at  Biarrits,  88 
Mr.  Green's  Dance  Partner,  906 
Mr.  Punch's  Picture  of  Rioting.  89 
Mn.  Brown  on  (Heigyman's  Practice,  21 
Mrs.  R.  at  the  SQversmith'a,  61 
Navy  Estimates  Hornpipe,  146 
Neptune  and  the  New  Nvmph,  14 
Nervous  Youth  and  a  D4butante,  154 
New  (Jardener  and  the  Peaa,  851 
New  Parlour-Meld  and  (Sailer,  InS 
New  Year's  Parliamentary  Faney  BaU  li 
Octogenarian  Free  liver  and  TenpcraLoe 

Hibernian.  889 
Offldooa  Old  LAdy  and  Sharp  Bojr,  198 
Old  Hall  (TheX  180 
••  Old  Joe  and  Young  Joe ! "  95 
Old  Judge  and  Indian  General,  90S 
Old  Lady  and  Rector's  Daughter,  49 
Old  Lady  waiting  for  a  (3ab.  yfr7 
Old  School  Uteiiry  Ladies,  215 
Omnibus  in  a  Fog  (AnX  28 
Our    Poet    and     the     Commiaaioae-'i 

Daughter,  lt5 
Papa  declining  an  Invitation,  294 
ParliamVnUry  Bank  Holiday  (AX  962 
Paying  GUIs  in  an  Easi  Wind,  174 
Peiplexing  Five  o'clock  Tea  (AX  U9 
Popular  CSolonel  and  Sergeant,  Itl 
Precocious  little  Boy'a  Practical  Jdka.  1!4 
Prehistoric  Bathen  disappointed,  87 
Prehistoric  ••  Derby  "  (AX  274 
Prehistoric  HoUday  Outing  (A).  147 
Prehistoric  Lecture  on  Bvolutlnn,  08 
Prehistoric  Residential  Flats,  950 
Primeval  Naval  Engagement  (Ax  8 
Primeval  Royal  Academy  Show,  S96 
Private  PoliUcal  Rehearsal.  47 
Prosperous  Briton  and  Piior  Relatioo,  a 
Protestant  Cab-Horse  (AX  179 
Publican  and  (Sabby  on  SUike,  9M 
Punch's  Maxim  Gun,  1 
<)uiet  Night  in  Primeval  Parliament,  i;8 
Rabbit  on  the  WaU  (TheX  206 
Raid  on  a  Cockroach  Club,  U7 
Ratcatcher  and  Ladies,  10 
Rival  VeU  (TheX  290 
"  R<»b  Roy  Macgregor  oh  I "  108 
Roeebery  abandons  Racing,  978 
Royal  Academy  (Jema,  9i7 
Rudyard  Kipling  and  Animals,  988 
SalUbury  and  the  "  Unhappy  Dispatek."  71 
Saying  Thinn  about  their  Moth«ra,  IS 
Schoolboy's  Snrained  Wrist,  15S 
Sea-side  Photo  on  Breexy  Day,  98 
Shipping  Husband  and  Flippant  Wills,  94 
Sir  Edirin  Mikamoldo.  86S 
SmaU  (3ent  and  large  Dancing  Lndy,  198 
"  Smoking  a  Uttle  "  to  Sick  Lady,  160 
Soap  charged  in  Hotel  Bill,  910 
Stage-coach  Swell  and  Iriah  Ooater,  287 
Stodge  and  the  R.  A.  Porter,  100 
Street  Toy-seUen,  885 
"Strikes  on  the  Bene,"  984 
Suggested  Gyc]e-(3ab,  876 
SwelU  and  their  Necktiea,  894 
Telling  a  German's  Character,  988 
Tired  Bishop  and  his  Butter,  04 
Toboginning  on  Parliament  Hill,  84 
Tommy  and  a  Pretty  Lady,  919 
Touring  Pianist's  Hair  (A).  149 
Two  Ladies  '*  Markettog,"  149 
Two  Mothen  and  Skating  Daughtan,  90 
Two  Normandy  Lovers^  99 
Tying  up  his  Trousen^9 
Uncle  and  Nephew  at  Whiat,  187 
Uncle  St  George  and  the  Dn^oa.  89 
Village  SchooUniatreia's  ViaioB  (TheX  156 
ViUien  and  Gladstone  "  Pair,**  101 
Visit  to  Prehistorie  Arttats  Studio,  61 
Volunteer  Sentry  and  Yokel,  141 
Wading  through  Muddy  Noval.  989 
Waiter  upeets  Tursen  on  (SostooMr,  i  0 
Whip's  Opinion  of  the  Frost  (AX  17 
Why    Paterikmiliaa     Jolnad     ' 

Club,  58 

Wlahing  himself  off  Friaky  Mare,  180 
Wood-Nymph  and  the  Wood-cii8ter.  178 
Young  Lady  deatiiag  to  go  Abroad,  mt 
Youth  Tk«spas»ing  In  tha  Water,  999 
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Scene — Mr.  Ponoh's  Sanctum  at  "  the  Season  of  the  Year.*'    Enter  Sir  Rooeb  de  Goybblbt  and  Dr.  Stmtax. 

•  •  "^OU  may  not  recogniso  me,  Mr.  Punch  ?  "  quoth  the  old  Knight,  with  stately  modesty. 

X  ''Not  recognise  Sir  Rooeb  de  Goyeblet?"  rejoined  Mr.  Punch,  urbanely.     ''Why,  even  disguised  as  a 

Saracen's  Head — ha !  ha  !  ha ! — I  should  know  those  well-loved  lineaments." 

"  I  perceive,  indeed,"  said  the  Knight,  with  scarcely-veiled  complacency,  "  that  you  have  perused  my  friend  Atticus- 
Addison's  ail-too  flattering  account  of  me  and  my  several  adventures." 

"  I  know  my  Spectator  by  heart,"  replied  Mr.  Punch.  "  Nor,"  added  he,  taming  to  the  quaint,  black-vestured,  bob- 
wiggcd  figure  at  Sir  Rooeb's  elbow,  '<  are  Dr.  Syntax's  Tours  unfamiliar  to  my  memory.    Like  yourself,  I  can  say — 

'  Toa  well  know  what  my  pen  can  do,       I         I  ride,  and  write,  and  ekeUh,  tJid  print,    |         I  prose  it  here,  I  verse  it  there. 
And  I  employ  my  pencil  too.  |         And  thus  create  a  real  mint ;  |         And  pietureeque  it  evezywheze.  *  ** 

N     «  Marvellous  man  !  "  cried  Dr.  Syntax,  lifting  his  eyebrows  until  they  almost  met  the  downward  curve  of  his  tilted  wig. 

"  Toby,"  cried  Mr.  Punch,  "  call  for  clean  pipes,  a  roll  of  the  best  Virginia,  a  dish  of  coffee,  wax  candles,  and  the 
Supplement  (otherwise  my  Christmas  Number).  Tell  them,  Tobias,  to  follow  with  a  bowl  of  steaming  punch — my  own  par- 
ticular inerum  nectar — and  Sir  Rooeb  shall  see  what  I  have  forgotten  of  his  story,  his  tastes,  and  the  duties  of  Amphitryon  !  " 

In  two  minutes  the  Illustrious  Trio  were  "  making  the  centuries  meet "  under  the  benignly  blending  influences  of 
Good  Tobacco,  Sound  Tipple,  and  Cheery  Talk. 

**  And  how  fares  '  Our  Village '  (to  quote  Miss  Mitfobd)  in  these  revdutionaiy  days  ?  "  queried  Dr.  Syntax. 

Mr.  Punch  smiled,  and  promptly  quoted  : — 

"  *  And  liqaor  that  was  brew'd  at  home  Then  to  his  pipe  he  kindly  took. 

Among  the  rest  was  seen  to  foam.  And,  with  a  oondeaoending  look, 

The  Doctor  drank,  the  Doctor  ate,  Oall'd  on  his  good  Host  to  relate 

Well  pleased  to  find  so  fair  a  treat.  What  was  the  Village's  new  state.' " 

*'  Exactly  so,**  cried  the  pursuer  of  the  picturesque,  profoundly  flattered  by  Mr.  Punoh's  prodigious  memory. 

"  Aye,  prithee,  Mr.  Punch,"  said  the  old  Knight,  seriously,  "  tell  us  what  means  all  this  new-fangled  nonsense  of 
Parish  Meetings,  Village  Councils,  Hodge  pitchforked  into  power,  and  Squire  and  Parson  out  of  it,  and  I  know  not  what 
revolutionaiy  rubbish  and  impious  absurdity  ?  " 

"  It  means,  my  dear  Knight,"  replied  Mr.  Pcjnoh  pleasantly,  *'  that  power  and  responsibility,  otherwise  the  Village 

Vote,  are,  like  a  new  IPHiaENU,  to  rouse  the  rustic  Gtmon  into  manhood  and  manners,  till  he  of  whom  it  was  said  that 

'  His  com  and  cattle  were  his  only  care. 
And  hia  supreme  delight,  a  oountcy  fair,' 

shall  learn  to  rule  not  only  himself  but  his  own  village.    You  remember  your  Dbtobn,  Sir  Bogbb  ?  ** 
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**  Humph !  '*  groaned  the  Knight,  **  too  well,  too  well  I 

'  A  judge  erected  from  a  ooontry  down  * 
might  do  well  enough  in  poetry,  but  may  mean  ruin  in  practice.    Mj  misguided  and  stubborn  friend,   Sir  Andrew 
Fbsspobt,  should  have  lived  to  see  this  day,  and  acknowledge  the  prescience  of  the  testy  old  Tory  he  was  wont  to  deride." 

"  Tilly-vally,  my  dear  Sir  Roger,"  returned  the  host,  cheerily  ;  "  trouble  not  thine  honest  soul  with  such  gruesome 

forebodings.     '  The  old  order  changeth,  yieldeth  place  to  new/     But  *tis  'lest  one  good  custom  should  corrupt  the  world.' 

Gtmon,  with  a  vote,  will  not  capsize  the  Commonwealth,  any  more  than  the  British  workman  hath  done,  despite  the 

prognostications  of  Bob  Lowe  and  other  cocksure  clever  ones.     I  '11  see  that  the  *  Good  Old  Times '  are  not  banished,  save  to 

give  place  to  Better  New  Ones  !     The  New  Village,  Dr.  Syntax,  may  not  be  quite  as  picturesque — ^in  the  old  artistically 

dilapidated,  damp,  dirty,  disease-gendering  sense — as  the  old  one.    As  you  yourself  said — 

*  Though  'twill  to  hunger  give  relief. 
There  'b  nothing  picturesque  in  beef.' 

No,  nor  are  cleanliness,  sanitation,  education,  fair  wage,  an  independent  spirit,  and  the  capacity  for  self-government  These 
things,  dear  Doctor,  make  the  Man,  not  the  Picture,  and  Man-making  is— or  should  be — the  aim  of  modern  statesmanship." 

"  Mr.  PoKCH,"  said  Sir  Kogeb  de  Covebley  earnestly,  "  my  only  wish  is  that  Merry  England,  in  going  in  for  the 
New  Politics  may  not  lose  the  old  humanities  and  humours  and  heartinesses.*' 

"  As  described,  Sir  Roqeb,  in  your  own  words,  of  which  your  presence  and  the  festive  season,  remind  me : 

*  I  have  often  thought  that  it  happens  very  well  that  Christmas  should  fall  out  in  the  middle  of  winter.  It  is  the  most  dead,  un- 
comfortable time  of  the  year,  when  the  poor  people  would  suffer  ve^  much  from  their  poverty  and  cold,  if  they  had  not  good  oheer,  warm 


fires,  and  Christmas  gambols  to  support  them.    I  love  to  rejoice  their  poor  hearts  at  this  season,  and  to  see  the  whole  village  merry  in  mj 

'of  malt  to  my  smaU  beer,  and  set  it  a-running  for  twelve  days  to  everyone  that  calls  for  it.'  '* 

iThe  Spectator,  No.  131,  Tuesday.  July  31,  1711.) 


great  hall.    I  allow  a  double  quantity  < 


"  Trust  me,  gentlemen,"  continued  Mr.  Punch,  "  all  that  was  really  good — like  this — in  the  Good  Old  Times  you 
know  can  be  preserved  in  the  Better  New  Times  we  hope  for.  There  will  be  plenty  of  work  for  the  Sir  Kooebs,  the 
Dr.  Syntaxes,  for  your  humane  Vicar,  Doctor,  and  your  Squire  Hearty  and  Squire  Boosty,  in  the  New  Village  as  in  the  old 
one.  We  love  the  old  country  customs,  but  our  country  dance  cannot  for  ever  be  to  the  same  old  tune — even  the  loved  and 
time-honoured  one  of  •  Sir  Roger  de  Coverley  * ! " 

"  Sir,"  said  the  good  old  Knight,  gladly,  "  you  are  doubtless  right — as  you  always  are — and  I  shall  return  to  the 
Shades  greatly  solaced  both  by  your  good  cheer  and  your  good  counsel !  " 

"  Sorry  to  lose  your  company  so  soon !  '*  criod  the  Fleet  Street  Amphitryon.  "  I  perceive,  Dr.  Syntax,  that  your  old 
grey  mare,  Gtizzle,  awaits  you  at  the  door.  '  Vale  I  0  Vale ! '  You  ride  pillion- wise.  Sir  Roqeb,  I  suppose.  Well,  to 
cheer  your  journey,  brighten  the  Shades,  and  reassure  ye  both  as  to  the  safety  of  the  New  Village  under  the  guidance  of  the 
Old  Couuseller,  take  with  ye  my 
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MR.   PUNCH   AT  WHITE    LODGE,   RICHMOND. 

**  Don't  hake  a  Noiss,  oe  euss  yoit  'll  wake  the  Baby 


OUR  BOOKING-OFFICE. 

About  the  reminisoences  of  George  Augustus  Sala  there  linden 
a  before-the-Flood  flavoar  which  abashes  my  Baronite.  In  Thmgi 
I  hare  Seen^  and  People  I  have  Known,  two  yolmnes,  published  by 
Cassell,  there  is  nothing  merely  modem.  The  only  thing  G.  A.  S. 
doesn't  appear  to  have  seen  was  the  world  in  the  state  of  ohaos,  and 
almost  soUtary  among  the  people  he  has  not  known  was  Methu- 
selah. That  is  an  illasion  dae  to  the  art  of  the  writer,  for,  as  a 
matter  of  fact,  his  recollections  commence  in  the  year  1839,  when  he 
was  a  boy  at  school  in  Paris,  snubbed,  fillipped,  tweaked,  punched, 
and  otherwise  maltreated,  by  way  of  avenging  Waterloo  in  his 
person,  and  redressing  the  petty  injuries  inflicted  upon  Napoleok  at 
Bt.  Helena  by  Sir  Hudson  Lowe.  Mr.  Sala  has  not  only  lived  long, 
but,  like  Ulysses,  has  travelled  much,  and  has  had  singular  good 
fortune  in  being  around  when  things  were  stirring.  Thus,  for 
example,  in  the  year  1840,  as  he  happened  to  be  strolUng  down  the 
Rue  de  la  Paix,  he  saw  a  carriage  draw  up  at  a  jeweller's  shop, 
escorted  bv  a  trooj)  of  shining  cuirassiers.  In  it  were  two  handsomely- 
dressed  ladies,  **  in  cottage  bonnets,  with  dde-ringlets."  There  was 
also  a  Xorman  peasant- woman,  and  in  her  lap  reposed  a  greatly  gloriiied 
baby.  One  of  the  ladies  was  the  Duchesse  D'Orleaws,  Consort  of 
the  Heir  Apparent  and  the  bundle  of  pink  fleah  was  the  Comte  de 
Paris,  who  seemed  at  the  time  to  have  nothing  to  do  but  to  grow  up 
to  man's  estate,  and  take  his  place  among  the  Idngs  of  Trance. 
Sixteen  years  later,  in  the  Rue  de  Rivoli,  Mr.  Sala  saw  another 
carriage;  more  glittering  cuirassiers;  another  little  pink  face; 
again  two  little  pudgy  hands,  and  a  surrounding  wave  of  lace.  Baby 
number  two  was  the  Prince  Imperial,  and  the  scenes  culled  from 
the  flowery  field  of  the  j^reat  journalist's  memory  mark  two  memor- 
able epochs  in  French  history.  A  mere  list  of  the  people  Mr.  Sala 
has  known,  and  the  things  he  has  seen,  form  of  themselves  an  entic- 
ing, even  an  exhilarating  chapter.  Thackerat  and  Dickens  he 
knew,  and  worked  with,  and  he  throws  some  fresh  light  on  their 
characters.  Soldiers,  actors,  statesmen,  kings,  murderers,  and 
habitaU  of  debtors'  prisons,  have  all  oome  under  Us  observation, 
and  live  again  in  his  pages.  He  is  careful  to  make  it  clear  tiiat  this 
is  not  his  autobiography.  On  that  he  is  still  engaged.  This  work, 
presented  as  a  sort  of  hora  eTauvre,  effectually  serves  to  whet  the 


appetite,  and  makes  the  world  hope  he  will  hurry  up  with  the 
remaining  dishes  in  the  rare  feast.  *'  So  says  my  Baronite,  and  the 
Court  is  with  him." 

In  reply  to  a  question,  which  is  **  not  a  conundrum,"  at  least 
so  says  an  Inquirer,  as  to  *  why  the  Baron  spells  *  sherbet '  with  two 
•  r's'  instead  of  only  one,"  the  Baron  would  remind  his  interlocutor 
that. /f r«//y,  ** genius  is  above  all  roles";  that,  secondly,  the  Baron 
would  ratner  err  with  two  **  r's"  than  have  anything  to  do  with  a 
"bet"  when  it  can  possibly  be  avoided;  thirdly,  that  being  of  a 
generous  disposition,  in  this  hot  weather  he  loves  prodigality  in 
liquids  *  not  ashamed  of  avowal.  Finally,  he  states  that  he  unoon- 
ditionaliy  withdraws  the  **  r"  in  the  second  syllable  of  "  sherbert," 
because  m  **  sher^< "  there  is  no  ^ert  to  anyone.  So  here 's  to  his 
eminent  Inquirer's  jolly  good  health,  says 

The  Bountiful  B.  de  B.-W. 


NOBLESSE  OBUGE. 
One  of  the  most  pleasing  incidents  at  the  opening  of  the  Tower 
Bridge  was  the  introduction  by  the  Lord  Chamberlain  of  the 
Recorder  of  London  to  H.R.H.  the  Prince  of  Wales.  "Our  Own 
Special "  was  not  sufficiently  near  to  hear  the  dialogue  that  passed 
between  them,  but  he  has  reasons  for  believing  that  Lord  Carrinoton 
observed  to  H.R.H.,  "Sir,  I  have  the  honour  to  present  to  your  notice 
Sir  Charles  Hall."  Not  to  be  outdone  in  courtesy,  the  Recorder 
immediately  added,  "And  I,  Sir,  am  delighted  to  make  known  to 
your  Royal  Highness  Lord  Carrinoton."  Then  returned  the 
Prince,  with  his  customary  gracious  kindliness,  "I  am  reioiced 
to  meet  two  officials  of  so  much  distinction;  but,  do  you  know, 
— I  fancy  we  have  met  before!  Indeed  I  am  certain  that  the 
excellent  make-up  of  Sir  Charles'  wig  and  the  easy  carriage  of 
the  Lord  Chamberlain  could  only  have  oeen  acquired  Dy  long  prac- 
tice on  the  boards  of  the  Cambridge  A.D.C.  ! congratulate  you  my 
Lord,  and  vou  Mr.  Recorder  upon  the  excellent  use  to  which  you  have 
put  the  eauoational  advantages  that  you  and  I  have  derived  from 
our  common  Alma  Mater,"  At  this  point  the  Tower  guns  began  to 
be  fired,  and  oonwquently  the  remainder  of  the  conversation  was  lost 
in  the  reverberations  of  heavy  artillery. 
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THE   SOCIETY   CRUSH   AT  HYDE   PARK   CORNER. 

ContUMe  (in/oregroundf  regulating  Carriages  and  Pedestrians  going  North  and  West,  to  comrade  ditto  going  East  and  South),  "  'Old 

OK  THAT  LOT  O'  YOUKN,   BOB,   WHILE  I  0IT8  BID  O'  THIS  STUFF  ! " 

[Indieates  with  his  left  thumb  the  crush  of  Loungers  who  are  patiently  waiting  his  leave  and  help  to  get  across  to  "  The  Ladiaf  Mile.** 


THE  BATTLE  OP  THE  BUDGET. 

{Some  Way  after  Southey*s  **  Battle  oj 
Blenheim.") 

**OldKaspar''   .    .    Sir  W.  V.  H-BC-BT. 

I. 
It  was  a  sammer  ereningr, 

Old  Kaspab's  work  was  done ; 
And  he  before  his  oottage  door 

Was  resting  in  the  snn, 
And  by  him  sported  on  the  green 
fiuNe*8  little  daughter,  WiTLKRiins. 

n. 
She  saw  Bttll^s  yonngebt,  Johwwyjuw, 

Roll  something  large  and  round 
Which  he  beside  the  village  pump 

In  playing  there  had  found ; 
He  came  to  ask  what  he  had  found 
That  was  so  large,  and  smooth,  and  round. 

ni. 
Old  Kaspab  took  it  from  the  boy. 

And  winked  a  wary  eve ; 
And  then  the  old  man  shook  his  head, 

And  with  a  natural  sigh, 
**  This  is  some  Landbrd's  skull,"  said  he, 
"  Who  fell  in  our  Great  Victory ! 

IV. 

*'Thisjngof  ale,  my  WrrLKBDiB, 

Seems  rather  thin  and  flat! 
Eh !  '  Budget-Beer/  of  the  new  tap  P 

Watered^nd  weak  at  that  I 
Humph !    With  it,  then,  I  mustn't  quarrel, 
It  is  that  sizpence  on  the  barrel  I 


*'  There  is  some  comfort  in  this  skulL 

Hojpe  there  'U  be  mare  about  I 
Death  has  its  Duties,  may  have  more, 

As  rich  folk  will  fiiad  out ; 
For  many  wealthy  men,"  said  he, 
**  Were  '^hit,'  in  our  Great  Victory  1 " 

TI. 

**  Now  tell  us  what  'twas  all  about," 

Toung  JoHKKTKDr  he  cries ; 
And  little  Witlbbdte  looks  up 

With  wonder- waiting  eyes ; 
**  Now  tell  us  of  that  Budget  war. 
And  what  they  whopped  each  other  for." 

yn. 
**  It  was  the  Bads."  old  Kaspab  cried, 

''  That  put  the  Nobs  to  rout 
But  what  we  whopped  each  other  for 

Some  people  can*t  make  out. 
But  'twas  a  long,  hard  fight,"  quoth  he, 
*'  And  we  'd  a  well-earned  Victory  I 

vm. 
**  Eaton  Hall,  Chatsworth,  Blenheim,  then 

Raised  ouite  a  Bitter  Cry  * 
Dukes  said  their  dweUings  tney  'd  shut  up, 

(Thouffh  that  was  all  my  eye !) 
They'd  be  hard  put  to  it  (they  said) 
To  keep  a  roof  aoove  their  head* 

IX. 

**  With  protests  loud  the  country  round 

Was  ringing  far  and  wide ; 
Our  •  Predatory  Policy  ' 

(As  usual)  was  deoned. 


But  such  thin^  will  attend,"  said  he, 
**  A  Demooratio  Victory  I 


'*  They  said  it  was  a  ahoddng  sight 

After  the  fight  was  won 
To  see  rich  Landlords  quake  with  f  ear— 

And  to  their  lawyers  run  I 
But  things  like  that,  you  know,  must  be 
After  a  Hberal  Victory. 

zi« 
**  Great  terror  seized  on  Brother  BtTiro ; 

The  brewers  all  turned  green." 
"  That  was  a  very  cruel  thing! " 

Said  little  WiTLKBnrB. 
'*  Nay,  nay,  you  nau^ty  girl  I "  quoth  he ; 
"  It  was  a-People's  Victory ! 

xn. 
••  And  everybody  praised  the  Knight 

Who  such  a  fight  did  win  I " 
••  But  what  good  comes  of  it—to  m*  ?  " 

Quoth  little  JomnmiK. 
'*AhI  ifyau  lite,  you*U learn r'nadhd; 
'*  But  'twas  a  Glorious  Victory  I 

zrn. 
*'  I  don*t  quite  like  this  Budget-Beer, 

It  savours  of  the  pump. 
But—  there 's  a  meaning  in  that  skull 

Will  make  the  Landlords  iump, — 
Both  Peers  and  Bungs;  tuna  that  J*  quoth  he, 
"  Makes  it  a  fruitful  Victory  I " 


A  OBKAT  many  young  ladies  have  a  Hterary 
taste  just  now,  and  durmg  this  warn  weather 
are  rushing  into  print.        OOQ IC 
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LYRE   AND   LANCET. 

{A  Story  in  Scenes,) 
PABT  I.— SHADOWS  CAST  BEFORE. 
Scene  I.— Sib  Rupkkt  Culvebik's  Study  at  Wyrem  Court,    It 
is  a  rainy  Saturday  morning  in  February,    Sir  Rupert  is  at  his 
writing-table^  as  Lady  Cxtlterin  enters  with  a  deprecatory  air. 

Lady  Culcerin.  So  here  you  are,  Rupert  I  Not  very  busv,  are 
yoa  P  I  won't  keep  you  a  moment.  (She  goes  to  a  window,)  ouoh  a 
nuisanoe  it's  tundng  out  so  wet  with  all  these  people  in  the  house, 
isn't  it? 

Sir  Rupert  Well,  I  was  thinking  that,  as  there 's  nothing  doing 
out  of  doors,  I  might  get  a  chance  to  knock  off  some  of  these  con- 
founded accounts,  hxii—^resignedly) — ^if  you  think  I  ought  to  go  and 
look  after 

Lady  Culv.  No,  no,  the  men  are  playing  billiards,  and  the  women 
are  in  the  Morning  Bcom^they  're  all  right.  I  only  wanted  to  ask 
you  about  to-night.  You  kaow  the  Lullikotons  and  the  dear 
Bishop  and  Mrs.  Rodket,  and 
one  or  two  other  people,  are 
coming  to  dinner  ?  Well,  who 
ought  to  take  in  Rohesia  r 

Sir  Rup,  (in  dismay),  Ro- 
HE8IA I  No  idea  she  was  coming 
down  this  week  I 

Lady  Culv,  Tes,  by  the  4.45. 
With  aear  Maisie.  Surely  you 
knew  that?  * 

Sir  Rup,  In  a  sort  of  way ; 
didn't  realise  it  was  so  near, 
that's  all 

Ltuly  Cuh,  It's  some  time 
since  we  had  her  last.  And  she 
wanted  to  come.  I  didn't  think 
you  would  like  me  to  write  and 
put  her  off. 

Sir  Rup,  Put  her  offP  Of 
course  I  shouldn  't,  Albinia. 
If  my  only  sister  isn't  welcome 
at  Wyvem  at  any  time— I  say, 
at  any  time — ^where  the  deuce 
M  she  welcome  ? 

Lady  Culv,  1  don't  know, 
dear  Rupert.  But— but  about 
the  Uble  ? 

Sir  Rup,  So  long  as  you  don't 
put  her  near  me— that's  all  I 
care  about. 

Lady  Culv.  1  mean^ought  I 
to  sena  her  in  with  Lord  Lul- 
LiKOTOK,  or  the  Bishop? 

Sir  Rup,  Why  not  let  'em 
toss  up?  Loser  gets  her,  of 
course. 

Lady  Culv,  Rupert  !  As  if 
I  could  suggest  such  a  thing  to 
the  Bisho|>I  I  suppose  she'd 
better  go  in  with  Lord  Lul- 
LmoTON— ^he's  Lord  Lieutenant 
— and  then  it  won't  matter  if 
she  does  advocate  Disestablish- 
ment. Oh,  but  I  forgot;  she 
thinks  the  Mouse  of  Lords  ought  to  be  abolished  too  ! 

Sir  Rup,  Whoever  takes  Rohesia  in  is  likdy  to  have  a  time  of  it 
Talked  poor  Gaihire  into  his  tomb  a  good  ten  years  before  he  was 
due  there.  Always  lecturing,  and  domineering,  and  laying  down 
the  law,  as  long  as  /  can  remember  her.  Can't  stand  Rohesia — 
never  could  I 

Lady  Culv,  I  don't  think  you  ought  to  say  so,  really,  Rupert. 
And  I  'm  sure  /  get  on  very  well  with  her— generally. 

Sir  Rup,  Because  you  kaock  under  to  her. 

Lady  Oulv,  I'm  sure  I  don't,  Rupert— at  least,  no  more  than 
evervbody  else.  Dear  Rohesia  is  so  strong-minded  and  advanced  and 
all  that,  she  takes  such  an  interest  in  all  the  new  movements  and 
things,  that  she  can't  understand  contradiction ;  she  is  so  democratic 
in  her  ideas,  don't  you  know. 

Sir  Rup,  Didn't  prevent  her  marrying  Cantiri:.  And  a  demo- 
cratic Countess — ^it  's  downright  unnatural ! 

Lady  Culv,  She  believes  it's  her  duty  to  set  an  example  and  meet 
the  People  half  way.    That  reminds  me— did  I  tell  vou  Mr.  Clarion 
Blair  is  coming   down  this   evening,  too?— only  till   Monday, 
Rupert. 
^Sir  Rup,  Glariobt  Blair  !  never  heard  of  him. 

Lady  Culv.  I  suppose  I  forgot  Clarion  Blair  isn't  his  real 
name  though;  it'sonlya— anafias. 


Sir  Rup.  Don't  see  what  any  fellow  wants  with  an  alias.  Wh&tM 
his  real  name  ? 

Lady  Culv.  Well,  I  know  it  was  something  ending  in  "  ell,"  bnt 
I  mislaLd  his  letter.  Still,  Clarion  Blair  is  the  name  he  writes 
under ;  he 's  a  poet^  Rupert,  and  quite  celebrated,  so  I  'm  told. 

Sir  Rup.  (uneasily).  A  poet !  What  on  earth  iwssessed  you  to  ask 
a  literarv  fellow  down  here  f  Poetry  isn't  much  in  our  way ;  and  a 
poet  will  he,  confoundedly  I 

Lady  Culv.  1  really  couldn't  hdp  it,  Rupert.  Rohesia  insisted 
on  mjr  having  him  to  meet  her.  Sne  ukes  meeting  clever  and  in- 
teresting people.  And  this  Mr.  Blair,  it  seems,  has  just  written  a 
volume  of  verses  which  are  finer  than  anything  that 's  been  done 
since— well,  for  ages! 
Sir  Rup.  What  sort  of  verses  ? 

Lady  Culv.  Well,  they 're  charmingly  bound.    I've  got  the  book 
in  the  nouse,  somewhere.    Rohesia  told  me  to  send  for  it ;  but  I 
haven't  had  time  to  read  it  yet. 
Sir  Rup,  Shouldn't  be  surprised  if  Rohesia  hadn't,  either. 
Lady  Culv,  At  all  events,  she 's  heard  it  talked  about.    The  young 

man's  verses  have  made  quite*a 
sensation ;  they  're  so  dreadfally 
clever,  and  revolutionary,  and 
morbid  and  pessimistic,  and  all 
that,  so  she  made  me  promise  to 
ask  nim  down  here  to  meet  her ! 
Sir  Rup.  Devilish  thoughtful 
of  her. 

Lady  Culv.  Wasn't  it  P  She 
thought  it  might  be  a  valuable 
experience  for  nim;  he'sspnmff, 
I  believe,  from  qmte  the  middOLe 
class. 

Sir  Rup.  Don't  see  myself 
why  should  he  be  sprung  on  tu. 
Why  can't  Rohesia  ask  him  to 
her  own  place? 

Lady  Culv.  1  daresay  die 
will,  if  he  turns  out  to  be  quite 
presentable.  And,  of  oourse,  he 
may,  Rupert,  for  anything  we 
can  tell. 

Sir  Rup.  Then  vou've  never 
seen  him  yourself!  How  did 
you  manage  to  ask  him  here, 
then? 

Lady  Culv.  Oh,  I  wrote  to 
him  Uirough  his  publishers. 
Rohesia  says  that 's  the  usual 
way  with  hterary  persons  one 
doesn't  happen  to  nave  met. 
And  he  wrote  to  say  he  would 
come. 

Sir  Rup.  So  we  're  to  have  a 
morbid  revolutionary  poet  stay- 
ing in  the  house,  are  we  ? 
He  'U  come  down  to  dinner  in  a 
flannel  shirt  and  no  tie — or  else 
red  one— if   he  don't  bring 


down  a  beastly  bomb  and  try 

to  blow  us  all  up  I    Tou  'U  find 

'  you  've  made  a  mistake,  Al- 

"  What  on  earth  possessed  you  to  ask  a  literary  fellow  down  here  ? '»  »™^  ^^^  ^^^Dear"  RuPERT 

aren't  you  just  a  little  bit  narrow  f  You  forget  that  nowi^ys  the 
very  best  houses  are  proud  to  entertain  Genius— no  matter  irAai  their 
opinions  and  appearance  may  be.  And  besides,  we  don't  know  wha^ 
cnanges  may  be  coming.  Surely  it  is  wise  and  prudent  to  conciliate 
the  clever  young  men  who  might  inflame  the  masses  against  ua. 
Rohesia  thinks  so ;  she  says  it  may  he  our  only  chance  of  stemming 
the  rising  tide  of  Revolution,  Rupert  ! 

Sir  Rup,  Oh,  if  Rohesia  thinks  a  revolution  can  be  stemmed  by 
asking  a  few  poets  down  from  Saturday  to  Monday,  she  might  do 
her  share  of  the  stemming  at  all  events. 

Lady  Culv,  But  you  will  be  nice  to  him,  Rupert,  won't  you  P 

Sir  Rup,  I  don't  know  that  I  'm  in  the  habit  of  beinff  uncivil  to 
any  guest  of  yours  in  this  house,  my  dear,  but  I  'U  be  hanged  if  I 
grovel  to  him,  you  know ;  the  tide  ain't  as  high  as  all  that.  But  it  'a 
an  infernal  nuisance,  'pon  my  word  it  is ;  you  must  look  after  him 
yourself,  /  can't.  I  don't  know  what  to  talk  to  geniuses  about ;  I  've 
f  oigotten  all  the  noetry  I  ever  learnt.  And  if  he  comes  out  with  any 
of  his  Red  Republican  theories  in  my  hearing,  why 

Lady  Culv,  Oh,  but  he  won^t,  dear.  I'm  certain  he'll  be  quite 
mild  and  inoffensive.  Look  at  Shakspeare — the  bust,  I  mean — and 
he  began  as  a  poacher  I  «  «  « 

Sir  Rup,  Ah,  and  this  chap  would  put  down  the  Game  Laws  if  he 
could,  I  afureny ;  do  away  with  everything  that  makes  the  oonntry 
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worth  Hying  in.  Why,  if  he  had  his  way, 
Albiv lA,  there  wonldn  t  he 

Lady  Culv,  I  know,  dear,  I  know.  And 
you  must  make  him  see  all  that  from  your 
point.  Look,  the  weather  really  seems  to  he 
clearing  a  little.  We  might  all  of  us  get  out 
for  a  drive  or  something  after  lunch.  I 
would  ride,  if  DeerfooV%  all  right  again; 
he's  the  only  horse  I  ever  feel  really  safe 
upon,  now. 

Sir  Jtup,  Sorry,  my  dear,  hut  you  'U  have 
to  drive  then.  Adams  tells  me  the  horse  is 
as  lame  as  ever  this  morning,  and  he  don*t 
know  what  to  make  of  it.  He  suggested 
having  Hobsfall  over,  hut  I  've  no  Jaith  in 
the  local  vets  myself,  so  I  wired  to  town  for 
old  Spavin.  He 's  seen  Deer  foot  hefore,  and 
we  could  put  him  up  for  a  night  or  two.  (To 
Tbedwell,  the  butler^  who  enters  with  a 
telegram.)  Eh,  for  me  P  just  wait,  will  you. 
in  case  there 's  an  answer.  {As  he  opens  it,S 
Ah,  this  is  from  Spavin — ^h*m,  nuisance ! 
'*  Regret  unahle  to  kave  at  present,  hron- 
chitis,  junior  partner  could  attend  immedi- 
ately if  required. — Spavdt."  Never  knew 
he  had  a  partner. 

Tredw,  I  did  hear.  Sir  Rupebt,  as  Mr. 
Spavin  was  looking  out  for  one  quite  recent, 
hein^  hasthmatical,  m*lady,  and  so  I  suppose 
this  18  him  as  the  telegram  alludes  to. 

Sir  Rup,  Very  likely.  Well,  he 's  sure  to 
he  a  competent  man.  We  'd  hetter  have  him, 
eh,  Albinia  ? 

Lady  Culc,  Oh,  yes.  and  he  must  stay  till 
DeerfooV%  hetter.  Ill  speak  to  Pomfbst 
ahout  having  a  room  reeuiy  in  the  East 
Wing  for  hun.  Tell  him  to  come  hy  the 
4.45^  Rupebt.  We  shall  he  sending  the 
onmihus  in  to  meet  that. 

Sir  Jtup,  All  right,  I ' ve  told  him.  ( Giving 
the  form  to  Tbedwell.)  See  that  that's 
sent  off  at  once,  please.  {After  Tbedwell 
has  left,)  By  the  way,  Albinia,  Rohesia 
may  kick  up  a  row  if  she  has  to  come  up  in 
the  omnihus  with  a  vet,  eh  P 

Lady  Culv,  Goodness,  so  she  might!  hut 
he  needn't  go  innide.  Still,  if  it  goes  on 
raining— I  '11  tell  Thomas  to  order  a  fly  for 
him  at  the  station,  and  then  there  cant  he 
any  hother  ahout  it. 


SONGS  OF  THE  STREETS. 

No.     I.— BOUQTTET     DK     BABYLON;    OB,     ThB 

CmzRN's  Evening  Walk. 

Pheugh  !    Doctors  may  talk,  hut— I  've  been 

for  a  walkf  which  they  swear  will  keep 

down  adiposity. 
And  preserve  your  liver  from  chill  and  shiver, 

or  growing  a  shrivelled  callosity. 
So  I  put  on  my  hat>~for  I  am  getting  fat !— 

and  I  've  been  for  a  walk— in  the  City. 
The  result  of  that  walk  P    Well  my  mouth  is 

like  chalk  and  my  eyes  feel  all  smarting 

and  gritty ; 
I  've  got  a  sore  throat  from  the  matter  afloat 

in  the  air.    It  may  sound  like  a  f  ahle. 
But  I'm  game  for  l>etting  that   London  is 

getting  one  large  andmalodorousstoft^^' 

Dear  days  of  McAdam  !  If  onlt/  we  had  'em, 
with  all  disadvantages,  back  again  ! 

Oh!  to  hear  the  rattle  of  well-shod  cattle 
upon  the  old  granite-laid  track  again. 

But  this  wooden  pavement,  e'en  after  lave- 
ment is  simple  enslavement  to  nastiness. 

For  when  it  is  dry  'tis  foul  dust  in  your  eye, 
and  when  moist  mere  malodorous  pasti- 
ness. 

Oh,  slip-sloppy  Cabby,  this  Bouquet  de  Baby- 
ion  sniffs  of  ammonia  horridly. 

And  stable-dust  flying  is  terribly  trying  when 
Phoebus  is  pouring  down  torridly  ! 

My  palate  quite  hot  is,  my  larynx  and  glottis 
feel  like  an  Augean  Sahara, 


BLASE. 

KiUy  {reading  a/aHry  tale).  "  *  Once  upon  a  tiiie  thsbe  war  a 
Mabel  {interrupting).  "  I  bet  rr  's  a  Pbincess  I    Go  on  I " 


I  'm  frantic  with  drouth,  and  the  taste  in  my 
mouth  is  a  mixed  Malebolge  and  Marah. 

The  water-carts  come;  but  they're  only  a 
hum,  for  the  sun  and  the  wind  dry  it  up 
a^ain. 

And  then  on  manure  in  a  powder  impure  the 
I>edettrian's  fated  to  sup  again. 

It's  worse  than  a  circus.  If  men  from  the 
*•  Vorkus"  were  turned  on  to  keep  it  well 
swept  up,  • 

There  might  be  improvement.  But  there's 
no  such  movement;  the  dire  thorax- 
torture  is  kept  up. 

Manure-desiccation  sets  up   irritation   and 

then  inflammation  will  follow. 
Your  tonsils  pet  red,  you  've  a  pain  in  vour 

head,  ana  you  And  it  a  labour  to  swallow. 
And  as  to  your  nose  I— well,  I  do  not  suppose 

for  that  orffan  reformers  feel  pity. 
Or  I  really  can  t  think  every  species  of  stink 

would  find  such  ready  home  in  the  City. 
There's  nothing  more  foul  than  your  gnm 

Asphalte-ghoul,— save  that  dread  Tophet 

Valley  of  Buntan's  !— 
And  then  manhole  whiffs  I    Or  nose-torturing 

sniffs  from  the  shops  that  sell  **  Sausage- 

and-onions  " ! ! 

What  everyone  knows  is  the  human  proboscis 

this  Bouquet  de  Babylon  bothers. 
Surely  pavements  of  wood  cannot  be  very 
good  when  they  lead  to  such  stenches 
and  smothers. 
Ah,  Sir.  and  dear  Madam,   I'm   sure  old 
McAdah— though   scientist  prigs  may 
prove  sceptic- 
Would  be  welcomed    back    by  the  sore- 
throated  pack.    Mother  Earth  is  the  triie 
Antiseptic  I ! 
And  so  ends  my  talk  on  alate  evening  walk,  and 
the  woes  of  this  dashed  wooden  pavement, 


Which  worries  my  nose,  sets  my^  thorax  in 
throes,  my  nostrils  stuffs  up,  till  I  'm  like 
a  pug  pup,  all  snorts,  sniffs,  and  snuffles : 
my  temper  it  ruffles ;  gives  me  a  chokea 
lung,  and  a  coppery  tongue,  a  stomach  at 
war,  and  a  naau  catarrh ;  a  cough  and  a 
sneeze,  and  a  gurgle  and  wheeze;  a  thirst 

Suite  immense,  and  a  general  sense  that 
bie  bore  is  intense ;  and  a  perfect  con- 
viction, beyond  contradiction,  that  till 
the  new  brood  paved  our  city  with  wood, 
and  its  air  made  impure  wiu  dust-pow- 
dered manure,  I  never  was  sure  that  at 
last  I  had  hit  on  one  poor  true-bom  Briton 
who  was  for  a  sore-tiuoated  slave  meant ! 


CABBY'S  ANSWERS. 
{To  Mr,  James  PayrCs  ConundrHm,) 
["  Why  does  a  cabman  always  indiraantly  re- 
fuse hia  proper  fare  P  "—James  Patn.J 

Oh  well,  becos  fare  is  not  fair ! 

Beoos  sech  lots  o'  fares  is  shabby  I 
Becos  yer  Briton  is  a  bear, 

Or  else  a  blessed  ignerent  babby ! 
Becos  bare  fare  comes  bloomin'  'ard. 

And  wot  is  'ard  cannot  be  "  proper  "  I 
Beoos  we  're  worrited  by  the  **  Yard," 

The  British  Female  and  the  **  Copper  "  ! 
Beoos  if  yer  takes  wot  is  guv, 

Yer  fare  thinks  'e's  too  freely  "parted" ! 
The  more  you  shows  yer  "  brotherly  love  " 

The  more  the  fare  gets  'arder  'earted. 
Becos  if  one  bob  for  two  mile 

You  takes,  wivotit  a  botheration, 
Fare  sniffs  a  diddle  in  yer  smile ; 

(That 's  wy  we  puts  on  l^nmgnation  I ) 
Beoos  **  strike-measure  "  do  not  pay. 

In  sububs  lone,  with  fare 's  wot 's  shabby. 
Becos— well  fin'Uy.    /  should  say, 

Beoos  Fare  *b  Fare,  and  Cabby ^s  Cabby ! 
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OUR   DECADENTS. 

Fl^fbuH  (t\e/amou8  ymmg  Ari-OrUic).  <'Ullo  I    What  *b  thir  Pxnoil  Skstch  I  'vb  jtst  found  on  this  Easxl  f " 

Our  Artist,  "Oh,  it's  bt  Flumpkin— the  Imfbisbionist  Fbllow  all  tott  Young  Chaps  ark  so  xnthusiastio  about,  tou 

KNOW.      ClBVXB,   ain't  IT?" 

FlipbuU.  ** Clever!  Why,  it's  diyinx!  Such  yBXSHNXss,  such  naiyktI:!  Such  a  splkndid  soobn  or  kbbx  coNTXirnoiiiL 
Technique  I    Such  a " 

Our  ArHsL  **  Ullo,  Old  Han  I  A  thousand  pabdonb  1  That  'b  the  wrong  thing  tou  'ye  got  hold  of  1  That  's  just  ▲ 
Scribble  by  this  little  Scamp  of  a  Grandson  of  hine.  His  first  attempt  1  Not  yery  promising,  I  fear  ;  but  hi  's  oklt 
Four  I" 


"VIVE  LA  KfePUBLIQUE  !'' 

ENGLAND   TO   FRANCE.  —  Juwb,  1894, 

Aye  I    Long  liYe  the  Republic  I    'Tis  the  ory 
Wningr  from  as  eYen  while  the  shadow  of  death 
Sadden  projected^  makes  as  oatoh  oar  breath 

In  a  sharp  agonY  ot  sYmpathY. 

Her  senrants  fall,  bat  she — she  doth  not  die ; 
She  strideth  forward,  firm  of  foot  as  Fate, 
In  calm  inYindbilit^  elate ; 

The  tear  that  brimmeth,  blindeth  not  her  eye. 
So  fixed  aloft  it  lowereth  not  to  greet 
The  writhing  reptile  braised  by  her  anf altering  feet  I 

Vive  la  RSpuhlique  !    How  can  we  who  loYe 
Fair  France's  charm,  and  sorrow  at  her  sorrow, 
Better  bear  witness,  on  the  bitter  morrow 

Of  her  black  grief,  than  lifting  high  aboYe 

Eych  the  mourning  that  all  hearts  must  moYC, 
That  cry,  blent  of  goodwiQ  and  gratulation  r 
Vite  la  RSpuhlique  /    In  the  whole  stricken  nation 

Doth  not  the  dumbness  of  Pretenders  proYC 
The  land's  possession  by  that  cleansing  fire. 
Which  purges  patriot  Ioyc  from  cYery  low  desire  P 

Sister  in  sorrow  now,  as  once  in  arms, 
Of  old  **  fair  enemy  '^  on  many  a  fidd, 
In  valiant  days  but  blind,  we  will  not  yield 

To  any  in  that  sympathy  which  warms 

All  generous  hearts,  or  loye  of  those  gay  charms 
Nature  and  Genius  gave  you  as  your  own 
To  wear,  inimitable  and  alone ; 

And  now  the  asp-hearted  Anarch* s  mad  alarms 
Make  monstrous  tumult  in  the  midst  of  peace 
Wo  cry  '*  let  brothers  band  till  Gain-like  slayers  cease ! " 


The  slaughtered  son  you  bear  from  forth  the  fray,— 
Like  some  winged  Victory,  or  a  Goddess  high. 
With  steps  unshaken,  gluice  that  seeks  the  sky, 

Such  as  Tour  gbrious  sculptors  shape  from  day,— 

Was  noble,  bniYe.  and  blameless ;  him  to  slay 
Was  the  blood-blinded  phreozy  of  black  hate. 
Through  him  the  Anarch  struck  at  your  high  state, 

Fair  choice  of  France,  but  baffled  crawls  away. 
Prone  at  your  feet  your  faithful  servant  fell. 
But  you  stride  calmly  on,  unscathed,  iuYulnerable. 

So  may  it  be  till  Anarchy's  stealthy  blade 
Falls  pointless,  shattered,  from  its  palsied  grasp. 
And  helpless,  harmless  as  a  f  angless  asp 

It  slinks  from  freedom's  pathway,  foiled,  afraid, 

Whilst  the  Republic,  strong  and  undismayed. 
With  robe  unsmirched,  its  hem  no  longer  ffory. 
Strides  proudly  on  the  true  high  path  of  ff lory. 

Take.  France,  a  sister's  wreath,  before  you  laid, 
In  honour  of  you,  and  of  your  hero  brave. 
LoYe*s  garland  shall  not  fade  on  gallant  Carnot*8  graTs! 


A  PUZZLER. 
Sib, — I  enclose  a  cutting  from  the  Manchester  Guardian^  June  25. 
"  Yesterday  the  Darwen  police  arreeted  Thomas  Bbckbtt,  a  wetTer. 
During  a  diffturbance  in  a  local  public-house  on  Saturday  ni^ht  Bbckbtt 
was  kicked  under  the  chin,  and  died  immediately.*' 
Query  when  was  Thomas  Beckett  arrested  ?    What  became  of  the 
man  who,  in  the  **  disturbance,"  kicked  Beckett  under  the  cbinr 
Yours,  8nipp». 

"  The  New  Boy."— Doing  wonderfully  welL    "  Going  stioog."- 
White  Lodge^  Richmond, 
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GAIETY   "SANS-QENE." 

Madame  Sana^Oene,  represented  by  Madame  EiiAHX,  at  the 
Ckdety  Theatre,  has  made  a  decided  hit  The  plot  of  the  piece  by 
Messieurs  Sabbou  and  Mobeat7  is  poor,  but  it  shows  what  an  ex- 
perienced dramatist  can  do  with  meagre  materials  and  one  strikingly 
^ood  notion.  It  seems  as  if  the  plan  of  the  play  was  started  from  the 
idea  of  an  inteniew  between  the  great  Napolvok,  when  Emperor, 
with  a  washerwoman  whose  bill  for  washing  and  mending  he,  when 
only  a  poor  lieutenant,  had  been  unable  to  discharge.  This  scene  is 
the  scene  par  excellence  of  the  piece.  It  is  here  that  both  Madame 
R^AKE  and  M.  Duquesnb  are  at  their  Tery  best  Besides  this, 
and  the  scene  between  Napoleon,  La  Reine  Caroline^  and  Madame 
de  BuloWf  when  there  is  a  regular  family  row  admirably  acted  by 

M.  DuQUESNE,  witli  the 
tongs,  and  Miles.  Yebhzuil 
and  SuoER  with  their  j^lib 
tonguesj  there  is  very  httle 
in  the  piece. 

M.  CAin>i,  as  the  ser- 
geant who  rises  to  Mare- 
cKal,  is  yery  good,  as  is 
also  M.  Lerand,  as  FotichS, 
Madame  RiJAVx  is  a 
thorough  comedienne,  but 
it  is  most  unlikely  (good  as 
are  historically  the  stories 
told  about  this  same  washer- 
woman eleyated  to  the  rank 
of  Duchess)  that  she,  in  an 
interyal  of  nineteen  years 
—!.«.,  between  1792  and 
1811~should  nothaye  been 
able  to  wear  her  costume 
with,  at  all  eyents,  some 
grace  and  dignity,  and  it 
IS  most  improbaole  that 
the  deyer  blanchisaeuie  of 
1792  should,  in  1811,  haye 
found  any  difficulty  in 
managing  her  Court  cos- 
tume without  rendering 
herself  outrageously 
ridiculous.  All  this  hitch- 
ing up  of  the  dress  and 
kicking  out  of  the  1^ 
••goes"  immensely  with 
the  audience ;  and  this 
must  be  the  comidienne^s 
excuse  for  overdoinjp:  the 
farcical  business  <n  her 
chief  scenes,  saye  the  best 
of  all,  which,  as  I  haye 
already  surmised,  was  the 
motive  of  the  piece,  name- 
ly, the  scene  with  the 
Emperor  in  the  Third  Act 
Here  she  is  perfect,  only 
just  assuming  so  much  of 
her  old  manner  as  would 
naturally  come  to  her  when  chatting  with  "  the  little  Corporal "  over 
old  times. 

As  to  M.  DuQUEsmB  as  Napoleon  premier, --yf^,  middle-aged  play- 
goers will  call  to  mind  Mr.  Benjamin  Webster  as  a  farmore  pmeot 
portrait  of  the  great  Emperor  than  is  M.  Duqussite,  but  the  latter 
has  the  advantage  in  manner,  and  realises  the  Emperor's  traditional 
eccentric  habits  in  a  way  wMon  at  once  appeals  to  all  conversant  with 
the  story  of  the  eccentricities  of  the  Otiebi  Emperor  when  he  chanced 
to  be  in  a  very  good  humour.  Perhaps  nowadays  there  are  very  few 
who  read  Lever's  works,  but  a  dip  into  Charles  O'Malley,  with 
Phiz's  spirited  illustrations,  will  give  exactly  the  phase  of  Napo- 
leon's character  that  Messrs.  Sabdou  and  Mobeau  have  depicted 
in  this  piece. 

The  play  is  well  mounted,  and  the  acting  of  all,  from  the  leading 
parts  to  the  very  least,  is  about  as  good  as  it  con  be.  The  incidents 
of  the  drama  are  not  particularly  novel,  but  they  are  safe,  and  to 
every  Act  there  is  a  good  dramatic  finish.  Madame  H^ane  may 
congratulate  herself  and  ••  Co. "  on  a  decided  success  in  London. 


Madame  Sani-G^ne  ''  going  Kap.^ 


ROBERT  ON  THE  WONDERFUL  BRIDGE  AGAIN. 

I  BEELT  begins  for  to  think  as  how  as  a  truly  onest  Waiter,  asknos 
his  place,  and  his  warious  dooties,  and  is  allers  sivil  and  hobUgin, 

r*  ts  more  respected  and  more  thort  on  the  holder  he  groe.  Here  have 
bin  atendin^  at  the  werrv  best  houses  both  at  the  West  Hend,  and 
also  at  the  pnde  of  all  Hed  Waiters,  the  onered  Manahun  Ouse,  for 
nearly  twenty  long  ears,  and  I  can  trewlv  say  as  I  allers  gets  a  sivil 
word  from  everyboddv.  And  when  sumboday  was  speshally  wanted 
the  other  dayto  sho  that  most  himportent  Body,  the  London  Press, 
all  over  the  Wunderfool  Tower  Bridge,  so  that  they  coud  give  a  trew 
and  correct  acount  of  all  its  wunders  for  the  newspaper  people  to  read 
and  wunder  at,  who  did  the  clever  Chairman  select  to  nelp  in  that 
most  himportent  hoffice  but  me,  tho  I  am  only  Bobrbt  the  Citty 
Waiter  I  And  when  the  thowsends  and  tens  of  thowsends  of  peeple 
red  the  gloing  acounts  as  filled  the  Press  a  day  or  too  orterwords,  they 
little  thort  perhaps  of  the  many  risks  as  the  pore  Waiter  ran  to  save 
hisself  and  the  reporters  from  the  f allin  Orannit,  and  the  blocks  of 
mettel,  as  every  now  and  then  fell  about  us ! 

One  of  the  worry  biggest  and  blackest  T>f  the  hole  lot  fell  within 
about  six  foot  of  where  I  stood,  so  jest  another  six  foot  mite  have 
put  a  hend  to  a  Waiter  who,  I  fondly  hopes,  has  done  his  duty  like  a 
man  and  a  Brother,  tho  many  peeple  did  sumtimee  larf  at  him. 

Strange  to  say,  only  jest  2  days  before  my  honered  wisit  to  the 
wunderfool  Bridge,  I  was  arsked  to  take  a  jumey  to  Boolong,  which  I 
bleeves  is  in  France,  and  back  again  in  the  same  day  I  but  I  aint  a 
werry  good  Sailer  so  I  thort  I  had  better  decline  it.  So  Bbowk  went 
in  my  place,  and  worry  much  he  says  he  injoyed  it,  tho  he  didn't  git 
home  till  eleven  o  Clock  at  night  I 

I  don't  think  as  he's  a  werry  good  sailer,  so,  if  he  did  enjoy  it, 
llie  sea  must  have  bin  werry  uncommon  smooth,  and  both  ways, 
too  I  He  says  it  ways  a  butiful  new  wessell,  and  cfdled  the  Marger- 
reet,  which,  strange  to  say,  was  his  Grandmother's  name,  which  may 
acount  for  its  treeting  him  so  smoothly. 

Most  of  the  Gents  (rf  the  London  Press  on  their  wisit  to  the  Big 
Bridge  seemed  to  think  most  of  the  opening  and  shuttin  of  the 
enormers  shutters  as  they  opened  and  shut  all  of  their  own  acord 
to  let  the  big  ships  go  thro,  and  werry  wunderfool  they  suttenly 
was,  but  to  my  poor  mind,  ewery  body  as  reelly  wants  to  see  the 
most  butiful  part  of  the  hole  show  shoud  have  hisself  took  up  in  the 
lift  to  the  walk  along  the  top,  which  is  only  about  240  feet  high,  and 
then  he  can  have  such  a  ^rand  view  of  our  butiful  river  Tems  as 
werry  few  has  ewer  had  smoe  it  was  fust  made.  One  of  the  Press 
Gents,  seeing^  me  staring  at  it  with  wunder  and  admiration,  came  up 
■'     '^  pu've  most  suttenly  picked 

enormus 
pintingyou 
the  Kristel  Pallis,  uid  it  don't  look  more  than  a  mile  or  two 
away ! "  No  more  it  did  I  And  as  for  the  crowds  of  ships  as  we 
coud  see  with  our  naked  ejes,  I  schod  have  thort  they  was  more  than 
ewer  entered  the  River  in  a  month  or  two,  and  all  round  was  the 
butiful  hills  and  grand  houses,  and  everythink  looking  chock  full  of 
bussel  and  prosperity,  and  all  quite  reddy  to  make  use  of  the  butiful 
Bridge  as  soon  as  ever  it  was  opened !  as  it  was  by  llie  nobel  Prince 
of  Wales  on  the  following  Satt^rday.  Bobebt. 


to  me  and  sm,  **  Why^  Mr.  Bobebt,  you've  most  suttenly 
out  the  most  bvely  view  of  the  lot.  1  don't  know  what  ei 
distance  we  can  see,  but  if  you  looks  just  where  I  'm  a  pinti 
will  see  the  Kristel  Pallis,  and  it  don't  look  more  than  a  mile 


WHITHER  AWAY? 


Mb8.  R.  was  driving  lately  in  a  frioid's  barouche,  which  seemed 
to  swing  about  a  f^reeX  deal,  and  made  her  feel  rather  uncomtotable. 
She  was  not  surprised  at  this,  however,  when  she  heard  the  carriage 
was  on  **  Sea  "  springs ! 


Mxm  it  be  Margate? 

Shall  it  be  Dover? 
How  hit  the  target. 

Spend  summer  in  clover  ? 
W^  not  to  Filey 

FUt.  or  to  Yarmouth  ? 
Will  the  Welsh  rile  me 

If  I  try  Barmouth  ? 
South  Coast's  entrancing. 

East  builds  and  braces ; 
Blue  waves  are  dancing 

At  hundreds  of  places  I 
Soon  must  I  settle. 

Unless  I  'm  a  craven, 
And  grasping  the  nettle 

Decide  on  a  haven. 
Fine  hills  at  Malvern ; 

Harrogate  haunts  me ; 
Lynmouui  is  all  fern  ; 

What  is  it  daunts  me  ? 


WeU,  to  speak  trulv^ 

There 's  no  place  like  London, 
In  March  or  in  Julv, 

When  well,  or  when  run  down  I 
Train  in  a  twinkling 

Brightonward  bears  me ; 
If  I  want  sprinkling  [me. 

In  the  face  a  "chute"  stares 
Summer 's  delightful 

In  Town— nerves  feel  regal ; 
Cabbies  not  spiteful 

Offered  what 's  legal  I 
Yes.  I'U  take  holiday 

When  it  grows  chuly ; 
Why  at  thie  jolly  day 

FleePiccadillvP 
Is  the  end  vapid? 

Can*t  help    it!— Next 
By**P.  L.  M.  J2<ipiV/tf" 

1  reach  Nice  in  no  time  I 


[time 
snow- 


BewABE ! — As  wood  pavement  is  said  to  be  injurious  to  throats, 
specially  in  summer  time,  it  would  be  advisable  not  to  reside  in  the 
NorUiem  district,  as  the  roads  there  must  be-all  St  John^l,  Wood 
pavement. 
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THE  DIUBNAL  FEMmiNE. 

Lsr  others  read  the  '*  latest  news  " 

Our  daily  papers  offer, 
Take  pleasure  in  the  smart  reviews 

And  ohaokle  with  the  sooff er, 
Enjoy  the  leaders,  or  appraise 

The  newest  **  Labour  Crisis," 
Or  smile  to  learn  that  Brighton  A's 

Maintain  their  reoent  pnoes. 

1  only  find  such  trifles  vex, 

I  do  not  seek  instmction 
Upon  the  blemishes  whioh  X. 

Peroeives  in  T.'s  jproduotbn. 
And  stocks  may  fall  like  anything, 

They  'U  not  affect  my  fate,  or 
Comi>el  lees  cheerfully  to- sing 

Tms  vacuua  riaior. 

The  reason  why  I  daily  make 

My  sacrifice  of  penmes, 
Is  merely  for  a  column*s  sake 

Which  scarce,  perhaps,  for  men  is. 
And  yet  it  elevates,  renn€«, 

It  stirs  the  noblest  passions, 
That  article  whose  moving  lines 

Are  headed  ''  Latest  FaahiouF." 

What  joy  to  ascertain  in  print 

The  latest  mode  in  dresses. 
To  learn  the  new  artistic  tint 

Adopted  by  Princesses, 
To  roam  the  galleries  with  her 

Whose  eulogies  and  strictures 
To  hats  and  dress  alone  refer, 

And  never  deal  with  pictures  I 

Let  troubles  still  oppress  the  State 

With  all  their  usual  rigour, 
lietpoliticians  still  debate 

With  undiminished  vigour, 
Of  such  the  common  person  reads, 

But  give  to  me  the  papers 
That  chronicle  at  length  the  deeds 

Of  miUiners  and  drapers  I 


STATE  AID  FOR  MATRIMONY. 

{By  a  UnivenUy  ExUnsioAxd, ) 

Deab  Mb.  Pukch,— What  a  charming  little 
theatre  that  is  at  Burlington  House  I  I  missed 
you  at  the  matiniet  there  a  few  days  ago.  Of 
course  you  know  the  Travelling  Provincial 
Company  of  the  Universities'  Guild  for  the 
Extension  of  High-Ckss  Comed/P  Well, 
they  visited  the  Metropolis  for  their  coming- 
of-sfipe,  and  gave  the  new  extravairanza  of 
Hodge^  B,8c.,  or  The  Vision  of  Peers  and 
the  PUncman.  This  had  nolhiug  to  do  with 
Jupiter.  LL.D,^  though  no  fewer  than  three 
noole  Cnancellors  took  a  leading  part  at  the 
different  performance}*.  After  all  it  was 
nothiug  but  a  dished-up  version  of  the  old 
plav  of  Gentleman  Oeordie^  or  The  Cultured 
Collier :  only  the  pitman  business  is  a  little 
played  out,  and  tne  victim  of  Agricultural 
Enlightment  is  just  now  the  vogue,  thanks  to 
the  County  Councils. 

But  what  interest,  vou  will  say,  can  this 
wearv  work  have  for  the  young  person"  (is 
not  that  the  phrase?).  Why  should  Etbel 
and  I  and  the  other  country  cousins,  who  are 
up  to  have  a  good  time,  waste  our  precious 
moments  on  University  Extension,  when  they 
might  have  been  given  to  the  galleries,  or, 
better  still,  to  the  shops  P  Dear  Mr.  Punch, 
you  will  not  betrav  my  confidence  and  print 
my  real  name,  frtV/  you,  if  I  tell  you  the 
reason  P  I  do  so  in  the  hope  that  you  will 
use  your  great  and  gpod  influence  to  support 
our  daim  for  State  aid  in  a  matter  de^ly  in- 
teresting us  girls  in  the  provinces. 

I  have  always  thought  that  the  most 
important  object  of  University  Extension 
has  been  overlooked.  It  certainly  was  the 
other  day.  I  mean  this.  In  the  present 
unparalleled  depression  of  the  matrimonial 


MR.   PUNCH'S    ILLUSTRATED   LAW   REPORTS. 

No.  1.— "Alleged  Contempt  op  Court  by  an  Infant." 


market,  what  we  want  is  a  constant  supply 
of  nice,  eligible  young  men  from  the  Univer- 
sity **  Drought  home  to  our  very  doors,"  as 
they  say  about  culture  and  the  people.  We 
cannot  all  live  in  garrison  towns,  and  what 
are  two  or  three  curates  among  so  manyP 
Already,  as  I  have  seen  in  one  ot  the  maga- 
zines for  young  ladies,  the  cleric  doth  is 
beibg  fiupj^anted  in  romantic. fiction  by  the 
lay  lecturer*8  velveteen.  But  we  must  have 
State  said,  and,  if  necesary,  create  a  fresh 
Government  Department,  for  the  increase 
and  support  of  this  class  of  men.  The  pro- 
fession would  be  very  popular;  those  who 
joined  it  would  keep  marrying  and  moving 
on  (I  hope  I  express  myself  intelligently), 
and  there  would  soon  be  enough  to  go  round. 

Ethel's  papa,  who  is  not  very  rich,  and  has 
a  large  family,  told  her  that  people  in  Eome 
who  married,  and  had  three  childreD,  got  a 
sort  of  degree  for  it,  and  were  let  off  taxes. 
It  seems  to  me  that  the  scheme  for  State  aid 
which  I  suggest  is  a  much  more  modest  one. 

A  man  that  played  the  title-role  in  Hodge, 
B.Sc,  gave  vent  to  what  I  couMdered  a  very 
stupid  sentiment.  **  Give  us,"  he  said, 
**  some  really  useful  and  sensible  instruction, 
not  silly  lectures  about  Love  and  Marriage, 
just  to  make  people  laugh  I "  This  only 
shows  how  dreadfully  void  of  finer  feeling  is 
your  man  of  Agricultural  Enlightenment. 
Why,  we  once  had  a  delightfuf  wmrse  on 
almost  the  very  subjects  at  which  he  was 
ignorantly  pleased  to  scoff  I  It  was  given  by 
an  interestiDg-looking  young  graduate  from 
St.  Valentine's,  and  was  called  **  Byron  and 
Shelley,  with  dissolving  views."  I  remem- 
het  well  the  questions  set  by  him  for  one  of 
the  weekly  papers.  Shall  I  repeat  them? 
He  had  just  been  lecturing  on  Don  Juan, 

1.  Give  in  aldbabetical  order  the  chief  at- 
tractions of  the  Hero  of  our  poem. 

2.  Cite  parallels  to  Don  Juan  among  the 
gentleman  friends  of  your  acquaintance  other 
than  Extension  Lecturert, 

3.  Contrast  the  character  (if  any)  of  Haidee 
with  that  of  (a)  The  Maid  of  Athens, 
(h)  Queen  Mah. 

I  took  a  bt  of  pains  over  this  paper,  and  I 
sent  the  lecturer  an  anonymous  Dutton-hde, 
with  a  request  (in  the  same  handwriting  as 
on  the  answer-paper)  that  he  would  wear  my 
floral  tribute  at  lecture.  He  did  so,  and  ex- 
pressed himself  as  greatly  pleased  with  my 
work.  On  my  exercise  (which  I  have  kept) 
he  wrote  the  fdlowing  obeervation  :—**  Ex- 
cellent ;  most  appreciative  and  womanly ;  I 
thank  you ;  should  like  to  discuss  a  small 
question  with  jovl  after  dass." 

Now  we  want  more  of  this  spirit  among 


Extension  Lecturers.  True,  the  one  of  whom 
I  spoke  turned  out  afterwards  to  have  been , 
married  all  the  time,  and  I  do  think  he  should } 
have  mentioned  it  on  the  cover  of  his  syllabus ;  j 
but  the  principle  holds  good  just  the  same.  i 
So,  dear  Mr.  Punch,  on  this  question  of  \ 
State  aid.  at  which  I  have  (as  I  hope  with  i 
delicacy)  hinted  above,  yout^Ti^helpus,  won't 
youP  Your  devoted,  Madge. 

P.S. — Couldn't  you  lecture  to  us  on  some- 
thing nice,  and  help  to  raise  a  fund  for  our 
scheme  P       

YET  ANOTHER  MEMOIR  OF  NAPOLEON. 

Deau  Ma.  Punch,— There  are  so  many 
lives  of  the  great  Napoleon  being  published 
nowadays  that  one  might  fancy  the  former 
ruler  of  France  must  nave  been  as  many- 
careered  as  a  oat.  Still,  it  may  be  interesting 
to  your  readers  if  I  give  a  few  particulars  .<^ 
the  great  man  that  have  not  yet  appeared  in 
print,  if  I  except  the  pages  of  your  ow*n  im- 
mortal volumes. 

I  had  the  pleasure  of  meeting  the  great 
Napoleon  some  forty  or  fifty  years  ago ;  he  was 
then  in  his  prime. 

In  personal  appearance  he  was  not  unlike 
the  portraits  so  familiar  to  the  public:  In 
spite  ci  his  entiiusiastic  devotion  for  Frtmce, 
he  invariably  addressed  his  troops  in  the 
English  language.  This  is  a  characteristic 
that  seeminglvnas  escaped  the  attention  of 
all  his  biograpners. 

The  numbm  and  quality  of  his  ann^  have 
been  mu(^  exaggerated.  Although  in  his 
speeches  he  was  accustomed  to  boast  of  the 
strength  of  his  troops,  as  a  matter  of  fact 
they  could  be  more  easily  counted  by  tens  than 
hundreds.  His  artillery  was  almost  a  myth, 
and  the  ammunition  was  chiefiv  composed  of 
crackers.  As  for  his  cavalry,  the  hones  were 
frhowy  but  unreliable,  many  of  them  had  white 
spots,  and  not  a  few  were  extremely  intelli- 
gent. His  favourite  charger  had  been  known 
on  occasion  (when  engaged  in  circus  duty)  to 
drink  a  glass  of  sherry  with  the  down. 

But  there  is  one  point  I  particularly  wish 
to  set  right.  Although  known  by  the  public 
as  Napoleon  Buonapabtb.  my  hero  in  i>rivate 
life  was  invariably  callea  by  his  intimates 

'*  poor  old  GOIOEBSAL." 

Tours  respectfully. 
The  Amphitheatre  BoswsLL  Rkdivivus. 
Within  Site  of  Astley^s, 
P.8.— I  saw  the  latest  actor's  edition  of 
Napoleon  the  other  night  at  the  Gaiety.  He 
wasn't  *•  in  it "  with  *•  Gomeesal,"— but  then 
GoM£B8ALwasoccasionallyonhorsebal^k;  still, 
there  was  the  uniform  and  the  snuff-box 
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Lord  Chief  Jmiicc 


FANCY    PORTRAIT. 

.    LoED  Russell  of  Killowkn.  King  Eenry  the  Fifth    .  .     Mr  Punch. 

"Voir  ARE  RIGHT,   JUSTICE,  AND  YOU  WEIGH  THIS  WELL  : 

Therefore  still  bear  the  Balance,  and  the  Sword: 
And  1  DO  WISH  your  Honours  may  increase!" 

Second  Fart  of  King  Henry  the  Fourth,  Act  V    Sc.  2 
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FANCY  PORTRAIT. 

(^  ShtUapeeaicM  "  Living  Pidun"  up  tc  daU.) 

urd  ci^fjuMtic . . .  { ^''^:^^':  o' 

King  ffenry  th4  Fffth.   .    Mb.  PuircH. 

ing.  Ton  are  right,  Justice,  and  you  weigh  thii 

well; 
Therefore  itill  bear  the  balanoe,  and  the  sword : 
And  I  do  wish  yoor  honours  may  increase ! 
•  •  •  •  • 

For  which  I  do  commit  into  your  hand 

The  unstained  sword  Colbkidob  was  used  to 

.  bear; 
With  this  remembrance, — ^That  you  uaethe  same 
With  the  like  bold,  iust,  and  impartial  spirit 
As  you  hare  shown  oefore.    There  is  my  hand ! 

Seamd  Part  of  Kmg  Henry  iks  Fourth, 
Act  V.  8e.  2  (lightly  aUered), 

As  Habkt  unto  G^scoione  raye^ 
So  Punch  to  RusssLL  grladly  gives 

That  Sword  which  frights  but  rogue  and  slaye, 
By  which  our  orderod  freedom  Htcs  ; 

And  gives  therewith  his  hand  in  tokenj 

Of  pleasure  more  than  may  be  spoken. 

Nought  have  you  *'  done  that  misbecame 
Your  place,  your  person,"  or  your  power. 

'Tis  a  right  crown  of  crescent  fame. 
Of  fitness  full  befitting  dower. 

That  you,  my  Lord,  **  have  foremost  hand*' 

In  dealing  justice  round  the  land. 

If  set  in  quaint  Shakspearian  guise. 
Not  less  the  motley-wearing  Sage 

Oaily  presents  to  senous  eyes 
A  living  Picture  for  the  Aff e. 

So  "take  it — earnest  wed  wiln  spor^,"  • 

From  one  who,  stooping  not  to  court, 

Loves  e*en  to  praise  in  merry  sort ! 

•  Tbknysow's  Ths  Day  Dream. 


THE  HARDY  AHHUAL  AT  HEHLEY; 

On,  LUKCH  AMOKG  TRB  ROWBHS. 

Aim—"  Love  anumy  the  J7Mi#i«.*' 

Whdt  the  early  oat  erotically  smiles 

On  the  tQes, 
I  aiiBe  and  rather  accurately  fling 

Anything 
That  is  handy  and  adapted  to  my  sense 

Of  offence; 
Then  I  reconstruct  my  well-avengM  head 

On  the  bed; 
But  the  hope  of  sleen  deferred  is  deadly  dull. 

Memoranda  ^m  the  ^p«at  and  golden  time 
Of  my  prime. 

Twenty  years  ago  at  Henley-on-the-Thames, 

While  the  gems 
Of  the  season  simply  sparkled  into  cheers, 

(litUe  dears!) 
I  endeavoured  to  secure  the  Ladies*  Plate ; 

Though  of  late 
I  have  been  the  painful  object  of  remark 

In  a  barque; 
But  the  circuit  of  my  waist  was  not  as  yet 

Fifty,  nett ; 
And  I  fancy  I  was  feeling  pretty  fit ; 

That  was  it 

Then  I  fed  on  oaten  fare  and  milky  slops, 

Steaks  and  chops ; 
Never,  never  looked  a  lobster  in  the  face, 

And  the  race 
Saw  me  down  to  just  eleven  at  the  scales. 

Hard  as  nails; 
Now  1  very  much  prefer  to  view  the  hunt 

From  a  punt, 
Or  a  houseboat,  or  an  ark,  or  any  sort 

Ox  support, 
While  I  minimise  the  necessary  strain 

With  champagne. 


MODESTY. 


ffoueewi/e.  "Well,  if  I  oivk  you  some  BRXAXFifr,  you'll  havb  to  muur  rr  by 
GsoppiNo  80MB  Wood  fob  hb." 

Tramp,  <<I'd  ukb  tbb  'bugs  ybb,  Lady.     But,  blbshyxk  'art,  'taih't  fbb  trb 

LIKES  O'  ME  TEB  FOLLER  IN  TBB  FOOTSTEPS  O'  MB.   GLADSTONE  1 " 


At  the  yearly  celebration  it 's  the  rule. 

Hot  or  cool, 
For  a  girl  with  yellow  eyes  and  eager  hair 

To  be  there. 
By  a  mass  of  mayonnaise  and  pigeon-pie ; 

So  ami! 
Oh  the  glory  of  the  battle  past  recall ! 

After  all. 
What  with  hearts  that  freely  wobble,  stitch 
that  stabs. 

And  tne  crabs. 
And  the  quicken  up  to  forty  round  the  chest — 

Lunch  is  best! 


Specially  -  ABBANoiD  Motto  for  the 
Victoria  Steamboat  Assocution's  New 
Vessel  "  The  Palm."  —  **  Palma,  qua 
meruit,  /wo/,"— (i>..  Let  The  Palm  cmtv 
as  many  as  she  was  constructed  to  carry,  ana 
not  more). 


Old  Lores  for  Vew. 
(New  Vereum  of  m  Old  Sony.) 
If  'tis  (food  to  be  merry  and  wise, 

^*tis  good  to  be  honest  and  true. 
Then  'tis  good  to  keep  on  with  the  old 
•'Woman," 
And  carefully  keep  off  the  New : 
For  of  honesty,  truthfulness,  wisdom,  and 

mirth. 
The  "New  Woman"  shows  a  most  plentifal 
dearth. 


The  German  Derby  (61,000  marks)  w 
at  Hamburg  by  Baron  MraoHAUSRN*s  Snider, 
The  Baron  has  done  many  wcmderfnl  things 
in  his  lifetime  {ride  the  history  of  his  adven- 
tures), and  it  was  a  foregone  oondusion  that 
if  he  ran  a  hOTse  at  the  Derby  he  was  bound 
not  only  to  win,  but  to  make  something  more 
than  his  mark. 
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LYRE   AND    LANCET. 

{A  Story  in  Scenes,) 
PAET  n.— SELECT  PASSAGES  FBOM  A  COMING  POET. 
ScBNE  n.  —  The  Morning  Boom  at  Wyvern,  Lady  Rhoda 
CyOKATins,  Mrs.  Bbooke-Chattebis,  and  Miss  Yitien  Spel- 
WANE  are  con^fortably  established  near  the  fireplace.  The 
Hon.  Bebtib  Filliner,  Captain  Thicknesse,  and  Abchie 
Beabpark  have  Just  drifted  in. 

Miss  Spelwane,  Why,  you  don*t  mean  to  sav  you  've  torn  your- 
selyes  away  from  your  beloTed  billiards  already  r    Quite  wonderful ! 

Beitie  PilUner,  It's  too  horrid  of  you  to  leave  us  to  play  all  by 
ourselves !  We  've  all  got  so  cross  and  fractious  we  've  come  in  here 
to  be  petted! 

[He  arranges  himself  at  her  feet^  so  as  to  exhibit  a  very  neat 
pair  of  silk  socks  and  pumns. 

Captain  Thicknesse  (to  himself).  Do  hate  to  see  a  fellow  oome 
down  iti  the  momin'  with  evenin*  shoes  on ! 

Archie  Bearpark  [to  Bebtie  Pillineb).  You  speak  for  yourself , 
PiLUNEB.  /  didn't  come  to  be  petted. 
Came  to  see  if  Lady  Bhoda  wouldn't 
come  jand  toboggan  down  the  big 
stairoase  on. a  tea-tray.  Do!  It's 
clinkin'  sport! 

Cant:  Thick,  (to  himself).  If  there 's 
one  thing  I  canH  stand  it 's  a  rowdy 
buUyraggin'  ass  like  Abchie  ! 

Zaeiy  !/2Ao(/a.  Ta  muchly,  dear  boy. 
but  ypu  don't  catch  me  travellin' 
downstairs  on  a  tea-tray  twice^iVs 
just  a  bit  ^  dinkin',  donHvou  know ! 

Archie  {disappointed).  Why,  there 's 
a  mat  at  the  i)ottom  of  the  stairs! 
Well,  if  you  won't,  let's  get  up  a 
cushion  fight,  then.  Bebtie  and  I 
will  choose  sides.  Pillineb,  I  '11  toss 
you  for  first  pidt  up  —  oome  out  of 
that,  do. 

Beriie  {lazily).  Thanks,  I'm  much 
too  comfy  .where  I  am.  And  I  don't 
see  any  point  in  romping  and  rump- 
ling one's  hair  just  before  lunch. 

Archie,  Well,  you  are  slack.  And 
tbere  's  a  good  hour  still  before  lunch. 
TmcK5ES8E,  you  suggcst  something, 
there's  a  dear  old  chap. 

Capt,  Thick,  {after  a  mental  effort). 
Suppose  we  all  go  and  have  another 
look  round  at  the  gees— «h,  what  P 

Bertie,  1  beg  to  oppose.  Do  let's 
show  some  respect  for  the  privacy  of 
the  British  hunter.  Why  should  I  go 
and  smack  them  on  their  fat  backs, 
and  feel  every  one  of  their  horrid  legs 
twice  in  one  morning?  I  shouldiTt 
like  a  horse  coming  into  my  bedroom 
at  all  hours  to  smack  me  on  the  back. 
I  should  hate  it  I 

Mrs.  Brooke- Chatteris,  I  love  them 
— dear  things!  But  still,  it's  so  wet. 
and  it  would  mean  goino:  up  and 
changing  our  shoes  too— perhaps  Lady 
Rhoda [Lady  Rhoda  flatly  de- 
clines to  stir  before  lunch, 

Capt,  Thick,  {resentfully).  Only  thought  it  was  better  than  loafin' 
about,  that's  all.  {To  himself)  I  do  bar  a  woman  who 's  afraid  of 
a  little  mud.  {He  saunters  up  to  Miss  Spelwane  and  absently 
pulls  the  ear  of  a  Japanese  spaniel  on  her  knee.)  Poo'  little  fellow, 
then! 

Miss  Speluj,  Poor  little  fellow  P    On  My  lap ! ! ! 

Capt.  Thick,  Oh,  it— ah— didn't  occur  to  me  that  he  was  on  your 
lap.    He  don't  seem  to  mind  that. 

Miss  Spehc.  Ko  P  How  forbearing  of  him !  Would  you  mind  not 
standing  quite  so  much  in  my  light/l  can't  see  my  work. 

Cafi,  Thick,  {to  himself,  retreating).  That  girPs  always  fishin' for 
compliments.  I  didn't  nse  that  time,  thouffh.  It's  predous  slow 
here.  I  've  a  good  mind  to  say  I  must  get  Daok  to  Aldershot  this 
afternoon. 

[He  wanders  aimlessly  about  the  room;    kncsa  BeabpaBx 
Idoks  out  of  window  with  undisguised  boredom. 

Lady  Bhoda.  I  say,  if  none  of  you  are  goin'  to  be  more  amusin' 
than  this,  you  may  as  well  go  back  to  your  billiards  again. 

Bertie,  Dear  Lady  Rhoda,  how  cruel  of  you !  You  '11  have  to  let 
7ne  &tay.  I  '11  be  so  ffood.  Look  here,  I  '11  read  aloud  to  you.  I  can 
—quite  prettily.'  What  shallit  bef  you  don't  care?  no  more  do  I. 


"I  '11  read  you  a  regular  rouser  called  *  A  Trumpet  Blast.' 


I  '11  take  the  first  that  comes.    {He  reaches  for  the  nearest  volume  on 

a  table  close  by.)    How  too  delightful  I    Poetay— which  I  know  yoa 

all  adore.  [He  turns  over  the  leaves. 

Lady  Bhoda.  If  you  ask  me,  1  simply  loathe  it. 

Bertie.  Ah,  but  then  you  never  heaaifne  read  it,  you  know.  Now, 

here  is  a  choice  little  bit,  stuck  right  up  in  a  oomer,  as  if  it  had  been 

misbehaving  itself.    **  Disanohuitment "  it 's  called.         [He  reads. 

*'  My  Love  has  sicklied  unto  Loath, 

And  foul  seems  all  that  fair  I  mioied— 
The  lily's  sheen  a  leprous  growth. 
The  very  buttercups  are  randd ! " 

Archie.  Jove!   The  Johnny  who  wrote  that  must  have  been  feelin' 
chippy  I 

Bertie.  He  gets  cheaper  than  that  in  the  next  poem.    This  is  bis 
idea  of  **  Abasement."  [He  reads. 

*'  With  matted  head  a-dabble  in  the  dust, 
And  eyes  tear-sealM  in  a  saline  crust, 
I  lie  all  loathly  in  my  rags  and  rust — 
Yet  learn  that  strange  delight  may  lurk  in  self -disgust" 

Now,  do  you  know,  I  rather  like  that 
—it 's  so  very  decadent ! 

Lady  Bhoda,  I  should  call  it  utter 
rot^myself. 

Bertie  {blandly).  Forgive  me,  Lady 
Rhoda.     "Utterly  rotten,"   if  yon 
like,  but  not  "  utter  rot,"    Thcre%  s 
differcmoo,  reaUy.    Now,  I  'U  read  voa 
a  quaint  little  production  which  has 
dropped  down  to  the  bottom  of  the 
pa^e,  in  low  spirits^I  suppose.  **  Stanza 
wntten  in  D^ression  near  Dulwieh." 
[He  reads, 
*'  The  lark  soars  up  in  the  air ;  The 
toad  sits  tight  in  his  hole ; 
And  I  would  I  were  certain  which  of 
the  pair  Were  the  truer  type  oi 
my  soul!" 

Archie,  I  should  be  inclined  to  back 
the  toad,  myself. 

Miss  Spelw.  If  you  must  read,  do 
choose  something  a  little  less  dismsL 
Aren't  there  any  love  songs  P 

Bertie,  I  '11  look.  Yes,  any  amount 
—here  's  one.  {He  reads),  "To My 
Lady." 

"  Twine,  lanken  fingers  lily-lithe, 

Oleam,   slanted  eyes   all  benrl- 

green,  [awrithe, 

Pout,   blood-red    lips    that    burst 

Then— kiss  me.  Lady  Gbisolhte!  " 

.  Miss  Spelw,  {interested).  So  that  ^s 
his  t3me.  Does  he  mention  whether 
she  (/ta  kiss  him  P 

Bertie.  Probably.    Poets  are  always 

pivileged  to  kiss  and  tell.  I  '11  see . . . 

h'm.  ha,  yes ;  he  does  mention  it ...  I 

think  I 'U  read  something  else.  Here's 

a  classical  specimen.  [He  reads. 

"  Uprears  the  monster  now  his  sbh- 

berous  head. 

Its  filamentous  chaps  her  ankles 

brushing; 

Her  twioe-five  roseal  toes  are  cramped  in  dread. 
Each  maidly  instep  mauven-pink  is  fiushing." 
And  60  on,  don't  you  know.  .  .  .    Now  I  'U  read  yon  a  regular 
rouser  called  **  A  Trumpet  Blast."    Sit  tight,  e\'erybody !  [He  reads 

*'Pale  Patricians,  sunk  in  self-indulgence,  (One  for  you,  dear 
Abchie!) 
BHnk  your  bleared  eyes.    (Blink,  pretty  creatures,  blink!) 
Behold  the  Sim- 
-Burst  proclaim,  in  purpurate  efihilgence. 
Demos  dawning,  and  the  Darkness—  done ! " 

[General  hilarity,  amidst  which  Lady  CuLVEBnr  enters. 
Lady  Culcsrin,  So  glad  you  all  contrive  to  keep  your  spirits  up,  in 
spite  cl  this  dismal  weather.    What  is  it  that 's  amusing  you  aU  so 
much,  eh,  dear  VXviEir  P 

Miss  Spelw.  Bebtee  PnxnnkB  has  been  reading  aloud  to  ua.  dear 
Lady  Culvkbiw— /A«  most  ridiculous  poetry— made  us  all  simply 
shriek.  What's  the  name  of  itP  {Taking  the  volume  out  of 
Bebtie's  hand.)  Oh,  Andromeda,  and  other  poems.  By  Clabiok 
Blahu 
Lady  Culv.  {coldly),  Bebtie  Pillineb  can  turn  everything  into 
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ridicule,  we  all  know,  but  probabl]^  yon  are  not  aware  that  these 
partiooiar  poems  are  considered  qiute  wonderful  by  all  oomi>etent 
judges.    Indeed,  my  sister-in-law 

All  (in  consternation).  Lady  Cantiee!  Is  she  the  author?  Oh, 
of  oourse,  if  we  'd  had  any  idea ! 

Ladjf  Cult.  I've  no  reason  to  belieye  that  Lady  Caktibe  ever 
composed  any  poetir.  I  was  only  going  to  say  that  she  was  most 
interested  in  the  author,  and  as  she  and  my  niece  Maisie  are  coming 
to  us  this  evening 

Miss  Spelw,  Dear  Lady  Culvebik,  the  verses  are  quite,  quite 
beautiful:  it  was  only  the  way  they  were  read. 

lAxdy  Cttlv.  1  am  glad  to  hear  you  say  so,  my  dear,  because  I  'm 
also  expecting  the  pleasure  of  seeing  the  author  here,  and  you  will 
probably  be  his  neighbour  to-night.  I  hope,  Bebtdb,  that  you  will 
remember  that  this  youn^  man  is  a  very  distinguished  genius ;  there 
is  no  wit  that  /  can  discover  in  making  fun  of  what  one  doesn't 
happen  to  understand.  [She  passes  on, 

Bertie  {plaintively^  afier  Lady  CuLVEEUr  has  left  the  room).  May 
I  trouble  somebody  to  scrape  me  up  ?  I  *m  pulverised !  But  really, 
you  know,  a  real  five  poet  at  Wvvem !  I  say.  Miss  Spelwane,  how 
will  you  like  to  have  him  dabbling  his  matted  head  next  to  you 
at  dinner,  dh  ? 

Miss  Speltc,  Perhaps  I  shall  find  a  matted  head  more  entertaining 
than  a  smooth  one.  And  if  yon '  ve  onite  done  with  that  volume, 
I  should  like  to  have  a  look  at  it.      \_8ne  retires  mih  it  to  her  room, 

Archie  {to  himself),  I'm  not  half  sorry  this  Poet-johnny's 
comin' ;  I  never  caught  a  Bard  in  a  booby-trap  yet, 

Capt,  Thick,  {to  himself).  She's  coming— this  very  evening! 
And  I  was  nearly  savin'  I  must  get  back  to  Aldershot ! 

Lady  Rhoda,  So  Lady  Cahttee's  comin' ;  we  shall  all  have  to  be 
on  our  hind  lers  now !  But  Maibie's  a  dear  thing.  Do  you  know 
her.  Captain  ^nncKNESSE ! 

Capt,  Thick,  I—I  used  to  meet  Lady  Maisie  Mull  pretty  often 
some  time  ago ;  don't  know  if  she  '11  remember  it^  though. 

Ladu  Rhoda,  She'll  love  meetin'  this  writin'  man— she's  so 
fearfully  romantic.  I  heard  her  say  once  that  she  'd  give  anythin' 
to  be  idealised  by  a  great  poet— sort  of— what's  their  names— 
Petbaech  and  Laura  business,  don't  you  know.  It  will  be  rather 
amusin'  to  see  whether  it  comes  off— won't  it  ? 

Capt,  Thick,  {choking),  I— ah— no  affair  of  mine,  really.  {To 
himself,)  I'm  not  intellectual  enough  for  her,  I  know  that,  oupnose 
I  shall  have  to  stand  by  and  look  on  at  the  -  Petrarohin'.  Well, 
there 's  always  Aldershot  I 

[The  luncheon  gong  sounds^  to  the  general  relief  and  satis-' 
faction,     

TO  THE  OXFORD   CRICKET  CAPTAIN. 

"  100,  NU  Out,"    Monday,  July  2,  1894. 

CoNORATULATioxs,  Mr.  C.  B.  Fey, 

You  neatly  wiped  the  Cantab  liffht  Blue  eye, 

And  well  aeserved  the  fashionable  shout 

Which  hailed  you  for  your  century,  not  out 

For  your  exploits^  what  language  is  too  tall  ? 

At  cricket  good  alike  with  bat  and  bdl. 

Full  back  at  football  (that's  Association), 

At  jumping  lengthways— well,  vou  lick  creation. 

In  Schools  no  idler  when  stem  auty  calls. 

Already  having  got  a  First  in  **  Smalls." 

Yes,  Oxford  surdy  boasts  to-day  in  you, 

Her  most  distinguished  son,  a  Tni>le  Blue. 

The  Lord's  good  wicket  made  a  scoring  high  day, 

But  you  yourself  turned  Monday  into  Pry-day ! 


Akaechist  Attempt  ok  a  Weix-skowk  Beidoe.— After  several 
failures,  the  Hampton  Court  Bridge  was  shot  yesterday  evening  by 
a  young  man,  supposed  to  be  an  Anarchist,  whose  name  and  address 
remain  a  profound  secret,  as^  owing  to  his  having  taken  his  outrigsrer 
by  the  hour,  and,  having  paid  his  shot,  there  was  no  excuse  for  nis 
detention  by  the  assistants  in  charge  of  the  boats.  He  had  been 
dining  freely  at  a  neighbouring  hostelrie,  the  sign  of  which  being 
**  The  Mitre,"  suggested  to  the  intelligent  detective  in  charge  of  tibe 
case  the  probability  of  the  wretched  youth  bdng  a  **  dlne-a-mitre." 
Furnished  with  this  clue,  the  jiolice  are  on  his  track.  F6rtnnately 
the  bridge  escaped  without  vaiwry,  and  this  morning  it  not  only 
crossed  the  river  itself  without  dimoulty,  but  assisted  many  travel- 
lers to  do  the  same.    

Aspieatiok.— A  youthful  rhymist,  inspired  by  th6  Derby,  wishes 
to  become  a  Sporting  Poet  **^Poet'  and  *  Pro^et,' "  he  learnedly 
observes,  ** meant  about  the  same  thing  in  Homeric  times;  ana, 
indeed,  in  most  prophedes  of  coming  events  on  the  torf  I  have 
generally  found  more  of  poetry  than  ox  profit."  The  modest  rhymster 
says,  that  as  he  can  never  hope  to  be  first  in  the  field  of  poel^,  **  he 
may  at  least  become  a  second  Ossy^un," 


OPERATIC    NOTES. 

It  strikes  me  forcibly  that  the  Wagnerian  idea  has  influenced  all 
recent  compositions.  Nothing  is  now  done  without  a  *'  motive."  It 
may  be  a  good  motive,  or  a  bad  motive,  or  an  inadequate  motive,  or 
an  indifferent  motive ;  but  motive  Uiere  must  be  with  our  most  modem 
school  of  comjposers,  who,  adoptinfi[  t^e  Wagnerian  idea,  (not  in  itself 
a  purely  original  one,)  and  improving  on  it,  attribute  less  importance 
to  the  ^' Act"  than  to  the  "motive,"  thouffh  by  a  reflex  action  the 
scheme  of  the  Act  suggests,  organises,  and  it  may  be  added,  orches- 
trates the  **  motives.''  L*Attaque  du  Moulin  is  a  practical  example 
,^  .  of  this  theory.     It  is 

not  styled  an  opera 
but  a  lyric  drama  in 
four  acts.  It  is  founded 
by  M.  Louis  Oallet 
on  Zola's  story j  it  is 
reduced  toplain  Englidi 
by  Mr.  Weatheelt; 
the  music  is  by  Alfeed 
Beueeau;  and  for  the 
sta^e  management, 
which  has  so  largely 
conduced  to  its  success. 
Sir  Augustus  Deueio- 
LAIOJS  is  responsible. 
It  is  not  what  the 
sporting  papers  term 
'^a  merry  mill,"  though 
there  isplenty  of  fight- 
ing, lliere  are  some 
songs  in  it,  and  there 
T»w*       WA    \i    1-    /r—      s  are  some  melodies— 

L  Attaque^u  Moulin  (afroivrc)  ^^    mill-odies  —  which 

may*catch  on  when  heard  a  second  or  third  time ;  but  they  certainly 
do  not  arrest  the  attention  at  a  first  hearinjr.  The  music,  I  judge 
only  from  the  one  representation,  seems  lackmg  in  those  catching-on 
airs  which,  coupled  with  the  admirable  acting  of  the  principals, 
m^e  the  fortune,  sur  le  champ,  of  the  Cavalieria  Rusticana,  But 
a  '^wind-mill"  without  any  "air"  can't  be  expected  to  " go." 

Madame  Dsuta  isfordbly  dramatic,  true,  Imt  not  powerful  as  a 
singer,  at  least  in  Covent  Garden.  Nor  is  there  in  the  character  of  this 
Maid  of  the  Mill  any  such  ^eat  opportunity  whereby  to  test  Uie  power 
of  the  actress  as  there  is  in  the  part  of  Saniuzza,  or  of  Anita 
in  La  Nacarraise,  Madame  Delna  may  be  all  tbi^t  enthusiastic  re- 
porters have  said  she  is,  but  she  must  have  a  great  deal  of  power  in 
reserve,  for  the  diflplay  of  which  this  opera  does  not  offer  the  chance. 
Mons.  Bouvet  as  Meruer,  the  Miller,  who  * '  created  "  the  pvt  in  Paris, 
is  good,  but  his  acting  is  somewhat  monotonous.  Madame  de  Nuo- 
VDTA  as  Fran^oise^  is  a  young  Lady  Macbeth^  who  gives  the  dagger 
and  does  not  i«que«t  that  it  may  be  returned  to  her  again  when  done 
with.  M.  BoKEASD,  as  the  Sinaing  Sentinel,  reminding  me  of 
OiLBEET  and  Sullivan's  Sentinel  '^  with  a  song ''  in  one  of  tne  Savoy 
Smes,  was  very  good;  and  Mons.  Ck>S8iEA,  excellent  as  tiie  escaping 
prisoner,  bore  so  strong  a  resemblance  to  the  Director  of  the  Fortunes 
of  Covent  Oarden  ana  Drury  Lane,  that  people  looked  twice  at  their 
programmes  in  order  to  be  quite  sure  that  an  apology  for  the  singer 
hadnot  been  made,  and  that  the  much-talented  Sir  DEUEioLAin78had 
not,  at  the  shortest  possible  notice,  consented  to  be  his  ^Wempla^ant," 
Mons.  AxBEES,  as  the  German  Captain,  ought  to  be  in  receipt  of  a 
very  large  salary,  seeing  **how  wide  he  opens  his  mouth  '^  when 
singing.  All  were  good  in  the  best  of  all  possible  operatic  entertain- 
ments, including  the  unequalled  orchestra  conducted  by  M.  Ph. 
Floe,  (is  this  "  Phlon-FLOK"P}  who  has  taken  his  turn  with  Signori 
BsvioKAia,  MAEcnrELLi,  and  Mr.  Feedeeic  Co  wee,  the  last- 
mentioned  coming  to  look  after  his  new  Opera  of  Signa^  in  which 
Madame  de  Nuoviea  was  charming,  and  Signer  Bbkjaiuxo  Davieso 
appeared  as  the  Anglo- Italian  Tenor.    Congratulations  to  Signer 

AODEEIOO  COWEVI. 

Saturday  night,  Elaine,  **  If  it 's  not  very  lively,"  observes  Sir 
AuougTUs  beforehand,  **  still  it  must  be  remembered  that  I  have 
not  only  at  heart  the  interests— and  in  pocket  the  interest— of  Covent 
Otfden,  but  also  of  *  Drear  Elaine,*  Should  it  prove  a  joyous  opera 
and  attract  the  people,  then  I  shall  consider  it  as  an  example  of 
'  Drawer-  laine'  at  Covent  Garden.  But  now— hark !— let  us  not 
trifle  with  time  and  tune.  Makcivslli  is  raising  his  bdton.  up  goes 
the  curtain,  and  all  in  to  begin.  Nous  terrons,**  And  the  ^'  all" 
includes  the  Prince  and  Princess  of  Wales  and  their  two  unmarried 
daughters,  and  a  vwy  good  house  indeed.  '*  And  how  U  Elaine  t " 
is  the  question.  '*  Verw  well,  thankyou,  and  much  better  than  she 
was  ti^  years  ago,"  is  the  reply.  Elaine  is  decidedly  thinner.  One 
Act  gone,  and  other  judicious  eats  have  reduced  her.  The  opera  is 
conseqEcntly  lighter.  Due  weight,  however,  is  given  to  it  by 
Madame  M^jia  and  Jeae  de  R^zsi.  Deueiolanus  has  followed 
the  precedent  of  *'  cutting  the  'osses."  But  the  **  cackle"  of  geese 
followeth  not.    On  the  contrary,  the  applaufs  is  abundant.  _  ^  | 
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MUSIC  AT  HOME. 

HosUn.  *•  Oh,  thakk  you  foe  toue  lovely  Music,  Hsee  Bluhsntoff  I     It  's  juw  what  I  like. 

WITH  THE  COKYEBSATION  WITHOUT  IN  THE  LEAST  IHTEEEUFTIEG  IT  1  " 


It  blekds  80  peefictlt 


WAITING  THEIR  TUEN. 

(In  the  Hot  Itoom,  SL  StepheiCi  Baths^ 
Westminster,) 

Bath-'Man,  loquitur: — 

PoufI    'Tis  slow  work  I    Were  I  a  Turk, 
Fanoy  I'd  put  it  through  more  expedi- 
tiously! 
Poor  little  Bills  I    Funkiness  fills 
All  their  small  souls!    See  'em  gluioiiig 
suspiciouslT, 
Timid^  ana  torrid  I    Finding  it  horrid 
Waiting  ^eir  turns  for  shampooing  and 

Parboiled  andlimp,  each,  as  a  shrimp ; 
Ko  ^preat  result  for  my  long  scunyf ung- 
mg!I! 

Faith,  I  am  tired !    Been  muoh  admired 

For  my  long  patienoe  with  Big  Billt 
He  got  it  hot !  .  Worrying  lot  [Budget. 

Some  of  these  fellows.    But  Billt  will 
trudge  it 
Pretty  soon,  now.    Sptosh  !  /  /    What  a  row ! 

Billt  is  bulky,  and  makes  a  big  splashing. 
Head-first  he  goes,  kicks  up  his  toes,— 

All  that  is  left  after  boiling  and  washing. 

Thanks  be  Atf's  through  I    What '11 1  do 
Next,  and  which  of  'em  in  waiting  seems 
readiest? 
I  'm  so  restricted  I    Little  '*  Eticted," 
Small  Irish   bhoy,   seems    I    fanoy    the 
steadiest. 
'*Equalisatiok?"    JETw  perspiration 
Something  prodigious,  and  yet— well— the 
other! — 
Oh !  English,  Sootoh,  Welsh,  they  all  look 
like  squelch, 
And  the  task  of  selection  is  truly  a  bother ! 

Had  I  free  dhoioe,— Ah !  but  my  voice 
Only  counts  one  nowadays  in  seleotion. 


Wish  I  had  wings  I 
a  small  Bath  by  the 


B4LF0UB  &  Co.^they  run  the  show: 
Matter  I  think  for  most  urgent  reflection. 

Thev  arrogate  questions  of  date. 
They  set  the  nme,  and  the  temperature  too. 

If  I  insist^  well,  they'll  resist ; 
Get  their  way,  too,  in  the  long  run, — ah ! 
sureto! 

Nice  state  o'  things ! 

Much  rather  boss 
Bosphorus! 
Sixes  and  sevens  now  at  St.  Stephen's ! 

Eunning  it  all  the  year  round  at  a  loss— 
for  us ! 
Look  at  'em  there,  each  on  his  chair. 

Wobbly,  perspiring  and  weary  o'  waiting ! 
Might  have  oeen  done,  every  one, 

But  for  Balfourian  procrutinating. 

Eum-looking  lot  I    Don't  they  seem  hot  ? 

Little  "Evicted/'  young  "Equalisation." 
Quite  in  a  stew.    The  other  two,— 

Well,  'tis  complete  disoumboblification ! 
Must  make  my  choice !    Waiting  my  voice ! 

Oentlemen  please  —  Mr.  —  ahem  !     Oh  ! 
thunder! 
They  aU  pop  up^  prompt  as  a  Erupp. 

Which  had  J  better  ^rst  call  in  1  wonder  t 


THE  NEW  PARTY. 

Giir.  Grant  Allbn  and  aeyeral  other  adytnoed 
tioians  hare  started  a  new  party,  the  members 
of  which  are  to  be  called  Isocrats,  a  title  rery 
similar  to  one  coined  by  Colieidgb  for  a  society 
which  he  desired  to  found  on  principles  of  general 
equality.— 2)at^  JPaper,] 

Makt  have  heard  of  Pantisooraoy, 
A  compound  crude  of  Goleeidoe  and  cant, 

The  latest  products  of  Demooraoy 
Dub    themselves    Isoorats    without    the 

'Tis  as  it  should  be.  is  it  not,  T*  pant." 

For  what  are  they  but  sans-culottes  ? 


AT  LAST. 

At  last  the  sky  is''aotuallv  blue. 

Say  not  '*  dull,  hazy,  cloudy,  overcast," 
0  weather  prophets,  '^  fine  "  alone  is  true 
At  last 

At  last,  as  June  is  finishing,  the  Row 
Looks  bright  and  gay.    The  differenoe  u 
vast; 
The  sunlit  grass,  the  rhododendrons  glow 
At  last 

At  last  my  topper  flies  not  in  the  gale, 

I  gazing  on  its  ruin  quite  aghast, 
Nor  gets  all  spotted  after  rain  or  hail. 
At  last 

At  last  it  rests  serenely  on  my  brow, 

As  firm  as  odours  nailed  to  any  mast ; 
In  fact  it 's  somewhat  hot  and  heavy  now. 
At  last. 

At  last  you  sport  your  thinnest  frocks,  fair 
maid. 
Sweet  Chloe,  Phtllis,  Ptbeha,  prim  or 
fast 
Now  Amabtllis  dallies  in  the  shade 
At  last. 

At  last  Ne£Ea'8  hair  is  undisturbed. 
Not  out  of  curl  fnmi  damp,  nor  by  the 

blast 
In  tangles  blown.    She  smiles  quite  uoper- 

turbed  At  last. 

At  last    But  soon  the  rain,  the  fog,  the  hue 
May  spoil  light  f  rooks  that  now  sweep  gsily 
past. 
For  tempora  mtUantur;  such  fine  days 
Can't  last 


TEAVELUirO    MOITO  AT   HOUDAT  TlXS.- 

'*  Too  many  Cooks  (tourists)  spoQ  the  Con 
tinent"  ( 
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WHEEL  OR  WOE. 

Maitd  {who  has  had  the  mia/artune  to  bring  her  Counn/rom  PravifieUU  T<non  into  the  How),    '  Bct,  good  gracious  I 

WKKE  AC0U8T0MSD  TO  HOSSES  ;  IN  FACT,   TOU  TOLD  MB  TOU  HAD  BEEN  RiDINO  A  GOOD  DEAL  LATBLT." 

He  (in  intervcUs  of  humping),  **B— b— but  it  was  a  B—b— Bicycle  1 " 


I  THOUGHT  YOU 


NOMINE  TANTUM. 

This  mom,  as  now  for  half  a  score  of  years, 
I  comfortably  canght  the  nine-fifteen ; 

At  noon  we  met  by  ohance~as  noontide  nears 
Such  the  weeks  round  our  daily  chance  has 
b^en; 

Yet  shipwrecked  brother,  newly  oome  to  land. 

Could  not  more  fiercely  seize  me  by  the  hand. 

You  ask  me  how  I  am,  nor  let  it  pass. 
But  keep  on  asking  till  I  tell  you  how ; 

Twere  rude  to  bid  you  not  to  be  an  ass. 
Churlish  to  turn  a  greeting  to  a  row ; 

But,  knowing  that  my  general  health  is  fair, 

Why  should  you  daily  ask,  why  should  you 
care? 

I  sometimes  wonder,  while  my  knuckles  ache 
With  unrequited  pressure  ca  your  digits. 

While  whispered  mysteries  of  nought  you 
make. 
And  take  no  notice  of  m^  patent  fidgets^ 

I  wonder  how  a  real  old  f  nend  you  *d  flatter. 

And  how  rereal  a  really  private  matter. 

Thiok  but  a  moment,  (if  vou  eyer  think,) 
Inever  knead  your  knuckles  with  my  thumb, 

I  never  proffer  an  untimely  drink, 
About  my  own  affairs  I  ^m  ever  dumb. 

Yet  I  believe,  in  your  impulsive  way. 

You  think  we  're  bosom  friends  from  child- 
hood's day. 

Yes,  though  they  brand  our  English  ways  as 

cold,  [huge  city. 

MeetiDgs  like  ours  make  glad  the  whole 

The  magnate,  weighty  as  though  ^od  ydth 

goldf  [writty. 

The  lawyer's  clerk,  precocious,  slim  and 

All  have  the  same  convulsive  warmth  of 

greeting 
For  casual   people  whom   they're   always 

meeting. 


Is  it  perchance  self-preservation's  law 
That    drives    good    will,    drowning    it 
Mammon's  sea. 

To  clutch  in  frenzy  at  a  man  of  straw. 
And  cheer  a  heart  with  the  hand's  amity, 

That  in  the  way  of  business  would  stab  it— 

Or  is  it  only  an  absurd  bad  habit  y 


A  PUFF  AND  A  BLOW. 

Should  tropical  weather  continuetletdusted, 
wooden-pavemented,  sore  throated,  weary  Lon- 
doner, take  train  Sunday  Morning  11  A.  x.  Vic- 
toria, or  rather  let  train  take  Atm.  right  away 
to  Dover,  where  he  will  at  once  step  on  board 
the  Caiaii'Douvres,  and  get  one  hour  and  a 
quarter's  worth  of  ozone  into  his  system.  Then 
at  2.15  he  will  land  at  Calais,  when,  free  of 
baggage,  wraps,  and  all  such-like  impedi- 
menia,  he  wiU  walk  into  the  buffet  of  the 
hotel,  and  having  made  his  choice  from  many 
excellent  things  there  set  before  him,  he  wiD 
proceed  to  walk  into  his  dejeuner  a  la 
jourchette^  for  which  meal  he  will  have 
ample  time,  seeing  that  the  Calais- Douvret 
does  not  start  on  its  return  voysge  till  3.45. 
After  dejeuner  wmestkefourcheite,  or  **  fork 
out,"  which,  if  the  voyageur  be  wisely  con- 
tent with  Uie  ordinaire^  will  amount  to  a 
very  moderate  sum.  Then,  exclaiming  with 
the  andent  pirate  of  bye-gcme  nautical  melo- 
drama, **  Once  aboard  the  lugger  and  we  are 
free,"  he  will  saunter,  leisurely,  with  dgar. 

g'pe,  or  cigarette,  acooraing  to  the  taste  and 
ney  of  the  smoker,  down  to  the  boat. 
There,  if  he  be  wise  and  wary,  he  will  at  once 
re-embark,  in  order  to  secure  a  comfortable 
arm-diair  in  a  good  position,  long  before  any 
trains  bearing  hot  and  dusty  travellers  from 
Bdgium  or  Paris  shall  aupear.  There  he  can 
sit,  smoking  calmly  under  a  cool  sunshade,  J 


placidly  watching  the  shooting  of  the  lug- 
gage, which  is  unattended  by  any  danger, 
each  box  going  off  with  a  very  slight  noise, 
and  he  can  calmly  wonder  at  the  anxiety  of 
the  passengers.  Ihen,  farewell  France,  wel- 
come back  to  the  shores  of  Old  England,  and 
the  adventurous  Briton  will  find  himself 
landed  at  Victoria  Terminus  by  7.15  or  it  may 
be  7.20,  with  another  ozonised  appetite,  ready 
for  a  dinner  chez  Itii, — or  chez  anybody  who  'U 
give  him  one, — and  afterwards,  suffidently 
tired,  neither  fagged  nor  weary,  he  will  be 
certain  of  a  ^ood  sleep  at  an  early  hour,  and 
sure  to  wake  m  the  morning  all  the  better  and 
fresher  for  his  outing  and  his  inn-ing. 

[N.B.— Fine  weather   and  gentle  breeze 
taken  for  granted.] 


LINES  IN  PLEASANT  PLACES. 
IV. — Between  the  Dances. 

If  I  were— Jack,  and  you  were— Jill, 
Our  waltz  of  some  few  minutes  back 
Perchance  had  been  a  **  frightful  thrill  "— 
If  you  were  Jill,  and  I  were  Jack  ! 

If  I  were  Jack  (that 's— 8o-and-So), 
Of  smiles  your  face  would  know  no  lack  ; 
That  you  were  stretched  on  boredom's  rack 
You  would  not  do  your  best  to  show, 
If  I  were  Jack. 

If  you  were  Jill  (that 's— Somebody), 
I  should  not  find  ''the  work  "  up-hill ; 
No  treading  conyersation's  nflill— 
Floor,  music,  theatres— wearily. 
If  you  were  Jill. 

If  you  were  Jill,  and  I  were  Jack, 
A  Kinder  liffht  your  eyes  would  fill, 
And  I  should  not  look  glum  and  black 
If  I  were— Jack,  and  you  were— Jill  I    i  ^ 


22 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI. 


[JuLT  u,  im 


QUE  BOOKING-OITICE. 

"A  DBLIOHTFUL  book,"  qnoth 
the  Baroiif  "is  David  Garrick, 
written  by  my  worthy  friend, 
Joseph  KiaoHT,  F.S.A.  Let  me 
recommend  this  work  as  one  to  be 
plaoed  by  your  reading  chair,  and 
to  be  taken  up,  as  was  Mrs, 
Oamfs  bottle,  when  so  dispoged, 
and  (ntentimes  will  you  thus  enjoy 
a  Knight  with  Garbick."  One 
of  the  most  humorous  among  very 
many  anecdotes  in  this  book  is 
that  about  Boswell  going  to  the 
Shakspsaxb  F^te  costumed  as  a 
Conican,  within  his  pocket  a  poem 
he  had  written  for  the  occasion, 
and  **  which,"  says  Mr.  EvieHT 
simply,  **he  intended  to 
but  the  crowd  would  not  i 
its  diversions  to  hear  him.'' 
all:  but  isn*t  it  delightful! 
BozztI! 

The  Baron  is  more  thanpleased 
to  see  once  again  the  d^t  hand  of 
Mr.  T.  H.  S.  EscOTi  at  work  in 
reviewsand  magazines.  Hispaper, 
entitled  **  Edmund  Tates,  an  Ap- 
preciation and  a  Retrospect, "  is 
most  interesting  to  the  Baron,  who 
can  call  to  mind  the  persons  he 
mentions  in  literary  and  jour- 
nalistic connection  with  Edmuitd 
Tates— though  fheBaron  does  not 
happen  to  remember  them  in  this 
particular  connection^  but  as  a 
band  of  brothers  quite  apart,  and 
all  of  them  younger  by  some  years 
than  Edxctitd  Yates,  who,  at  the 
time  Hood,  Peowse,  H.  S.  Leigh 
and  others  were  commencing,  had 
made  his  name  in  literature,  was 
Chables  Dicken8*s  henchman, 
and  had  been  also  more  or  less  suc- 
cessful, in  combination  witii  a  Mr. 
Habbikotok,  as  a  dramatist.  The 
time  I  speak  of  is  when  H.  J. 
Btsov  *' flourished,"  and  when 


OUR    FEMALE   DECADENTS. 

BulkeUy  Biggs  (a  charming  fdUnio^  b%U  a  had  dancer).  "  I  gan*t 

THINK  WHAT  ALL    THE    GlBUi    ABE    COXING    TO  1     ThBT  'VB   GOT  NO 

Back-bones  !    Five  wanted  to  sit  out  a  Dance  with  me  to- 
night I " 


'*  all  the  world  was  yooog.**  Tkt 
frorWit8df,afcwirM,iM^htTiitt 
beenbomorthoaghtQi.  Lookiot 
back  to  those  Skjn  the  Bina 
thinks  that  Mr.  Esoon  diNiluB. 
self  an  iniustioe,  snd  tint  be  ii 
younger  than  he  thmbheii.  Be 
this  as  it  may,  he  will  in  my  eue 
have  a  stock  of  pleasant  maBoriM 
to  draw  upon,  and  now,  if  Idi 
health  permit,  all  will  look  £r- 
ward  to  what  he  omnot  look 
forward  to  himself,  Le,^  hii  n. 
miniscenoes.  **  Profit/  Mr. 
Escott!  Tour  health. happioM, 
and  a  long  life  to  yon,"  qmtke 
gladsome 

Babon  db  BooK-Wom 


Henxet  NoTE8.-Whydidtki 
onlookers  persist  in  mikisff  t 
trouble  of  a  pleasore-bont?  De- 
lightful time,  but  ladof  not 
much. 

ByEttn 
Badley 
Wasbttten 


Badlr. 
/pit 
But  no  tact 


Lots  of  ploek 


Gut    and   Viruy  Niciaiu 
earilr  to  the  front  in  the  Diinaod  I 

heat^iere  was  no  doobt  iboot 
the  heat  during  Henley  wMk,a{ 
"  seventh  h«S^'  only  feebly  ex- 
presses  the  tempentoxe.  HkI 
betting  on  Odt^  in  ■owgo,, 
resulted  in  a  loss  of  Qmsm  I 
The  inscription  which  pw  iitli, 
the  Diamond  Sonlls  is  done  in> 
NiCKALLS-silver.  i 


OUB  SCHOOLBOY  lOlDT.       1 

Exannnsr,  Whatissaidtokn;! 

been  the  food  of  theHomoicgou: 

^oy.  Nectarines  and  anBtftti  I 


MR.  PUNCH  TO  TWO  NOBLE  SPORTSMEN. 

What,  Ladas  licked  and  the  stout  Valkyrie 
sunk! 


How  are  the  hopes  of  noble  champions  ahrunk ! 

tl 
crack,"  [back" 


Oh,  most  unfrabjous  day  I 
No  more  can  B.osbb£BY  boast  the  unbeaten 


No  more  that  ysicht  will  go  "galumphing 
Prize-winner  glad  and  gayl 

Punch  sympathises  with  his  friend  Dun- 

BAYEN, 

Who  nevermore  may  see  return  to  hayen 

That  gallant,  luckless  yacht 
Pbimbosb,  dear  boy,  even  the  fleet  Ladae 
May  yield  without  disgrace  to  leinglaes. 
But  BuUingdon  /—that 's  hot  I 

Perchance  the  Nonconformist  Conscience  now 
May  be  conciliated  I    Anyhow 

The  horse  may  '*  come  again," 
But  that  proud  yacht  lies  twenty  fathom 

ac     ' 
May 


leepl 


Neptune  carefully  and  kindly  keep 
That  hull  beneath  his  main. 


Sure  there  is  nothing  of  her  but  should 

change 
8ea-shapen  into  somethuig  rich  and  strange. 

WelL  England  wilTrej^t 
With  a  good  sportsman  by  disaster  struck. 
And  hope  he  '11  live  with  a  new  yacht— and 
luck 
To  lick  the  Yankee  yet  I 


TALK  IN  COURT. 

(Conaequeni  on  the  Peerage  Invading  (he  Ranks 
of  the  Bar,) 

May  it  please  your  Lordship,  the  Duke, 
my  learned  and  noble  junior,  will  read  the 
pleadings. 

I  wilileaTe  it  to  m^  noble  and  learned  friend 
the  Marquis  to  examine  the  next  witness. 

I  can  quite  understand  your  Lordship*8 
annoyance,  but  I  can  assure  you,  my  lord, 
that  the  noble  Earl  from  whom  I  receive  my 
instructions  promised  that  the  documents 
should  be  f  oruicoming. 

I  suppose  we  may  leaye  the  question  of 
costs  to  be  settled  by  our  juniors  the  illustrious 
Prince  and  the  hereditary  Earl  Oardener  ? 

Really,  Duke,  I  must  ask  you  not  to  inter- 
rupt me  while  I  am  conducting  this  cross- 
examination. 

I  re^t,  my  Lord,  that  my  young  and 
promising  jumor,  who  has  but  recently  been 
called  to  the  Bar,  should  hare  made  the 
concession,  but  it  is  only  right  to  tdl  your 
Lordship  that  the  nobleman  in  question— 
the  Duke  of  Hebke  Bay— misunderstood  his 
instructions. 

I  am  sorry,  my  Lord,  that  absence  in 
another  part  of  the  building  i^rerented  me 
from  addressing  your  Lordship.  I  trust, 
howeyer,  that  the  inexperience  of  my  noble 
and  learned  friend,  the  Viscount  Totten- 
ham Coxtbt  Road,  will  not  be  allowed  to 
prdudice  tx^  dienrs  interests. 
I     As  your  Lordship  pleases ! 


A  SONG  OF  THE  TWENTIETH  eanff 

MAMXAisajudgeof  diyoroea,  | 

Sister  Ahhs  is  a  learned  Q.C., 
Eliza  is  great  upon  horses. 

And  DoBA  a  toriving  M.D. 
Aunt  Jake  is  a  popular  preacher, 

Aunt  Sttsan  a  dealer  in  stocki, 
While  Father,  the  gentlest  old  o«atBi«. 

Attends  to  the  family  socks. 

Aunt  Polly  'a  a  maryel  of  knowkdse, 

With  any  amount  of  degrees, 
She  *s  Master  or  head  of  some  ooUeg«- 

I  forget  whether  Corpus  or  Caiui- 
Aunt  Nell  is  the  eminent  oounm 

Who  pleads  at  the  criminal  bar, 
And  I  feed  the  canary  with  mondBel 

For  I  'm  learning  to  be  a  Papa. 

I  'm  to  marry  a  girl  in  the  City, 
She  allows  me  a  hundred  \J^^^ 

To  dress  on,  and  make  mysdx  pretty, 
And  keep  me  in  baocy  and  beer. 

The  duties  P— Ok  as  for  the  dufo, 
You  can  possibly  gaem  what  tbey  ^  \ 

And  I  warrant  the  boys  will  be  beastM 

That  are  destined  to  call  me  Fqii. 


••Babby,  come  up!"  (QuototwH  .5? 
Shak^are  hy  a  "  geUUhal  with  a  cM^' 
'Mrf.")— Mr.  J.  Wolfe  Babby  waam?^  » 
Companion  of  the  Bath,"  asareoopnt**- 
his  haying  done  his  best  for  the  TUsa^ 
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Mouse  of  Commons^  Monday^  July  2. — *'I  am  sorry,"  said  080*611 
ToxxT  Bowles,  "that  there  is  no  Chatham,  Buekb,  or  Fox  uiTe 
at  this  momeiit  to  resist  this  project  of  taxing  the  Colonies." 

In  their  nnayoidable  absenoe  the  Cap'ek,  contnurr  to  his  oostom. 
offered  a  few  remariu.  It  had  been  jost  as  well  if  he  had  omitted 
the  preliminary  one.  He  leaUj  did  not  mean  anything,  much  less 
did  ne  desire  deliberately  to  offend  his  friends  Bartlxt.  Butchxr. 
and  Btbux.  But,  as  the  poet  remarks,  Eril  is  wroufht  by  want  ox 
thought,  and  the  inyidioosness  of  Tohxt's  remark  Tost  nothing  of 
sting  beoanse  he  had  not  intended  to  hurt  anyone*8  feelings— except, 
of  oonrae,  those  of  Squibx  of  Malwood,  and  that  is  a  leiritimate 
oconpation.  When  an  enthusiastic  female  admirer  obsenred  to  the 
eminent  Whibtlkx  that  he  and  Yxlabquiz  were  the  two  greatest 
artists  of  times  ancient  or  modem,  Jxmmt  modestly  obsenred,  **  Why 
drag  in  Yxlabquiz  ?  "  Thus  Babtlxt,  Butcheb,  and  Btbnx  tamed 
upon  ToHXT  with  reproachful  glance  and  murmured,  **  Why  drag 
in  Chathax,  Bxtrkx,  and  Fox  f^\ 

Howerer,  all  over  now.  The  midnight  bells  chiming  orer  sultry 
London  proclaim  passing  of  Budget  BiU  through  Committee.  Been 
a  long  hard  fight,  monotonous  in  its  continuity,  occasionally  exciting 
in  its  diyisions,  continuously  illustratiye  of  Englishman's  faculty  of 
never  knowing  when  he's  beaten.  Honours  rest  with  Squibb  of 
Malwood.  who  throughout  has  unflinohinsrly  and,  in  the  main,  good 
humouredly,  borne  the  brunt  of  batUe.  The  fle^  is  weak, 
especially  wnen  there  is  a  good  deal  <^  it,  and  the  thermometer 
stands  at  82^  in  the  shade.  The  Squibb  has  snapped  occasionally, 
JoKix's  apobgetio  figure,  upright  at  opposite  side  of  table,  proying 
unfailing,  irresistible,  incentiye.  £yen  worse  to  bear  haye  been  the 
,  deeertion  of  a  few  followers  and  the  importunity  of  many.  Had  the 
,  Squibb  been  a  weaker  man,  he  woula  long  ago  have  Drought  the 
I  Closure  to  bear  on  obstractaon^  and  there  womd  haye  fbluywed  a 


to-ni^ht  BiU  recommitted  in  respect  of  this  clause,  and  on  stroke  of 
midnight  the  whole  thing  was  done  with. 

'*  We  Liberals,"  said  the  Member  for  Sabx,  "  always  know  better 
than  our  leaders.  As  there  are  many  of  us,  and  as  we  each  take  our 
indiyidual  yiew,  result  somewhat  cnaotic.  Gkx)d  thins:  if  in  com- 
paratiye  leisure  of  week  end  we  think  oyer  how  the  Budget  Bill  was 
passed,  and  what  would  haye  happened  if  we  had  worried  the  Squibb 
into  going  one  of  our  diverse  ways." 

ButinesM  <2tmtf.— Budget  BilL 

IWMfay.— Enter  the  apothecary.  It  was  Cap'en  Toiorr  Bowlbs 
who  brought  him  on.  The  last  person  in  any  one's  mind.  House  in 
Committee  on  Army  Estimates ;  Hakbubt  to  the  toe.  Bound  to 
live  up  to  the  $34  speeches  he  made  and  questions  he  put  last  year. 
ToHXT  then  beat  him  byf ourteen,  and  promises  to  be  equally  anead 
in  the  current  Session.  The  Cap'bb  hitherto  had  peculiar  advantage, 
seeing  that  for  many  weeks  he  has  been,  so  to  speak,  cruisinx  in 
home  waters.  Having  been  brought  up  on  legacy  tax,  teethed  on 
death  duties,  Tohxt  surprised  himselz  and  the  House  with  the 
command  he  displayed  over  intricacies  of  Budget  BilL  Hakbubt 
then  fell  behind.  Kow,  with  House  in  Committee  on  Army  Estimates, 
he  can  show  Tohmt  a  dean  pair  of  heeLs,  a  spectacle  in  which  that 


have  H'PropriBted  the  whole  tame  of  an  extended  Session.    The 
Squibb,  going  on  another  tack,  has  worn  out  obstroction  by  affecting 


I  state  of  irritation,  amid  whidi,  if  Budget  was  not  wreoked|  it  would 

;  the  virtue  of  urbanitv  if  he  hai  it  not.  ^^ 

^  It  was  particularly  nard  lines,  after  getting  Clause  XXYII.  through 
last  Wednesday  witn  a  minority  of  over  hw  a  hundred,  to  be  com- 
piled to  recommit  Bill,  in  oraer  that  Clakct  might  chortle,  and 
olKDXOin)  rage.  Squibb  advised  to  resist ;  condemned  from  his  own 
Mde  when  he  yielded.    But  what  happened  P   At  quarter  past  ten 


eminent  and 
interest. 


able  Marine  may  or  may  not  take  keen  personal 


Hakbubt  began  at  once  raising  point  of  order  *  Mellob  ruled  him 
out  like  a  shot;  so  went  off  on  another  tack.  Adventured  the 
startlingly  novel  uroposition  that  **  promotion  should  be  by  merit." 
Enlarged  on  the  theme  for  twenty  minutes ;  sat  down  only  when  he 
concluded  that  audience  had  fully  mastOTcd  the  proposition,  contem- 
plation of  which  was  new  to  their  bewildered  mind. 
It  was  at  this  stage  Toiorr  towed  in  the  apothecary.  He  appeared 
L  the  scene  quite  as  abroptly  as  Borneo^  s  acquaintance  in  the  streets 


on 

of  Mantua:— 


I  do  remember  in  aoothecary, 
And  hereabout  he  awells. 


Cap*bb  omitted  details ;  but  House  gathered  that  his  friend  the 
apothecary  was,  like  Eomec^s,  meagre  of  looks,  wom  to  the  bones  by 
sharp  misery.  This  condition  engoidered  by  oiroumstance  that  he 
had  Dcen  brooding  in  his  needy  smm,  among  the  green  earthen  pots, 
bladders,  and  musty  seeds,  remnants  of  packthread  and  old  cakes  of 
roses,  upon  fact  that  whilst  there  are  suiveon-majors  in  the  Army, 
there  are  no  apolhecary-migors.  On  benalf  of  nis  absent  friend, 
ToMHT  demanded  an  expUmation  from  Sbcbbtabt  of  State  fob 
Wab. 

Cawmell-Bankbemav  with  tlie  rothless  disregard  of  Shaksperian 
traditions  that  seems  to  suit  the  War  Office,  said  **  apothecanes  are 
an  exinring  dass,"  a  way  of  putting  it  that  suggested  they  had  been 
dosing  themselves.  Their  place  was  now  fiUedTby  non-commissioned 
officers,  who  were  called  compounders  of  medicine. 

What  a  fall  is  here.  FancyiSomeo  going  about  the  moonlit 
streets  of  Mantua  calling  out.  '*  What  ho  I  Compounder  of  Medicine." 
This  callous  remark  had  such  effect  on  Cap'en  Tohxt  that  he  laid 
aside  his  speaking-trumpet,  and  was  heard  no  more  through  the  live- 
long night.    Business  aime.—Qome  Votes  in  Army  Estimates. 

Thursday,— Lockedi  in  after  dinner  just  now;  startled  to  find 
Haitbubt  on  his  legs,  with  bit  of  dirty  white  rag  held  out  in 
both  hands  towards  Treasury  Bench.  Not  many  Members  present ; 
those  on  Liberal  side  vociferously  cheering.  Cawmbll-Baiibbbmak 
looking  in  better  tempor  even  than  usual;  which  was  strange  since 
Committee  on  Army  Estimates  been  at  it  since  four  o'clock,  and  only 
one  vote  passed.  Woodall,  only  other  occupant  of  Treasuir  Benoh. 
been  shewing  how  a  man  may  smile  and  smile,  and  be  a  Financial 
Secretary  to  the  War  Office.  xiTow  the  smile  broadens  till  it  stretches 
almost  full  length  of  Treasury  Bench.  As  Sabx  says,  it  justifies 
BuDTABD  EiPLDTo's  bold  imagery  of  Bobs  sitting  on  a  Ducking 
charger. 

With  a  imile  round  both  jer  een. 

Ain't  ye  Bobs  P 

Caubtok  just  bustled  in,  holding  telegram  at  arm's  length.  It  is 
the  reading  of  this  that  has  broken  the  monotony  of  Committee  witli 
lunse  of  cheering,  and  dashed  a  smile  along  the  Ministerial  benches 
like  a  sudden  flash  of  sunlight.  Only  for  this  merry  mood,  one 
entering  the  House  at  this  particular  moment  might  fear  the  worst. 
Hakbubt  been  at  it  hour  alter  hour  since  Tuesday,  when  House  got 
into  Committee  on  Navy  Estimates.  Cawmbll-Babbbbmav,  a 
person  of  imperturbable  temper.  But  there  are  limits  to  human 
endurance;  now  they  seem  to  have  been  reached.  This  telegram 
CAUflTOK  has  brought  in  and  handed  to  War  Minister  doubtless 
announces  that  all  is  ready :  a  file  of  soldiers  waits  on  the  Terrace; 
Habbubt  will  be  seijEcd,  bound,  carried  forth,  blindfolded,  shot; 
and  then  the  Committee  will  really  get  to  business,  and  vote  Supply. 

A  sad  fate  for  one  only  moderately  middle-aged.  Tu  Pas  vouiu 
RoBEBT  Whjjam.  Still,  cannot  withhold  the  tear  of  pity  as  the 
hapless  man  stands  clutching  at  the  extended  white  flag  which 
announces  hii  camtulation,  his  entreaty  for  pardon,  his  promise  of 
better  conduct  in  luture. 
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Aak  Bark  if  ho  mrn^t  say  Bomething  for 
the  doomed  man.  Sxmk^  in  language  not  to 
he  here  repeated,  expUins  that  things  ar$ 
not  what  thev  seem.  Fact  is,  Hahbubt  has 
somewhere  obtained  (in  what  manner,  Saek 
hints,  may  he  matter  for  police  inquiry)  a 
portion  d  sheeting,  the  property  of  Heb 
Majbstt,  supplied  to  soldiers.  This  he  has  i 
hronght  down,  intending  to  confound  Caw- 
XBLL-BANBKRXAir.  Happened  to  brin^  it 
out  just  at  the  moment  when  news  amred 
of  a  great  liberal  victory  snatched  at  the 
polls  at  AtUrdiffe.    That 's  aU. 

Bunneu  done, -^  Two  Totes  in  Army 
Estimates. 

House  of  Lords,  IVidaif.—Teen  not 
habitually  given  to  tears.  To-ni^ht  the 
Mabxiss  plunged  them  (especially  Ministers] 
into  condition  of  abject  woe.  Only  said 
that  England  was  the  head-quarters  of  the 
Anarchist  oi>erations,  Ihe  laboratory  in 
which  all  their  contrivances  were  hatched. 
RosKBXBT  jumped  at  opportunity  with  in- 
tuition of  Old  Parliamentary  Hand.  En- 
larged upon  it  with  skill  of  bom  dehater. 
Mabxiss  saw  his  mistime.  Hadn't  meant 
anything ;  only  his  way  of  i>utting  a  case. 
But  here  was  Rosebert  piolessly  making 
it  clear  how  the  Leader  of  the  Patriot 
Party  had  given  his  country  away  to  the 
Paris  gossips ;  how  he  had  assumed  a  state 
of  things  wnicui,  set  forth  on  authwitv  of 
ex-Prime  Minister  and  ex-Secretary  of  State 
for  Foreign  Affairs,  would  be  made  much 
of  by  the  enemy  abroad. 

M!abki88  for  once  so  singed  by  his  own 
blazing  indiscretion  that  he  did  not  wait  for 
ScHOMBEBO  Macdowell^b  Convenient  cor- 
respondent, but  forthwith  endeavoured  to 
explain  away  his  remarks.  This  led  only 
to  tears  coursing  more  ramdly  down  Rose- 
beet's  pained  face,  whilst  Spehceb  forlornly 
shook  his  beard  as  if  it  were  the  flag  of 
Eneland  drooping  under  the  shamed  skies, 
and.  KiHBEBLET  dolefully  dropi>ed  his  head. 
A  pretty  scene,  admirably  staged  and  acted. 

jBusineu  done. — ^The  Mabkiss  puts  his 
foot  in  it.     

The  Two  Sarahs. 

0  WoMAK,  you  romp  in  with  easel 

If  you  're  not  proud  you  're  hard  to  please : 

Men  talk  to-day  on  every  hand 

Of  **  the  Grand  Saba  "  and  **  Sabah  Gband." 


IfishJaivey,  "Let  mb  dhbivb  yeb  Honoub  to  Dlneks  Hbad." 
Englith  TmrUt,  *'I  have  8EEH  that,  Pat.     I  wB!rr  tiikrk  Twq  Ybabs 

AGO." 

Irish  Jarvey,  **Ah,  yer  Honoue,  shure  thkv 've  added  to  the  Scbnert 

8IKCB  that  TOIME  I  " 


Stabtlii76  fob  Heb.— Mts.  R.'s  niece  read  out  the  heading  of  a 
paragraph  in  the  Daily  Oraphie  last  Thursday,  which  sounded  to 
her  attentive  aunt  like  '*  The  New  Baby."  Mrs.  R.  was  all  attention, 
expecting  some  gratifyinar  intelligence  from  White  Lodge.  Imagine 
her  astonishment  when  ner  niece  continued,  **  An  addition  to  the  i 

collection  of  the  Zoological  Society  of  London  was  made  last  week "  | 

*'  What !  I ! "  exclaimed  Mrs.  R.,  and  her  niece  continued.)  '^  When 
a  gnu  was  bom  at  the  menagerie  in  Regent's  Park."  The  excellent 
lady  was  dumb  with  amazement.  Then  her  niece  showed  her  the 
heading  which  was  **  A  Gnu  Baby,"  with  the  illustration  of  the  gnu 
baby  and  the  old  mother. 

Phosphobescexce  is  Abt.— -Said  Professor  Dewab,  in  a  recent  lec- 
ture, *'  A  perfectly  clean  plate  of  metal  does  not  phosphoresce,  but 
the  merest  trace  of  grease  -such  as  is  left  by  the  touch  of  the  hand 
—will  make  it  brightly  luminous."  Take,  adds  Mr,  Punchy  hy  way 
of  example,  a  perfectlv  clean  plate  of  metal,  apply  to  it  the  hand  of 
a  skilled  etcher,  say  of  Professor  Hctbebt  Heekomeb,  R.  A.,  and  the 
result  will  be  hrightly  luminous,  and  what  is  more,  it  will  last,  and 
its  bright  luminosity  will  increase  with  age. 

Vive  Rosebeby  I— The  owner  of  Ladas  celebrated  the  Derby 
triumph  with  an  entertainment  to  the  Epsom  Poor  of  the  Union 
Workhouse,  all  Unionists,  of  course,  which  makes  the  Premieres 
Ladasian  horse^pitality  still  more  noble.  **  This  week  His  Lordship 
entertains  the  Epsom  tradesmen,"  so  it  is  announced.  One  of  the 
entertainments  will  be  of  a  novel  naval  character,  and  will  consist  of 
a  hornpipe  by  the  celebrated  Old  Epsom  Salts.  Afterwards  nautical 
song,  ^-'^  -^^ 


Really  Sensible.— The  Lord  Chief  Justice  of  England.  I>J^ 
Russell  of  Killowen,  fand  if  there  is  anything  in  a  name  isn  t  tlus 
**  Justice  to  Ireland  "  ? )  will  commence  his  judicial  duties,  ^^^ 
swearing  is  over,  to-day,  Weduesdav.    His  Lordship  has  appointed 
Mr.  R.  J.  Block  to  be  his  Chief  Clerk.    Excellent  appcantment . , 
Especially  in  this  summer  heat,  as  when  oppressed  hy  the  wngbt^  | 
bis  lAgal  wig,  the  Lord  Chief  will  simply  take  it  off  and  pat  it  on  I 
the  Bk)ck.  | 

She  Kkows  !— Mrs.  R.  is  much  pained  on  hearing  that  in  some 
parts  of  the  Potteries  the  favourite  song  is  the  weU-known  on« 
containing  the  lines :—  i 

The  beating  of  his  own  wife 

Wta  all  the  sound  he  heard. 

As  she  shrewdly  remarks,  this  indicates  the  manner  in  wbiuh  the 
cottar  in  this  district  is  accustomed  to  spend  his  Saturday  nigbt. 


OuB  Toby  and  nis  Anxious  Fbtends.— -3fr.  Punch  has  remval 
several  letters  reminding  him  that  the  Duke  of  Rutland  is  a  Cantab 
not  an  Oxonian  as  stated  in  our  Tobt*s  '*  Essence  "  for  June  30.   ij^^  i 
is  delighted  to  hear  it.    He  will  remember  in  future  that  '  Mf 
Crummies  is  not  a  Prussian,"  &c.,  &o. 


**  London  Platobounds."— Drury  I*ane,  Lyceum,  Haymarkf<. 
Toole's,  &c.,  &c.  The  respective  managers  say  they  prefer  to  «* 
these  crammed,  and  object  to  all  **  open  spaces.(W  I  r> 
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A  RIVERSIDE  LAMENT. 

Lf  my  ffarden,  where  the  roee 
By  the  nondred  gaily  blows. 
And  the  river  freshly  flows 

Close  to  me, 
I  can  s^end  the  sommer  day 
In  a  qmte  idylHo  way ; 
Sunply  charming,  you  would 
say. 

Could  you  see. 

I  am  far  from  stuffy  town. 
Where    the    soots    meander 

down, 
And  the  air  seems  —  being 

brown- 
Close  to  me. 
I  am  (ar  from  rushing  train ; 
Bradshaw  does  not  Dore  my 

brain. 
Nor,  comparatiTely  plain, 
ABC. 

To  my  punt  I  can  repair, 
If  the  weather 's  fairly  fair, 
But  one  grievance!  have  there ; 

Close  to  me, 
Ae  I  sit  and  idly  dream. 
Clammy  corpses  ever  seem 
Floating    down    the    placid 
stream 

To  the  sea. 

Though  the  boats  that  crowd 

tnelook— 
Snoh  an  animated  block !— 
Bring   gay  damsels,  quite  a 

flock. 

Close  to  me, 
Yet  I  heed  not  tasty  togs, 
When,  as  motionless  as  logs. 
Float  defunct  and  dismal  dogs 
There  atusi. 


As  in  Egypt  at  a  feast. 
With  eskoh  party  comes  at  least 
One  sad  corpse,  departed  beast, 

Close  to  me; 
Till  a  Canon  might  go  off, 
TillaDeau  mightswear  or  scoff. 
Or  a  Bishop— tip-top  toff 

Inasee. 

Floating  to  me  from  above, 
If  it  stick,  with  gentle  shove. 
To  my  neighbour,  whom  I  love. 

Close  to  me, 
I  send  on  each  ^^nesome  guest. 
Should  I  drag  it  out  to  rest 
In  my  garden?  No,rmble8tI 

Non,  mereil 

OUR  BOOKING-OFFICE. 

**FoR  a  modest  dish  of 
camp-pie.  suited  to  barracks 
and  youth  militant,  commend 
me,"  ^uoth  one  of  the  Baron's 
Baromtes,  **  to  Only  a 
Drummer  -  Boy,  a  maiden 
effort,  and  unpretentious,  like 
its  author,  who  calls  himself 
Aethttb  Amtahd.  but  is 
really  Captain  Arthve 
D&vmiEH  Haooabd.  He  has 
the  rare  advantage, -missed  by 
most  peonle  who  write  soldier 
novels,  of  knowing  what  he  is 
talking  about.  If  there  are 
faults  '  to  pardon  in  the  draw- 
ing's lines/  they  are  faults  of 
techniqueandnot  of  anatomy." 
"The  Court  is  with  you," 
quoth  the  Babok  db  B.-W. 


THE   'ARDEN-ING   PROCESS. 

Orlando.  "TiRiP,  Rosalind!"  JRosalind.  "Pneumatically.' 


HoTKL  Note.— The  chef  at 
every  Oordon  Hotel  ought  to 
hen ''Gordon  Bleu:' 


THE  yOLVHTEEB'S  YADE  KECVM. 

(Bisley  EdUian,) 

Question.  What  is  the  amlntion  of  every 
rifleman? 

Answer.  To  become  an  eznert  marksman. 

Q.  How  is  this  to  be  done  r 

A.  By  practice  at  the  regimental  butts 
(where  sudi  accommodation  exists),  and  ap- 
pearing at  Bisley. 

Q.  Is  the  new  site  of  the  Natbnal  Rifle 
Association  better  than  the  last  P 

A.  Certainly,  for  those  who  come  to  Bialey 
intend  to  shoot. 

Q.  But  did  anyone  turn  up  at  Wimbledon 
for  any  puipose  other  than  nuirksmanship  ? 

A.  Yes,tor  many  of  those  who  occupied  the 
tents  used  their  marauees  merely  as  a  suitable 
resting-place  for  Ugpt  refreshments. 

Q.  Is  there  anything  of  that  kind  at  Bisley  f 

A.  Not  much,  as  the  nearest  place  of  inte- 
rest is  a  crematorium,  and  the  most  beautiful 
grounds  in  the  neighbourhood  belong  to  a 
oemeteiT. 

Q.  Then  the  business  of  Bisley  is  shoot- 
ing P 

A.  Distinctly.  Without  the  rifle,  the  place 
would  be  as  mdandholy  as  its  companion 
spot,  Woking. 

Q.  In  this  place  of  useful  work,  what  is 
the  first  object  of  the  marksman  P 

A.  To  score  heavily,  if  possible;  but,  at 
any  rate^  to  score. 

Q.  Is  it  neoessarv  to  appear  in  uniform  P 

A.  That  depends  upon  the  regulationB 
commanding  the  prize  competitions. 

Q.  What  is  uniform  P 

A.  As  much  or  as  little  of  the  dress  of  a 
corps  that  a  judge  will  order  a  marksman  to 
adopt. 


Q.  If  some  marksmen  were  paraded  with 
their  own  corps,  how  would  they  look  P 

A.  They  would  appear  to  be  a  sorry  sight. 

Q.  Why  would  they  appear  to  be  a  sorry 
sight  P 

A.  Because  over  a  tunio  would  appear  a 
straw  hat,  and  under  a  pouch-belt  fancy 
tweed  trousers. 

Q.  But  surely  if  the  Yolunteers  are  anxious 
to  improve  themselves  they  will  practise 
**  smartness"? 

A.  But  they  do  not  want  to  promote  smart- 
ness ;  they  wan'/  to  win  cups,  or  the  value  of 
cup«. 

Q.  What  is  the  greatest  reward  that  a 
marksman  can  obtain  P 

A.  Some  hundreds  of  pounds, 

Q.  And  the  smallest  P 

A.  A  dozen  of  somebody's  champsgne,  or 
a  box  of  someone  else*s  soap. 

Q.  Under  all  the  circumstances  of  the  case, 
what  would  be  an  appropriate  rule  for  Bisley  r 

A,  Look  after  the  cup- winning,  and  every- 
thing else  will  take  care  of  itself. 


LATEST  PARLIAMENTARY  BETTING. 
Oensbal  Election  Staxxs. 
2  to  1  on  Rosebery  and  Ladas  (coupled). 
25  to  1  agst  Haroourt's  Resignation. 
50  to  1   —  Nonconformist  Conscience. 
70  to  1   —  Budget  Bill  (off— 75  to  1  taken). 
100  to  1   —  Ministerial  Programme. 

For  Placbs  (Next  Sissiok  Stakxs). 
2  to  1  on  Asquith  for  the  Leadtrahip. 
12  to  1  agst  the  Labouohere  Peerage. 

Nbw  Prkvikrship  Seluico  Stakes. 
12  to  1  on  Gladstone  Redivivus. 
£00  to  1  agst  any  other. 


AS  WE  LIKE  IT. 

(J Aqvm  resumes.) 

—All  the  world's  upon  the  stage, 
And  here  and  there  you  really  get  a  player : 
The  exits  rather  than  the  entrances 
Are  regulated  by  the  County  Council ; 
And  one  man  in  a  season  sees  a  lot- 
Seven  plays  a  week,  indudine  matinSes^ 
And  several  acts  in  each.  And.  first  the  infant, 
A  vernal  blossom  of  the  Garrick  Chaste, 
Playing  the  super  in  his  bassinet. 
And  innocently  causing  some  chagrin 
To  Mr.  ECCLE8.    Then  there 's  Archibald, 
New  Boy,  and  nearly  father  to  the  man. 
With  mourning  on  his  face  and  kicks  behind, 
Returning  under  strong  connubial  stress 
Unwillingly  to  school.    And  next  the  lover, 
Sighing  like  Alxxakdeb  for  fresh  iidds. 
And  pinning  wof  ully  to  win  a  kiss. 
Even  to  hu  very  eyebrows.   Then  the  soldier. 
Armed  with  strange  maxims  and  a  carpet-bag, 
Cock-Shaw  in  miutary  ironies. 
And  blowing  off  the  bubbling  repartee  [staff. 
With  chocolate  in-his  mouth.  And  next  is  Fal- 
In  fair  round  belly  with  good  bolsters  lined. 
Full  of  wide  sores,  and  lidly  cut  about 
Bv  Windsor  hussies,— modem  instances 
Ot  the  revolting  woman.    Sixthly,  Charley's 

Aunt. 
Now  ancient  as  the  earth,  and  shifting  still 
The  Penley  pantaloons  for  ladies*  gear. 
Her  fine  heroic  waist  a  world  too  wide 
For  the  slim  corset,  and  her  manly  lips. 
Tuned  to  the  treble  of  a  maiden's  pipe. 
Grasping  a  biff  cigar.    Last  scene  of  all. 
The  season's  close  and  mere  oblivion ; 
Away  to  Europe  and  the  provinces  ; 
And  London  left  forlorn  without  them  all, 
Sans-Oene,  Santuxza,  yea,  sans  everything. 

DicjiLizyu  \j\ 
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''A  GOOD  TIME  COMING!'' 

(And  U  HAS  been  a  good  Hme  coming, 

['*  The  gamo  of  mixed  thaoce  and  skill  which  the  fanner  plari  each 
year  with  Nature  if  still  undecided ;  but,  if  the  fiimier  wins,  his  win- 
ningt  will  be  largo  indeed."— I^^  **  Times^'  on  Farming  Protpeett, 

BritUh  Farmer^  log, : — 

Bless  my  old  bones  !—they  're  weary  ones,  wherefore  I  takes 

small  shame*^ 
For  the  first  time  for  many  a  year  mine  looki  a  winninj:  game! 
A ''hamper"  harvest?    Blissful  thought  I    For  long  Pye  been 

fair  stuck, 
But  now  I  really  hope  I  see  a  change  in  my  bad  luck. 
True,  my  opponent  is  a  chap  'tis  doosed  hud  to  matdu 
I  seed  a  picture  once  of  one  a  playing  'ffainst  Old  Scratch, 
And  oftoitimes  I  feels  like  that,  a-sticking  all  together. 
Against  that  demon-dioer  whom  we  know  as  British  Weather  I 
What  use  of  ploughs  and  patience,  boys,  or  skill,  and  seed,  and 

sickle, 
'Gainst  frost,  and  rain,  and  blighted  grain,  and  all  that's  foul 

and  fickle? 
When  the  fly  is  on  the  turmuts,  and  the  blight  is  on  the  barley. 
And  meadows   show  like  sodden  swamps,  a  farmer  do  get 

snarley. 
But  now  the  crops  from  hay  to  hope  show  promising  of  plenty, 
A-doubling  last  year's  ayerage,  plus  a  extry  ten  or  twenty. 
And  straw  is  good,  uncommon  so,  and  barley,  wheat  ana  oats, 

6ir, 
Make  a  rare  show  o*er  whose  rich  gbw  the  long-tried  farmer 

gloats.  Sir! 
Beans  ain't  so  bad,  spite  o'  May  frosts ;  turnips  and  swedes  look 

Though  the  noet  and  fly  the  mangolds  try,  and  the  taters  won't 

be  whopping. 
Those  poor  unlucky  taters !    If  there 's  any  mischief  froing. 
They  cop  their  share,  and  how  they  'U  fare  this  year  there  ain't 

no  knowing; 
And  peas  is  good,  and  hops  is  bad,  or  baddish.    But,  by  jingo  I 
The  sight  o'  the  hay  as  I  saw  to-day  is  as  good  as  a  glass  of 

stingo.  

Pastures  and  meadows  pomise  prime,  well  nigh  the  country  oyer. 
Though  them  as  depend  on  their  doyer-crop  will  hardly  be  in  doyer. 
But  take  'em  all,  the  big  and  small,  the  ceieals,  roots,  and  grasses. 
There 's  a  lump  o'  cheer  for  the  farmers'  hearts,  and  the  farmers' 

wiyes  and  lasses ; 
If  only  him  I  'm  playing  against— well,  p'r'aps  I  'd  best  be  oiril. — 
If  he  isn't  Jemmt  Squabefoot  though,  ne  has  the  luck  o'  the  diyil. 
With  Lis  rain  and  storm  and^oold  and  hot,  and  his  host  of  insect 

horrors,  [to-morrers. 

He  has  the  pull,  and  our  bright  to-days  may  be  spiled  by  black 
A  ooye  like  him  with  looks  so  grim,  and  flies,  and suchphiUstians, 
Is  no  fair  foe  for  farmer  chaps  as  is  mortial  men  and  Christians. 
Look  at  him  damply  glowering  there  with  a  eye  like  a  hungry 

yulture! 
With  his  blights  at  hand,  and  his  floods  to  command,  he 's  the  scourge 

of  Agriculture.  [turning, 

But  howsomeyer,  although  he's  deyer,  luck's  all,  and  mine  seems 
Oh !  for  a  few  more  fair  fine  weeks,  not  swamped,  nor  yet  too  bundng. 
When  the  sun  shines  sweet  on  the  slanting  wneat,  with  the  bees 

through  the  doyer  humming. 
And  us  farmer  chaps  with  a  cheery  heart  wiU  sing  '*  There '«  a  good 

time  coming:  " 

A  MODERN  MADAME. 
(According  to  the  New  School  of  Teachers, 

She  belieyes  in  nothing  but  herself,  and  neyer  accepts  her  own 
personality  seriously. 

She  has  aspirations  after  the  impossible,  and  is  herself  far  from 
probable ;  she  regards  her  husband  as  an  unnecessary  eyil,  and  her 
children  as  disturbances  without  compensating  adyantages. 

She  writes  more  than  she  rcttds  ana  sddom  scribbles  anything. 

She  has  no  feelings,  and  yet  has  a  yearning  after  the  intense. 

She  is  the  antithesis  of  ner  grandmother,  and  has  made  further 
deydopment  in  generations  to  come  quite  impossible. 

She  thinks  without  the  thoughts  of  a  male,  and  yet  has  lost  the 
comprehension  of  a  female. 

To  sum  up,  she  is  hudly  up  to  the  standard  of  a  man,  and  yet  has 
sunk  seyeral  fathoms  below  the  leyd  of  a  woman. 


TO   GOLFERS. 

SrcGssTioH  FOB  k  Raint  Day.  .  Spilukins  on  ▲  Grand  Soalb. 


Mxic.  AT  Loed's  dubino  the  Eton  and  Habbow,  Fbidat, 
July  13.  (It  rained  the  better  part,  which  became  the  worse  part, 
of  the  day,)— Sot  much  use  trying  to  do  anything  with  any  **  match '' 
in  the  wet 


WHAT  WE  MAY  EXPECT  SOON. 

By  Our  Own  fTiVf.— Dispute  broken  out  between  k)oal  en^lojar 
of  labour— Shoemaker  with  two  apprenticee— and  his  hands.  One 
apprentice  won't  work  with  toother.    Shoemaker  looked  ovit  both. 

Later  News,— Dinmie  deydqinng.  Amalgamate  Aaaoeiation  of 
Trade  Unions  sent  nf^  thousand  men  with  rifles  into  town.  Also 
park  of  artillery.    Arbitration  suggested. 

Special  TVAf^am.— Federated  Sodetf  of  Mastenoooupying  Market 
Place  and  pnndpal  streets  with  Oatling  guns.  Expresses  itself 
willing  to  accept  Arbitration  in  prindple. 

A  Day  After,  —Conflicts  to-day  between  qpposinff  f oroes.  Streets 
resemble  battle-fldd.  Authorities  annonnoe—-^*  wiO  shortly  act  with 
yigour."  Enrolled  ten  extra  polioemen.  Police,  inokding  extra  ten, 
captured  by  rioters,  and  looked  up  in  their  own  cells.  Business— 
except  of  undertakers— at  standstill. 

Latest  Developtnents,—Mi]iTe  conflicts,  deaths,  outrages,  incen- 
diarism. Central  Goyemment  tdegnphs  to  Shoemaker  to  take  back 
both  apprentices  to  stop  disastrous  disorder.  No  reply.  Shoemaker 
and  both  apprentices  been  killed  in  riots. 

Close  of  the  8trugale,—8ioek  of  gunpowder  exhausted.  Both 
sides  inclined  to  accept  compromise.  Board  of  Conniliation  formed. 
Surviyors  of  employers  and  employed  shake  hands.  Town  iiretriey- 
ably  ruined,  but  peace  firmly  re-established. 


EpIOEAMMATIC    DeSCBIPTION,    BT    a    BiLLIABD    PlATEB,  07   THE 
SELECTION  OF  THE    CHIEF   MlNSTBEL    TO   BE  THE  RSCIPTXNT  OF  A 

Pbize  at  the  bbcent  Eisteddfod.—"  Spot  Bard,^ 


AooDBNTS  IN  ouB  B0TTENE8T  RoTTEN  Row.— The  soooer  the 
cause  (t.s.  Rotten  Row  itself)  of  the  numerous  complaints  is  well 
grounded,  the  better  for  the  equestrians. 

National  Reflection  (suooested  bt  becent  Yacht-Race}.— It 
is  of  small  use  Bbitannia  being  Bbitannia  unless  she  be  also  YigilaBt. 
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LYRE   AND    LANCET. 

{A  Story  in  Semes.) 

PART  III.— THE  TWO  ANDEOMEDAS. 

SCE5E  in. — opposite  a  Railway  Bookstall  at  a  London  Terminus, 
TiME—Saturday,  425  P.M. 

Drysdale  {to  his  friend,  Oalfbib  IJkdbbshxll,  whom  he  is 
**  seetna  off^*).  Twenty  minutes  to  spare ;  time  enough  to  lay  in  any 
quantity  of  light  literature. 

Under  shell  {in  a  head  voice),  I  fear  the  merely  ephemeral  does  not 
appeal  to  me.  But  I  should  like  to  make  a  little  experiment.  {To 
the  Bookstall  Clerk,)  A— do  you  happen  to  hare  a  copy  left  of 
Clakton  Blaib*8  Andromeda  f 

Clerk,  Not  in  stock,  Sir.  Never  'eard  of  the  book,  but  daresay 
I  could  get  it  for  you.  Here 's  a  Detective  Story  we  *re  sellin*  like 
■ot  cakes— TAe  Man  with  the  Missing  2be— very  cleverly  written 
story,  Sir. 

Ind,  I  merely  wished  to  know— that  wa^  all.  {Turning  with 
resigned  disgust  to  Dbtsdais.)  Just  think  of  it,  my  dear  fellow.  At  a 
bookstall  like  this  one  feels  the  pulse, 
as  it  were,  of  Contemporary  Culture ; 
and  here  mv  Andromeda,  which  no 
less  an  authority  than  the  Daily 
Chronicle  hailed  as  the  uprising  of  a 
new  and  splendid  era  in  English  Song- 
making,  a  Poetic  Renascence,  my  poor 
Andromeda  \%  trampled  underfoot  by 
— rcAoAfiViy)— Men  with  Missing  Toes! 
What  a  satire  on  our  so-called  Progress  I 

Drys,  That  a  purblind  public  should 
prefer  a  Shilling  Shocker  for  railway 
reading  when  for  a  modest  half-guinea 
they  might  obtain  a  numbered  volume 
of  Coming  Poetry  on  hand-made  paper  I 
It  does  seem  incredible,— but  they  do. 
Well,  if  they  can't  read  Andromeda 
on  the  journey,  they  can  at  least  peruse 
a  stinger  on  it  in  this  week's  Saturday, 
Seen  it? 

Xind,  No.  I  don't  vex  my  soul  by 
reading  criticisms  on  my  work.  I  am 
no  Ebats.  They  may  howl— but  they 
will  not  kill  me.  By  the  way,  the 
Speaker  had  a  most  enthusiastic  notice 
last  week. 

Drys,  So  you  saw  that  then  P  But 
you're  right  not  to  mind  the  others. 
When  a  fellow's  contrived  to  hang 
on  to  the  Chariot  of  Fame,  he  can't 
wonder  if  a  few  rude  and  envious 
bq^gars  call  out  *'Whip  behind!"  ehP 
You  don't  want  to  get  in  yet  ?  Sup- 
pose we  take  a  turn  up  to  the  end  of 
the  platform.  [  They  do, 

James  Spubbsll.  M.R.C.V.S.,  enters 
with  his  friend,  Thomas  Tankake, 
of  HuBDELL  AND  Tanbake,  Joh  and 
Riding  Masters,  Mayfair. 

Spurrell,  Yes,  it 's  lucky  for  me  old 
Spavdt  bong  laid  up  like  thia— gives 
me  a  regular  little  outing,  do  you  see  ? 
going  oown  to  a  swell  place  like  this 
Wyvem  Court,  and  being  put  up  there  for  a  day  or  two ! 
wonder  if  they  do  you  very  well  in  the  housekeeper*  s  room.  ( To  Clerk. 
Give  me  a  Ptnk  '  Un  and  last  week's  Dog  Fancier* s  Guide, 

Clerk,  We've  returned  the  unsold  copies.  Could  give  you  this 
week's ;  or  tliere  's  The  Rabbit  and  Poultry  Breeder  s  Journal, 

Spurr,  Oh,  rabbits  be  Mowed!  {To  Taxbake.)  I  wanted  you  to 
fee  that  notice  they  put  in  of  Andromeda  and  me,  with  my  photo 
and  all ;  it  said  she  was  the  best  bull-bitch  they  'd  seen  for  many  a 
day,  and  fullv  deserved  her  first  prize. 

Tanrake,  She's  a  rare  good  bitch,  and  no  mistake.  But  what 
made  you  call  her  such  an  outlandish  name  f 

Spurr,  Well,  I  was  going  to  call  her  S(d:  but  a  chap  at  the 
Colieg^e  thought  the  other  wo£Jd  look  more  stylish  if  I  ever  meant  to 
exhi  bit  her.  Andromeda  was  one  of  them  Roman  goddesses,  you  know. 

Tanr,  Oh,  I  knew  that  right  enough.  Come  and  have  a  drink 
before  yon  start— just  for  luck— not  that  you  want  that, 

Spurr.  I  'm  lucky  enough  in  most  things,  Tom  ;  in  everjrthinff 
except  love.  I  told  you  about  that  girl,  you  know— Emma— ana 
my  beinff  as  good  as  engaged  to  her,  and  then,  all  of  a  sudden,  die 
went  on  abroad  and  I  've  never  seen  or  had  a  line  from  her  since. 
Can't  call  that  luck,  you  know.  Well,  I  won't  say  no  to  a  glass  of 
something.  [  They  disappear  into  the  Refreshment  Room, 


"  Here 's  a  detective  story  we  're  aellin'  like  *ot  cakes." 
I  shoulduH 


The  Countess  of  Caktibe  enters  with  her  daughter.  Lady 
Maisie  Mull. 
Lady  Cantire  {to  Footman).  Get  a  compartment  for  us,  and  two 
foot-warmers,  and  a  seoona-olass  as  near  ours  as  yon  can  for 
PanupsoN ;  then  come  back  here.  Stay,  I  'd  better  give  you 
Phillipsok'b  ticket  {The  Footman  disappears  in  the  crowd,)  Now 
we  must  get  something  to  read  on  the  journey.  ( To  Clerk.)  I  want  a 
book  of  some  sort— no  rubbish,  mind;  something  serious  and 
imTOoving,  and  not  a  work  of  fiction. 

Ulerk,  Exactly  so.  Ma'am.    Let  me  see.    Ah,  here 's  Alone  with 
the  ^Airy  Ainoo,    How  would  you  like  that  t 
Lady  Cant,  {tcith  decision),  I  should  not  like  it  at  alL 
Clerk,  I  quite  understand.    Well,  I  can  give  you  Three '  Undred 
Ways  of  Dressing  the  Cold  jlfti^ton— useful  little  book  for  a  famfly, 
redooced  to  one  and  ninepence. 

Lady  Cant,  Thank  you.    I  think  I  will  wait  until  I  am  reduced 
to  one  and  ninepence. 

Clerk,  Precisely.  What  do  you  say  to  Seven  ^Undred  Side- 
splitters  for  Sixpence  f  'Ig:hly  yumorous,  I  assure  you. 
L'^dy  Cant,  Are  these  times  to  split  our  aides,  with  so  many 
serious  social  problems  pressing  for 
solution?  You  are  presumaUy  not 
without  intelliffence ;  do  you  never 
reflect  upon  the  resiwnsiDility  yon 
incur  in  assistinff  to  ciroulate  trivial 
and  frivolous  trash  of  this  sort  P 

Clerk  (dubiously),  WelL  I  can't 
say  as  I  ao,  particular,  Ma  am.  I  'm 
paid  to  sdl  the  books— I  don't  select 
'em. 

Lady  Cant,  That  is  no  exooae  for 
you— you  ought  to  exercise  some  dis- 
crimination on  your  own  aooonnt, 
instead  odf  pressing  people  to  buy  what 
can  do  t^em  no  possible  good.  Yom 
can  give  me  a  Soctety  Snippets, 

Lady  Maisie,  Mamma!  A  penay 
pax>er  that  says  such  rude  things  about 
the  Koyal  Family ! 

Lady  Cant,  It 's  always  instmcdve 
to  know  what  these  creatures  are  say- 
ing about  one.  my  dear,  and  it  'a  aato- 
nisninfr  how  they  manage  to  find  out 
the  things  they  do.    Ah,  here  'a  Gba- 
VENEB  coming  back.    He's  ^ot  us  a 
carriage,  and  we  'd  better  get  in. 
[She  and  her  daughter  enter  a  first- 
class  compartment :  UVDEBSHELL 
and  Dbtsdalb  return, 
Drys,    {to  Ubdebshbll).    Well,  I 
don't   see  now  where  the   inaolenoe 
comes  in.    These  people  have  invited 

you  to  stay  with  them 

Und,  But  why  ?  Not  beoauae  they 
appreciate  my  work— which  they  pro- 
bably only  half  understand— bat  out 
of  mere  idle  curiosity  to  see  what 
maimer  of  strange  beast  a  Poet  may 
be!  And  I  don't  know  this  Lady 
CuLVEBiK— never  met  her  in  my  life  I 
What  the  deuce  does  she  mean  by 
sending  me  an  invitation  P  Why 
should  these  smart  women  suppoae 
that  tiiey  are  entitled  to  send  fnit  a 
Man  of  Genius,  as  if  he  was  their  lackey  t    Answer  me  that  I 

Drys,  Perhaps  the  delusion  is  encouraged  by  the  fact  that  Genius 
occasionally  condescends  to  answer  the  beU. 

Und,  {reddening).  Do  you  imagine  I  am  going  down  to  this  xilaee 
siinply  to  please  them  f  ^ 

Drys,  I  should  think  it  a  doubtful  kindness,  in  your  present  frame 
of  mind ;  and,  as  you  are  hardly  going  to  please  yourself,  wouldn't 
it  be  more  dignified,  on  the  whole,  not  to  go  at  all  ? 

Und,  You  never  did  understand  me!    Sometimes  I  think  I  was 
bom  to  be  misunderstood!    But  you  might  do  me  the  justice  to 
believe  that  I  am  not  goin^  from  merely  snobbish  motives,     Maj 
I  not  feel  that  such  a  recognition  as  this  is  a  tribute  less  to  mj  poor 
self  than  to  Literature,  and  that,  as  such,  I  have  scarcely  the  right 
to  decline  it  ? 
Drys,  Ah,  if  you  put  it  in  that  way,  I  am  silenoed^  of  course. 
Und.  Or  what  if  I  am  going  to  show  these  Patriciana  that — Foet 
of  the  People  as  I  am— they  can  neither  patronise  nor  c^oie  me? 
Drys,  Exactly,  old  chap— what  if  you  are  f 
Und,  I  don't  say  that  I  may  not  have  another  reason — a^a  rathcs' 
romantic  one— but  you  would  only  sneer  if  I  totd  yon !    I  know  you 
think  me  a  poor  creature  whose  head  has  been  turned  by  an  iui« 
deserved  success.  Digitized  by 
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Dry 9,  You  're  not  going  to  try  to  pick  a  quarrel  with  an  old  ohum, 
are  you  ?  Come,  you  know  well  enough  I  don't  think  anything  of  the 
sort.  I  Ve  always  said  you  had  the  right  stuff  in  you,  and  would 
show  it  some  day ;  there  are  even  signs  of  it  in  Andromeda  here  and 
there ;  but  you  '11  do  better  things  than  that,  if  you  '11  only  let  some 
of  the  wind  out  of  your  head.  I  like  you,  old  fellow,  and  that 's 
just  why  it  riles  me  to  see  you  taking  yourself  so  devihsh  seriouslv 
on  the  strength  of  a  little  volume  of  verse  which  has  been  ** boomed" 
for  all  it's  worth,  and  considerably  more.  You  've  only  got  your 
immortality  on  a  snort  repairinff  lease  at  present,  old  boy ! 

Und.  (wtth  bitterneaa).  I  am  fortunate  in  possessing  such  a  candid 
friend.    But  I  mustn't  keep  you  here  any  longer. 

Drys,  Yery  welL  I  8upi>ose  you  're  going  first  ?  Consider  the 
feelings  of  the  CuLVERiir  footman  at  the  other  end ! 

Una,  (as  heftnaers  aflrst-chss  ticket  in  his  pocket).  You  have  a 
very  low  view  of  human  nature !  {Here  he  remarks  a  remarkably 
prettu/ace  at  a  second-class  window  close  by,)  As  it  happens^  I  am 
travelling  second.  [ueaets  in, 

Drys,  {at  the  tcindow).  Well,  good-bye,  old  chap.  Good  luck  to 
you  at  Wyvera,  and  remember— wear  your  livery  with  as  good  a 
grace  as  possible. 

Und.  I  do  not  intend  to  wear  any  livery  whatever. 
[  The  owner  of  the  preituface  regards  Undsbshsll  tcith  interest, 

Spurr,  [coming  out  of  the  Refreshment  Room),  What,  second? 
wim  dl  my  exes,  paid  ?  Kot  likely  !  I  'm  going  to  travel  in  style 
this  journey.  No— not  a  smoker;  don't  want  to  create  a  bad 
impression,  you  know.    This  will  do  for  me. 

[^He  gets  into  a  compartment  occupied  by  Lady  Cantihe  and  her 
daughter, 

Tanr,  {at  the  window).  There  — you're  off  now.  Pleasant 
journey  to  you,  old  man.  Hope  you  '11  enjoy  yourself  at  this  Wyvem 
Court  you  're  going  to — and  I  say,  don't  forget  to  send  me  that  notice 
of  Andromeda  when  you  get  back ! 

[The  Coantess  and  Lady  Maisie  start  slightly ;  the  tram  mores 
outof  the  station. 


THE  LATEST  GREAT  YACHT  RACE. 

{By  our  own  Nauiieal  Special, 

Deab  Sir,— The  captain  went  on  board  the  gallant  Naughty  Lass 
with  hi  Wind  Lass.  A  Wind  Lass  is  short  for  *'  Winn'd  Lasn,"  i,e, 
a  Lass  he  has  won.  I  think  her  name  is  *'  Poll."  The  Captain  says 
he  is  always  true  to  her,  and  nothing  will  ever  induce  him  to  leave 
his  dear  Wind  Lass  ashore  when  he 's  afloat.  Noble  sentiment,  but 
unpractical.  The  fact  is  (as  whispered)  the  Wind  Lass  is  jealous  of  the 
Naughty  Lass^  and  won  t  let  the  Captain  go  alone.  When  the  other 
Captain  went  on  board  the  rival  of  the  gallant  Naught}/  Lass,  the 
Anne  Nemotte,  and  **  the  crafty  ones,"  as  they  call  the  sa^rs  *4nthe 
know,"  were  ready  to  bet  any  money  on  the  Anne  Nemone,  Both 
cutters  **out"  (hence  the  name)  got  well  away  from  each  other  at  the 
start,  and  a  fresh  breeze  coming  up  (the  stale  one  had  been  got  rid  of) 
there  was  a  lot  of  fore-reaohinflp,  until  the  Captain,  who  is  an  old  hand 
at  this  sort  of  thing,  sent  round  steward  with  Drandy.  **  All  hands  for 
grog !  "  was  then  the  order  of  the  day,  and  we  jast  managed  to  clear 
Muddle  Point,  leaving  the  home-marked  (or  *'  home-made,"  I  forget 
which  is  the  technical  term,  but  I  suppose  the  latter,  as  she  was 
built  on  the  neighbouring  premises)  boat  well  to  windward.  After  a 
free  reach  in  this  weather  down  to  Boot  Shore— where  the  vessel 
heeled  over  a  bit,  but  nothing  to  speak  of,  as  it  was  soon  remedied 
by  a  cobble  that  was  close  at  hand— the  Naughty  Lass  lifted  her 
head-sails,  and  away  we  went  for  Incog  Bay,  where  nobody  knew 
us,  or  we  should  have  been  received  with  three  times  three. 

At  this  m<»nent  the  Anne  Nemone,  racing  dose  to  us,  let  out  a 
right  good  **  gvbe,"  which  was  in  execrable  taste,  I  admit,  but  which 
ought  not  to  have  called  for  any  retort  from  the  captain's  Wind 
Laiss,  who  gave  it  her  hot  and  strong,  and  threatened  to  naul  her  over 
the  cioal-scuttlers.  Fortunately  we  were  away  a^^.  and  there  was 
no  time  for  opposite  gybes.  (I  s]^  *'  gybes"  in  the  old  E^lish 
nautical  fashion,  but,  as  I  ascertain,  it  is  precisely  the  same  as  ''jibes.") 
Sailors'  language  is  a  bit  odd ;  they  don't  mean  anything,  I  know- 
it  's  only  professional :  stilL  as  reporting  the  matter  to  ears  polite, 
I  scarcely  like  to  set  down  in  full  all  I  neard.  At  1  p.m.  all  oands 
were  piped  for  luncheon,  and  we  had  spinnakers  cooked  in  their  skins 
(they  are  a  sort  of  bean),  with  a  rare  nauticMd  dish  called  ''Booms 
and  Bacon."  Fine !  I  did  enjoy  it !  But  then  I  'm  an  old  hand  at 
this  sort  of  thing,— luncheon  on  board,  1  mean ;  for  there 's  scarcely 
a  board,  be  it  sea  board  or  other  board,  or,  in  fact,  any  boarding 
establishment,  that  I  don't  know.  But  "  yeo  ho !  my  boys  I  and 
avast  I  "  for  are  we  not  still  racing  P    We  are ! ! 

We  passed  The  Bottle  at  2.30  p.ir.  What  had  become  of  the 
Anne  Nemone  1  don't  know,  and  probably  we  should  never  have 
seen  her  again  had  not  our  captain,  who  was  trying  to  sight  the 
port  after  jnissing  The  Bottle,  stood  on  the  wronf^  tack,  whid^  ran 
into  his  boot  and  hurt  him  awfully.  He  was  earned  below,  and  we 
gathered  round  him  as  he  turned  to  the  Naughty  lass  and  mur- 


'ARRY   AT   BISLEY. 

'Arry  {to*Arri€t),  "Ob,  I  8T !    What  Sexds  tbxm  must  bs  to 
GROW  A  Lamp-post  ! " 


mured— but  Pollt  objected  that  there  was  nothing  to  murmur  about 
or  to  frnmble  at,  and  that  the  sooner  he  stumbled  on  deck  the 
better  it  would  be  for  the  race.  So  up  rose  our  brave  captain,  took  a 
stiff  draught  of  weather  bil^  (which  is  the  best  preventive  of  sea- 
sickness), and  calling  for  his  first  mate,  Mr.  Jack  Yabd  Topsail, 
told  him  to  "stand  away."  which  I  could  quite  understand,  for  Jack 
Yaxd  Topsail  is  a  regular  salt,  full  of  tar,  rum,  'baccy,  and  every- 
thing that  can  make  life  sweet  to  Aim,  but  not  to  his  immediate  neign- 
boura.  So  "  stand  away  "  and  not  "  stand  by  '*  it  was,  and  when  we 
gpt  to  Squeams  Bay  the  sailors  took  a  short  hitch  (it  is  necessary  occa- 
sionally—but  I  cannot  say  more— lady-readers  bein?  present),  and  we 
went  streaking  away  like  a  side  of  bacon  on  a  fine  day. 

"Are  we  winning?"  asks  Pollt,  the  Wind  Lass.  "  You  look 
winning  I "  I  reply,  politely.  "  By  how  much  P  "  she  inquires,  just 
tucking  up  her  skirts,  and  showing  a  trim  ankle.  The  Captain,  with 
his  glass  to  his  eye,  and  looking  down,  answers, "  The  fifth  of  a  long 
leg!"  I  never  saw  a  woman  so  angry!  "I  haven't!  "she  exclaimed; 
and  there  would  have  been  a  row,  and  we  should  never  have  won,  as 
we  did  splendidly,  had  not  the  "  first  officer  "  (I'ust  as  they  name  the 
supernumeraries  in  a  play)  come  u^  and  reminded  Ptettv  Pollt  that 
she  wasn*t  the  only  mate  the  Captain  had  on  board.  "  Where 's  the 
other  P  "  she  cried,  in  a  fury.  '^  Below! "  answered  the  First  Officer, 
and  down  went  Pollt,  not  to  re-appear  again  until  all  was  over,  and 
our  victorious  binnade  was  waving  nroudly  from  the  fore- top-gallant. 
At  the  finish  we  went  clean  into  narbour,  without  a  speck  on  our 
forecastle,  or  a  stain  on  our  character.  I  wire  tou  the  account  of 
this  great  race,  and  am  (Rule  fiBiTANiaA !)  Yours, 

"  Evert  OTHkBlvcH  a  Sailor!  " 

P.S.— I  am  informed  that  after  I  left  the  vessel— in  fact  it  was 
next  day — a  Burgee  was  run  up  at  the  mast  head.  I  suppose  some 
sort  of  court-martial  was  held  first,  and  that  the  Burgee  (poor 
wretch !)  was  caught  red-handed.  Still,  in  these  days,  this  sort  of 
proceeding  does  sound  rather  tyrannical.  High-masted  justice,  eh  ? 
Well,  sea-dogs  will  be  sea-dogs.  I  don't  exactly  know  what  a  Burgee 
is,  but  I  fancy  he  is  something  between  a  Buccaneer  and  a  Bargee : 
a  sort  of  river-and-sea  pirate.  But  I  fear  it  is  a  landsman . ! 
Burgee,  masculine  (and  probably  husband)  of  Burgess ! !  If  so,  there 
i0ii2?bearow!  Yours  as  before  the  Mast. 
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WHAT  OUR   ARTIST  HAS  TO   PUT   UP  WITH. 

Madainc  la  Baronne  {who  will  speak  English),  ''And  tbll  Ml,  Mistaess  Baowh,  youb  clsvarv  'Usband,  wuo  'avb  a  ho  BEir- 

TIFUL  TALENT— 18  HE  TET  OV  ZE  BOTAL  ACADEMT  f  " 

Our  Artist's  Wife  (who  will  qteak  French),  '*0h  non,  Madams,  hIxas  1    Seulemsnt,  il  est  pendv  cette  Ann£s,  vors  kavksI" 
Madame  la  Baronns  {relapsing  into  her  native  language),  "  Oh— Madame — quells  aitbeukb  Nouvslle  !  " 


A  FfilEND  IN  NEED; 

Or,  The  Lawbreake/s  Last  Be/uge, 

Sure  stranger  irony  life  nerer  mw 

Than  Lawleasness  low  auppliaiit  to  the  Law ! 

Guardian  of  Order  soUloquiseth : — 

"Down  with  Everything  I"    Ah,  yes! 

That 's  the  sort  o^  rot  you  jaw ! 
Ton  'd  be  in  a  tidy  mess 

If  jron  'd  downed  with  rood  old  Law. 
Funniest  job  we  have  to  do, 
Is  to  *'  save  "  such  scamps  aa  you. 

**  Down  with  Everything ! "    Spont  on ! 

I,  who  stand  for  Law,  stand  by. 
Yon  may  want  me  ere  you  've  done. 

Sometnink  in  that  workman*  s  eye, 
And  the  denohing  of  his  fist, 
Ought  to  put  you  on  the  twist. 

Think  you  're  fetching  of  'em  fine 
With  your  tommy-rotten  patter. 

Think  you  've  got  'em  in  a  line, 
Or  as  near  as  doesn't  matter. 

Won't  you  feel  in  a  rare  stew 

If  they  take  to  downing  you  t 

Downing  is  a  sort  o'  game 
Two  can  play  at  Aer«— thanks  be ! 

Spin  your  lead  out !    Don't  let  shame, 
Common  sense,  or  courtesy. 

Put  the  gag  on  your  red  rag  : 

Fkrarish  it— like  your  Bed  Flag  I 

How  they  waggle,  flaff  and  tongue  I 
Prond  o^  that  same  lit  of  bunting  ? 

Bee  the  glances  on  you  flung  ? 
Hear  the  British  workman  grunting  ? 

He  is  none  too  fond,  that  chap, 

Of  rank  rot  and  the  Red  Gap! 


Perched  upon  a  noodle's  nob. 
Minds  me  of  an  organ-monkey  I — 

If  a  workman  will  not  ro^. 
You  denounce  him  as  a  "  flunkey." 

Some  of  'em  know  what  that  meana. 

Mind  your  eye  I    They  '11  give  you  beans ! 

Ah !    I  thought  so.    Gone  too  fur  I 
Set  the  British  Workman  booing. 

•*  Dirty  doq  !  !  !  "    That  riles  you.  Sir  I 
Better  mind  what  you  are  doing  I 

Mug  goes  saffron  now,  with  fear. 

Hound  you  glare !    Yes,  Law  is  here ! 

Show  your  teeth  shark-like  and  yellow ! 

You  won't  frighten  them,  or  me. 
Ah !  there  comes  the  true  mob-bellow ! 

That  means  mischief —as  you  see. 
Mobjjrhen  mettled,  goes  a  squelcher 
For  Thief,  Anarchist  or  Welsher. 

"HelpI  PerUoe!!"  OhI  <Aa< 's  your  cry  ! 

/'m  your  friend,  then, — at  a  pinch  P 
Funk  mX  taste  of  Anarchy  ? 

Law  is  better  than— Jud^e  Lynch  P 
Bnmmy  this !    For  all  his  jaw 

The  lawbreaker  flies  to  Law  I 

Oood  as  a  sensation  novel 
For  to  see  you  crouching  there. 

Can't  these  Bed  Flag  heroes  grovel  P 
Come,  my  Trojan,  have  a  care. 

Do  not  dasp  Law's  le^  that  way. 

Like  Scum  Goodman  in  the  play. 

Help  P    Oh,  yes :  I  'U  help  you— out  !— 
"  Stand  hack  there^please?  Pass  along/** 

Come,  get  up  I    Now  don't  you  doubt 
If  your  '*  downing"  dodge  ain't  wrong P 

Anyhow  'tis,  you  '11  agree. 

Lucky  for  you— you  've  not  downed  me  I 


A  MIDSTTKKEB  DAT-DBBAI. 

[The  Jackflon-Harmf  worth  Expedition  haiitart«l.] 

Punch   sleeps.     The   cheerful  Sage  his 
hpard 

That  Jackson  is  about  to  start 
His  sympathies  are  warmly  stirred, 

He  hath  the  WindwanTs  weal  at  heart. 
He  dreams:  That  block  of  dinner  ioe 

Stirs  arctic  f  andes  in  his  breast 
He  travels  Pde-ward  in  a  trice ; 

He    joins    the    JACKaoK-HABMswoin 
quest 

*'  All  predous  things,  discovered  late 

To  those  that  seek  them  issue  forth.  '- 
To  find  her  may  be  Jackson's  fate, 

That  Sleeping  Beauty  of  the  North! 
She  lieth  in  ner  icy  cave' 

As  still  as  sleep,  as  white  as  death. 
Her  lode  might  stagger  the  most  braTS. 

And  make  the  stoutest  hold  his  breatb. 

**  The  bodies  and  the  bones  of  those 

That  strove  in  other  days  to  pass," 
Are  scattered  o'er  the  spreading  snows, 

Are  bleadied  about  that  sea  of  glass. 
He  gazes  on  the  silent  dead : 

**They  perished  in  thdr  daiinff  deeds." 
The  proverb  flashes  through  his  head, 

'*  The  many  fail :  the  one  succeeds. ' 
•  •  •  • 

Punch  wakes :  lo  I  it  is  but  a  dream— 

A  vision  of  the  Frozen  Sea ; 
Yet  may  be  it  may  hold  a  gleam 

Of  prophecy.    So  mote  it  be  I 
To  Jackson  and  to  Habmswohth  too 

Hebrimsawell-eaintbami>er.  **SkotI!^ 
Here  'shealth  to  them  and  thdr  brave  crew. 

And  safe  return  &rom  well- won  godl 
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THE    MINX. — A  POEM    IN    PROSE. 


'X 


Poet.  It's  80  good  of  you  to  see 
me.  I  merely  wished  to  ask  one  or 
two  questioiis  as  to  your  career.  Yoa 
mast  haye  led  a  most  interestlDir  lif  e. 

Sphinx,  You  are  very  inquisitive 
and  extremdy  indiscreet,  and  I  have 
always  carefully  avoided  being  inter- 
viewed.   However,  go  on. 

Poet.  I  believe  you  can  read  hiero- 
phs? 

Jphinx,  Oh  yes ;  I  can,  fluently. 
But  I  never  do.  I  assure  you  they 
are  not  in  the  least  amusing. 

Poet.  No  doubt  you  have  talked 
with  hippogiiff  s  and  basilisks  ? 

Sphinx  {modestly).  I  certainly  tra« 
in  rather  a  smart  set  at  one  time.  As 
the?  say ,  I  have  "  known  better  days.'* 

Poet.  Did  you  ever  have  any  con- 
versation with  Thoth  P 

Sphinx  {loftily).  Oh,  dear  no! 
{Mtmieking.)  Thoth  he  wath  notoon- 
thideredquiteaniceperthon.  I  would 
not allownim to  be  introduced  to  me. 

PoeU  You  were  very  particular  ? 

Sphinx.  One  has  to  be  careful. 
The  world  is  so  censorious. 

Poet.  I  wonder,  would  you  give 
me  the  pleasure  of  singing  to  me? 
''Adrian' 9  Gilded  Barge,''  for 
instance? 

Sphinx.  You  must  really  excuse 
me.  I  am  not  in  good  voice.  By  the 
w&v,  the  **  Gilded  Barge,"  as  you 
call  it,  was  merelv  a  shabby  sort  of 
punt.  It  would  nave  had  no  effect 
whatever  at  the  Henley  Regatta. 

Poet.  Dear  me!  Is  it  true  you 
played  golf  among  the  Pyramids  ? 

Sphinx  {emphatically}.  Perfectly 
untrue.  You  see  what  absurd  reports 
get  about! 


Poet  {softly).  They  do.  What  was 
that  story  about  the  l^rian  P 

Sphinx.  Merely  gossip.  There  was 
nothing  in  it,  I  assure  you. 

Poet.  And  Apis? 

Sphinx.  Oh,  he  sent  me  some 
flowers,  and  there  were  para^phs 
about  it — in  hieroglyphs — in  the 
society  papers.  That  was  alL  But 
they  were  contradicted. 

Poet.  You  knew  Axmok  very 
well,  I  believe  P 

Sphinx  (frankly).  Ammov  and  I 
were  great  pals.  I  used  to  see  a 
good  deal  of  nim.  He  came  in  to  tea 
very  often- he  was  quite  interesting. 
But  I  have  not  seen  him  for  a  long 
time.  He  had  one  fault— he  would 
smoke  in  the  drawing-room.  And 
thouffh  I  hope  I  am  not  too  conven- 
tional, I  really  could  not  allow  thai. 

Poet.  How  pleased  they  would  all 
be  to  see  you  again !  Why  do  you 
not  go  over  to  Egypt  for  the  winter  P 

Sphinx.  The  hotels  at  Cairo  are  so 
dreadfully  expensive. 

Poet.  Is  it  true  you  went  tunny- 
fishing  with  Aktokt  P 

Sphinx.  One  must  draw  the  line 
somewhere!  Clsopatba  was  so  cross. 
She  was  horribly  jealous,  and  not 
nearly  so  handsome  as  you  might  sup- 
pose, though  she  was  photographed 
as  a  '*  type  of  Egyptian  Beauty  I " 

Poet.  I  must  thiuik  you  very  much 
for  the  courteous  way  in  which  you 
have  replied  to  my  questions.  And 
now  will  you  for^ve  me  if  I  make 
an  observation  P  In  my  opinion  you 
are  not  a  Sphinx  at  alL 

Sphinx  {indignantly).  What  am  I, 
then  P       Pott.  A  Minx. 


THE  LAT  OF  THE  EXPLOBEB. 

I  USED  to  think  that  if  a  man 

In  any  character  could  score  a 
Distinctly  leonine  success, 

'Twould  be  as  a  returned  explorer. 

So,  when  by  sixteen  tigers  tree'd. 
Or  when  mad  elephants  were  charging, 

I  joyed  to  say — '*  On  this,  some  day. 
My  count^men  will  be  enlarging." 

And  when  mosquitoes  buzzed  and  bit 
(For  'tis  their  pleasing  nature  to). 

Or  fevers  floored  me,  stul  this  dream 
Helped  me  to  suffer  and  to  do. 

I  have  returned !    Whole  dusky  tribes  [is ! — 
I've  wiped  right  out — such  labour  sweet 

And  with  innumerable  chiefs 
Arranged  unconscionable  treaties. 

What 's  the  result  P    I  have  become 

A  butt  for  each  humanitarian. 
Who  call  my  exploits  in  the  chase 

The  work  of  a  **  confessed  barbarian." 

And,  worst  of  all,  my  rival,  Jokes, 
Wlio  'd  any  trick  that 's  low  and  mean  dare. 

Cries—'  *  Equatorial  i  ungles !  Pish ! 
I  don't  believe  lie  s  ever  been  there ! " 

So  now  I  just  **  explore  "  Heme  Bay. 

With  trippers,  niggers,  nurses,  bSaoies : 
I  've  tried  for  fame.    1  *ve  gained  it,  too  : 

I  share  it  wiUi  the  vanished  Jabez  ! 


Note  and  Qctery.  —  At  Aldershot  the 
QuEEir  expcesfed  herself  much  pleased  wi'h 
the  'tattoo"  all  round.  "Ignorakus" 
writes  to  inquire  '*  if  '  tattoo-ing '  is  done  in 
Indian  ink  or  with  gunpowder P" 


BULE,  '^  BRITANNIA.'' 

{yew  YadUieal  Fertion.) 

H.R.H.  THE  P ^E  OF  W ^8  sings  .— 

When  Vigilant,  at  Gould's  command. 

Came  over  here  to  sweep  the  main. 
This  was  the  lay  that  thrilled  the  land. 
And  Yankee  Doodle  loved  the  strain- 
Lick  Britannia/  the  fleet  Britannia  lick! 
And  Jomnrr  Bitll  may  out  his  stick. 

But  Vigilant,  less  fast  than  thee. 

Must  in  her  turn  before  thee  fall, 
Britannia,  who  hast  kept  the  sea. 
The  dread  and  envy  ol  them  alL 
Win,  Britannia!    Britannia  rules  the 

waves! 
(Though  by  the  narrowest  of  shavis.) 

Six  races  in  succession  show 

The  Yankee  yacht  has  met  her  match ; 
Though  she  was  hailed,  not  long  ago, 
The  swif  te«t  clipper  of  the  batch. 
Bttle,  Britannia/    Britannia  rule  the 

waves! 
The  most  appropriate  of  staves  I 

I'm  sorry  poor  Duitbavek's  crack 

So  prematurely  has  gone  down ; 
But  mine  has  kept  the  winning  taok. 

And  well  upheld  the  isle's  renown. 
Rule,  Britannia  /  &c. 

When  JovATHAV  thy  match  hath  found, 

He  '11  to  our  coasts  ajgain  repair. 
We  '11  have  another  friendly  round. 
With  manly  hearts  and  all  thinfrs  fair. 
Rule,  Britannia  /    Briktnnui  roles  the 

waves. 
Six  sequent  wins  Bull's  honoDr  savee ! 


TO  ALTHEA  IN  THE  STALLS. 

Fbom  the  Orchestra  as  I  was  staring 

So  wearily  down  at  the  hall. 
The  programme  I  held  hardly  caring 

To  turn,  I  was  tired  of  it  all ! 
For  I  knew  'twas  a  futile  endeavour 

With  music  my  trouble  to  drown. 
And  I  'd  made  up  my  mind  that  you  never. 

Ah,  never,  would  come  back  to  town! 

When  suddenly,  there  I  beheld  you 

Yourself-^ah,  the  joyous  amaze ! 
I  wonder  what  instinct  impeUed  you 

Your  dreamy  dark  eyes  to  upraise. 
That  for  one  happy  second's  communing 

Met  mine  that  nad  waited  so  long— 
And  the  wail  of  the  violins  tuning 

It  turned  to  a  jubilant  song ! 

'lOd  organ-chords  sombre  and  mellow 

There  breaks  oat  a  ripple  of  glee. 
And  the  voice  of  the  violoncello, 

AXTHEA,  is  pleading  for  me ! 
The  music  is  bieatin^  and  surging 

With  joy  no  adagio  can  drown, 
In  ecstasy  all  things  are  merging — 

Because  you  have  come  back  to  town  I 

The  CoREAir  Depmcultt.  —  ''Japan  de- 
clines to  withdraw." — ( Telegram,  Thursday, 
July  12).— "Ah,"  observed  Miss  QuoTER. 
who  is  ever  .ready,  "  that  reminds  me  of 
Btbon's  line  in  mazeppa,  quite  applicable  to 
the  present  situation— 

*  Again  he  urges  on  his  mild  Cores.* " 


New  Woek  (hy  the  Chief  Druid  MinHrel  at 
the  Eisteddfod,  dedicated  to  their  BoyalMigh- 
nesses).^'^ How  to  he  Harpy  in  Wales," 
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ESSENCE   OF   PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED  FROM  THE  DIARY  OF  TOBY,  M.P. 

House  of  Lords,  Monday^  July  9,^VlAiYkni!%  leonine  conn- 
tenanoe  habitaally  cbeerfuL  But  nerer  sair  him  looking  so  pleased 
as  when  we  walked  through  St.  Stephen's  Chapel  on  way  to  Lords  just 
now.  **  From  point  of  view  of  old  Boose  of  Commons  man  the  Lords 
are,  I  admit,  a  little  nnresponsive,"  my  Lord  said.  "  The  chamber  is, 
acoostioally  and  otherwise,  the  sepnlohre  of  speech.    Ton  remember 

the  little  leotore  on 
margarine  I  deUyered 
years  ago  in  the  Com- 
mons? Bless  me,  how 
delighted  the  House 
was  to  see  the  table 
ooyered  with  smaU 
white  pots  containing 
samites,  with  a  bottle 
of  best  Dorset  marga- 
rine hooked  on  to  the 
Maoe  for  greater  oon- 
venience  of  reference. 
Often  I 'ye  enchained 
an  audience  with  my 
object  lessons.  Up  to 
present  time  that  mo- 
nologue on  margarine 
ranks  as  most  suc- 
cessful But  I'll  beat 
the  record  to-night. 
See  that  P"  (Here  he 
slap]^  a  somethinjg 
bulging  out  from  his 
trouser  pocket.) 
**  Guess  what  that  is  Y 
Thought  you  couldn't. 
It  's  oultch.  Know 
whatcultohisP" 

*'  Not  unless  it 's 
the  beginning  of  know- 
ledge," I  said,  draw- 
ing a  bow,  so  to  speak, 
at  a  yenturo.  "  Posi- 
tiye  cultoh,  oompara- 
tiye  culture,  ehh" 

Platfaib  stared  at 
meyaoantly.  "Cultoh 

Suggested  SUtues  for  the  Vacant  Niches  in  the  II~iv.f  ?.  ^J    '1  f?! 

Inner  Lobby.  SiJ?^*^  n  ^^  i      *^® 

Wn  T     "TK.v-;«.*,rlf»>,^T.«»f»  lecture.  Come  along  to 

No.  I.-'  The  Majesty  of  the  Law !  ^^  j^^,^  ^^  j^^  j^^^,, 

House  not  in  condition  particularly  inspiring  for  lecturer. 
Benches  mostly  empty :  Starlet  of  Alderley  completed  depletion  by 
rambling  speech  of  hslf  an  hour's  duration,  moaestly  described  in 
Orders  as  ''^a  question.'*  Wanted  to  know  how  many  lighthouses  in 
England  and  Wales  paid  Income  Tax ;  how  many  were  behindhand 
with  their  rates ;  were  Death  Duties  applicable  to  some  of  them ;  if 
sOy  which ;  and  whether  the  tenants  compounded  for  rates  or  other- 
wise. These  inquiries  not  without  interest,  but  Statclet  not  chiefly 
remarkable  for  concentration  of  thought  or  conciseness  of  phrase. 

At  length  Platfaib*8  turn  came.  A  flutter  of  interest  amongst 
Peers  as  ne  was  obsenred  tugging  at  something  in  trousers  pocket ; 
hauled  out  what  looked  like  emp^^  oyster  shell. 

''Ahl"  said HxsscHXLL,  smiling,  '*I  see  the  lawyers  haye  been 
before  us." 

'*  In  moying  the  Second  Reading  of  the  Sea  Fisheries  (Shell  Fish) 
Bill,  I  propose,  if  I  may  be  permitted,  to  giye  your  Lordships 
an  object  lesson.  This  particular  shell."  Platfaib  continued, 
holding  it  up  between  finger  and  thumb,  "  is  coyered  all  oyer  with 
microsoopio  oysters.    Oysters  in  all  stages  of  growdi  are  seen  there." 

'*  Weil,"  said  the  Mabquis  of  Cababas,  *'  if  one  had  a  twenty 
billion  magnifying  glass  of  the  kind  associated  with  the  memory  of 
8am  WsUer,  perhaps  we  might  see  the  oysters.  All  I  can  say  is,  I 
don't  see  any  worth  three  and  sixpence  a  dozen.  Platfajb*s  no 
business  to  bring  these  things  down  here,  filling  House  with  smell 
of  stale  seaweedwhen  his  oysters  are  no  bigger  than  a  pin*s  head." 

The  Mabquis  strode  angrily  forth.  Others  followed.  Lecture  cut 
short. 

Bunnsss  (i!tme.~Sea  Fisheries  (Shell  Fish)  Bill  read  a  second  lime, 
amid  unexpeotedly  depressing  oiroumstances. 

House  of  Commons,  Tuesday, -^jjika  of  Malwood  back  after 
a  wedE's  rustication.  Brings  glowing  news  of  the  hay  crop ;  looks, 
indeed,  as  if  he  had  been  hdping  to  make  it;  ruddier  than  a 
oherry;  indescribable  but  unmistakable  country  air  about  him  as 


he  sits  on  Treasury  Bench  with  folded  arms,  listening  to  the  mo- 
notonous ripple  of  talk  renewed  on  Budget  BilL 

"  Rusticus  expectat  dnm  defluat  amnis," 
says  Prikce  Abthtjb,  looking  across  at  the  rustic  Squire. 

Labitur  et  labetur  in  onrne  volubilis  a.'vum," 

added  Jokih,  with  approying  glance  at  bench  behind,  where  the 
Busy  B.'s  swarm  after  week's  rest,  humming  round  amendments 
with  increased  yigour. 

Almost  imperceptible  moyement  of  riyer  goes  forward.  The 
blameless  Babxlbt  on  his  feet,  entrancing  House  with  partioulars  of 
a  silyer  cup,  prized  heirloom  in  the  humble  household  in  Victoria 
Street,  It  seems  that  one  of  Babtlet's  ancestors— he  who  came  oyer 
with  the  Conaueror— had  brought  with  him  certain  blades  of  buck- 
wheat, which  ne  industriously  planted  out  on  the  site,  then  a  meadow, 
on  which  ^e  Army  and^  Nayy  Stores  now  flourish.    The  buckwheat 

noted 


was 
was 

the  ancestor  of  Gboboe 'Chbistopheb  Tbout  Babtlet,  Member 
for  North  Islington  in  the  thirteenth  Parliament  of  Queen  V  ictobia." 

'*  By  our  sootn,"  said  the  King,  **  he  shall  haye  a  silyer  cup." 

One  was  forthwith  requisitioned  from  the  nearest  silyersmith's, 
and  this  it  is  whidi  now  adorns  the  sideboard  in  the  best  parlour  at 
St.  Margaret's  House,  Victoria  Street,  S.W. 

These  interesting  reminiscences  of  family  history  Geoboe  Ckbis- 
TOPHEB  Tbout  recited  to  a  charmed  House  in  support  of  proposed 
new  Clause,  moyed  by  Dick  Websteb,  exemptbg  from  estate  duty 
heirlooms  under  settlement  Squibe  of  Malwood,  usually  imper- 
yious  to  argument  in  fayour  of  alterations  in  his  prized  Budget, 
eyidently  moyed.  If  Babtlet  had  only  thought  of  bringing  the  cup 
with  him,  had  at  this  moment  producea  it  from  under  his  cloak,  and 
flashed  it  forth  on  gaze  of  House,  the  Clause  would  haye  been  added, 
and  the  cup.  Estate-duty  free,  would  haye  passed  on  through  the  aves, 
telling  its  simple  story  to  sucoessiye  strata  of  the  Babtlet  family. 
As  it  waSt  Squibe  stood  firm,  and  Websteb*8  Clause  negatiyed. 

**  Couldin't  do  it,  my  dear  Websteb."  the  Squibe  fomid  opportunity 
of  saying,  as  he  met  disappointed  legislator  behind  Speakeb^ 
Chair.  **0f  course  I  said  the  polite  thing  about  Babtlet's  Cup. 
But  I  wasn't  thinking  of  that.    I  know  yery  well  what  you  had  in 


An  Interesting  Specimen.    The  Coleridge  Caterpillar ! 

mind  in  bringing  in  this  Clause.  The  heirlooms  you  thought  of  are 
those  cups  and  medals  you  won  for  Cambridge  when,  twenty-nine 
years  ago,  you  met  the  Oxford  Champion  in  the  two-mile  race,  and 
in  the  one-mile  spin.  If  we  could  oo  something  in  the  Schedules 
specially  exempting  tiiem  I  should  be  glad.  Think  it  oyer,  and  see 
me  later." 

Websteb  wrung  the  Squibs's  hand,  and  passed  on,  sajing  nothing. 
There  are  moments  when  speech  is  superfluous.  'Tis  true,  they 
don't  often  occur  in  House  ot  Ccmmons ;  but  here  was  one.  Let  us 
cherish  its  memory.  nir.i+i^^r>i  kw  C 
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Bminett  ctone.— Conriderinic  and  nega- 
tiying  new  Clauses  to  Budget  BilL 

Thur$day,^AVL  the  cheerfulness  of  to-day 
has  brightened  Committee-room,  where  ques- 
tion of  issue  of  Writ,  following  on ,  appli- 
cation for  Chiltem  Hundreds,  is  considered. 
The  Squiab  under  examination  for  nearljr 
two  hours  and  a-half .  Difficult  to  say  which 
the  more  enjoyed  it,  the  witness  or  the  Com- 
mittee. 

"  What  is  the  state  of  a  Peer  pending  issue 
of  Writ  of  Summons?"  asked  the  Squirb, 
suddoily  takinff  to  interrogate  the  Com- 
mittee assembled  to  question  nim.  "  Is  he  a 
caterpillar  passing  through  a  larva,  spinning 
a  cocoon  of  silk  until  he  reaches  a  cmidition 
where  thej  toil  not  neither  do  they  spin  ?  " 
(Here,  quite  by  accident,  his  glance  fell  upon 
JossPH,  supposed  to  be  sitting  upon  him  in 
judicial  capacity.)  *'  There  is/'  he  continued 
(and  here  he  fflanced  at  PfiiircB  Asthuil 
smilinff  at  the  sly  hit  dealt  at  his  dear  friend 
Joe)  '^an  opening  for  philosophic  doubt  as 
to  the  preose  condition  of  this  impounded 
Peer  in  his  intermediary  state." 

The  House  still  going  about  with  millstone 
of  Budget  Bill  round  its  neck,  Btbite, 
BuTCHEB,  Beach,  Bowles  and  Babtlet 
tugging  at  it,  KenyoV'Sulsisy  now  and  then 
uttering  obnous  truths  with  air  of  super- 
natural wisdom.  Gband  Tovko  Gabdhbr 
(address  Board  of  Agriculture,  Whitehall 
rlace,  S. W.)  hands  me  scrap  of  paper ;  says 
he  found  it  near  Squire's  seat  on  xreasury 
Bench ;  hut  it  doesn't  look  like  his  writing : 

**  Two  modes  there  are,  0  Btbnb  and  Butchkr 

Our  gratitude  to  earn : 
If  Byrnb  would  only  bum  up  Butch B&, 

Or  Butcher  butcher  Btbns  ; 
Or  both  combine — yes,  bless  their  lOuU — 
To  bum  and  butcher  Tommy  Bowlbh." 

Bunnesi  done.^Xery  little. 

jFrtVia^.— Temple  going  about  much  as  if 
on  Tuesdjsy  night  he  nadgot  out  of  his  cab 
in  the  ordinary  fashion.  He  didn't,  you 
know.  Taken  out  in  sections  through  the 
upper  window  by  couple  of  stalwart  police- 
men. This  owin^  to  circumstance  that  Irish 
cab  -  driver  having,  f^ter  fashion  of  his 
country,  saved  a  trot  for  the  avenue,  dashed 
up  against  kerbstone  and  overturned  cab. 

**  Gave  me  a  start,  of  course,"  Temple 
said,  as  we  brushed  nim  down.  *'Kot  a 
convenient  way  of  gettinfr  out  of  your 
hansom.  What  I  was  afraid  of  was  being 
disfiffured.  Am  not  a  vain  man.  but  don't 
mina  telling  you,  Tobt,  a  scratch  or  a  scar 
on  one's  face  would  have  been  exceedingly 
annoying.  But  I'm  all  right,  as  you  see. 
Hope  it  isn't  a  portent.  A  smsJl  thing  that 
under  this  Government  I  should  be  over- 
turned. What  I  fear  is,  that  unless  we 
keep  our  eye  on  them  they'll  overturn  the 
Empire." 

JSusiness  done,— Not  yet  done  with  Budget. 


Fashiovable  Ihformatiox  and  Suooes- 
TiON.— The  Duke  and  Duchess  of  Bedford 
having  returned  from  Thomey  will  go  to 
Beds;— a  delightful  change,  that  is  unless 
they  are  rose-beds,  which  are  proverbially 
thorny.  And** the  Duchess  of  Koxbubohe 
goes  to  Floors."  No  Beds  here ;  only  Floors. 
Why  not  combine  the  two  establishments 
and  get  them  both  under  one  roof  ? 


'*  Nihil  ietigit  auod  non  omacit^^^  as  the 
prizefighter  said  ol  his  right  fist,  after  black- 
ing his  opponent's  eye  and  breaking  the  bridge 
of  his  nose.     

**The  Knights  of  Labour"  seem  to  be 
banded  together  against  **  Days  of  Work." 


CRUEL! 

LmcuUm  Sroto^  {on  hofpUabU  purpoH  inUnt),  "  Are  tou  Diniko  antwherk  to-mobbow 
VIOHT  ? " 

Jane$  {ltd  liking  to  ahdotuU^y  **give  himself  away"),  "Let  ms  see" — (roiwiwfera)  — ** No ; 
I  'm  kot  Dimiko  amtwhkbe  to-morrow." 

Lucidttis  Brtnvi^  {feting  through  the  ariifict),    **  Um  I  Poor  chap  !     How  Hungry  tou 

WILL  bbV*  ['* Exeunt,— severaUy'* 


THE  ROYAL  WELSH  BARD.    ' 

[The  Prince  of  Wales  was  initiated  as  a  Bard  the 
other  day  at  the  Camanron  Eitteddfod.]  \ 

The  Minstrel-Prince  to  his  Wales  has  gone,  , 
In  the  ranks  of  the  Bards  you  '11  find  him ; 

His  bardic  cloak  he  has  girded  on.  | 

And  his  tame  harp  slang  behind  him.  i 

**  Land  of  Song!"  said  the  Royal  Bard,  I 

'*  Ton  remarkably  rum-spelt  land,  von. 

One  Prince  at  least  shall  try  very  hsjrd  ' 

To  pronounce  you,  and  understand  you."  i 

The  Prince  tried  hard,  but  the  songs  he  heard 

Very  soon  brought  his  proud  soul  under. 
With  twenty  consonants  packed  in  a  word. 

And  no  Vowels  to  keep  them  asunder ! 
So  he  said  to  the  Druid,  **  A  word  with  you. 

Your  jaw  must  be  hard  as  nails.  Sir ; 
Your  songs  may  do  for  the  bold  Cymru, 

They've  done  for  the  Prince  of  Wales, 
Sir!" 


GOOD  WISHES. 

(To  Mr.  and  Mrs,  J,  M,  Barrie  om  their 

Marriage,  July  9,  1894.) 

*'  Whek  authors  venture  on  a  plav. 

They  have  been  known  to  find  then  un- 
done. 
But  Mr.  Barbie  found  the  way 

To  ffreat  success  in  Walker,  London, 
A  ready  Toole  he  'd  dose  at  hand. 

And  those  who  know  her  merry  glance  '11 
Not  find  it  hard  to  understand 

How  much  was  due  to  Mart  Aitsell. 

Her  acting  in  the  House-boat  Scene 

Led  Mr.  Barrdb  to  discover 
He  'd  lost  his  heart  (although  he  'd  been 

Of  Lady  Niootiite  a  lover). 
And  those  who  felt  sweet  Nakkt's  chsra, 

Or  who  in  Thrums  delight  to  tarry. 
Long  happv  life,  quite  free  from  harm. 

Will  wish  this  new-formed  firm  uf  Barru. 

UigitizedbyLiOOglC " 
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LORD  ORMONTS   MATE   AND   MATEY'S   AMIIMTA. 


Voi.rME  I. 

This  wms  a  school.  Small  wonder  if  the  hoys,  donhly  sensitive 
under  a  superoilioos  head-master  of  laughter-moving  invention, 
poised  for  a  moment  on  the  to  and  fro  of  a  needless  knockahoat  jig- 
noe  with  chin  and  mouth  all  a-puoker  for 
the  inquisitive  contest.  The  stout  are 
candid  puff-halls  hlowinf  in  an  oi^en  sea 
ol  purposeless  panting,  nard  to  stir  into 
an  dephantine  surging  from  arm-chairs ; 
and  these  are  for  frock-coats,  and  they 
can  wear  watch-^^ains.  So  these  hoys 
understood  it.  Murat  here,  Mubat  there, 
ICuBAT  everywhere,  with  Shaldbbs 
a-hurst  at  the  small  end  ol  a  trumpet, 
cheeks  rounded  to  the  full  note  of  an 
usher's  eulogy,  like  a  roar  and  no  mis- 
take, arduous  in  the  moment,  throhhing 
heneath  a  sdhoolmaster*s  threadhare  wsist- 
coat,  a  heart  all  dandelions  to  the  plucker, 
veUow  on  top  with  white  shifts  for  xeather- 
tringe ;  or  a  daisy,  transferring  petulance 
on  a  hath-chair  wheezing  and  groaning— 
on  Hie  swing  for  the  capture  of  a  fare— or 
ahsll  it  he  a  fair,  that  too  a  wheeze  per- 
mitted to  propriety  hoist  on  a  flaxy, 
grinning  ohuh.  This  was  Shaldebs. 
'Lady  Chablotte  Eglbti  appeared. 
Hers  was  the  brother,  the  Lord  Ohmont 
we  know,  a  general  of  cavalry  not  a 
doubt,  all  sabretache,  spurs  and  plumes, 
dashing  away  into  a  Hindoo  desert  like 
me  solaier  he  is,  a  bom  man  sword  in  flst. 
She  wrote,  *'  Come  to  me.  He  is  said  to 
be  married." 

.  He  spoke  to  her.    *'My  father  was  a 
soldier.^^ 

"  He  too  P  "  she  interposed. 

Their  eyes  clashed. 

**  You  are  the  tutor  for  me,"  she  added. 

•*  For  your  grandson/'  corrected  he. 

It  was  a  bargain.  They  struck  it.  She  glanced  right  and  left, 
showing  the  town-bred  tutor  her  hedges  at  the  canter  along  the 
t^ain  road  of  her  scheme. 


M»R*D*TH. 

His  admiration  of  the  cavalry-brother  rose  to  a  fever-point.  Not 
good  with  the  pen.  Lady  Chablottb  opined ;  hard  to  beat  at  a 
'  rword-thrust,  thought  matet.  '*  Be  his  pen-holder,"  imt  in  the 
lady.  **I  tcouM,"  said  he,  smiling  again.  She  spHt  sides,  con- 
vulsed in  a  take-offish  murmur,  a  roll 
here,  a  roll  there,  rib-tickling  with  eyes 
goggling  on  the  forefront  of  a  sentence 
all  rags,  ta^,  and  splutters  like  a  jerry- 
builder  gapmg  at  a  waste  land  pegged  out 
in  plots,  foundations  on  the  dig,  and  auc- 
tioneer prowling  hither  thither,  hammer 
ready  for  the  **  gone  "  which  shall  spin  a 
nobody's  land  into  a  somebod3r's  money 
passing  over  counter  or  othennse  pocket  to 
pocket,  full  to  empty  or  almost  emptv,  with 
a  mewling  choke-spark  of  a  batter-xoot  all 
quills  for  the  besn-feast.  So  they  under- 
stood it. 

Matbt  then  was  Lord  Obmokt's  secre- 
tary. A  sad  doff  his  Lordship ;  all  the 
women  on  bendea  knees  to  his  glory.  Who 
shallownhim?  What  cares  he  so  it  be  a 
petticoat?  For  women  go  the  helter-skelter 
pace;  head-first  they  plunge  or  kick  like 
barkinff  cuckoos.  Toucan  tether  them  with 
a  dab  for  Sir  Fbaitcis  Jeuke.  He  will 
charge  a  jury  to  the  right-about  of  a 
crapulous  fallow- ball,  stiff  as  Rhadaman- 
thus  eyeinc[  the  tremblers.  But  Matet 
htd  met  this  one  before.  Memories  came 
pouring.  He  gszed.  Was  she,  in  truth. 
Lord  Obmokt's?  The  thought  spanked 
him  in  the  face.  A  wife?  PossiUv.  And 
with  an  aunt— Amutta's  aunt  She  has  a 
nose  like  a  trout  skimming  a  river  for 
flies,  then  rises  a  minute  and  you  not 
there,  always  too  late  with  rod  and  line 
for  sjort.  Bat  there  was  danger  to 
these  two,  and  Lord  Obmont  was  writing  his  Memoirs.  A  mad 
splashing  of  unnecessary  ink  on  the  foolscap  made  for  his  head, 
never  more  to  wear  the  plumed  cocked  hat  in  a  clash  of  thunder- 
bearing  squadrons. 

Esp  OP  Vol.  L 


A  VADE  MECUM  FOR  THE  NAVAL 
MANCEITV^RES. 

.  ( Cmnpiled  hy  a  Pessim  id, ) 

Question .  Will  the  Naval  Manoeuvres  of 
1894  have  any  novel  features  ? 

Aitswer.   Only  in  the  imsgination  of  the 
special  correspondents. 
.  Q.  Will  there  be  the  customary  coloured 
fleets? 

-.  A*  Tes,   with    tbe    usual    commanders, 
cffieera  and  men. 

Q.  Will  the  lesson  that  a  fleet  having  speed 
eQual  to  a  pursubg  fleet,  if  given  a  start,  will 
escape,  be  taught  to  all  concerned  ? 

A.  Tes,  to  the  great  admiration  of  the 
authorities  at  Somerset  House  and  Whitehall. 

Q.  Will  it  be  demonstrated  that  if  a  town 
on  the  coast  is  left  undefended,  a  hostile  iron- 
clsd  will  be  able  to  bombard  it  at  pleasure  ? 

A,  Tes,  to  the  satisfaction  of  every  scientist 
in  the  United  Kingdom. 

Q.  Will  it  also  be  made  clear  to  the 
meanest  comprehension  that  if  the  night  is 
sufficientiy  dark,  and  search-lights  insuffi- 
cient, a  fleet  will  get  out  of  a  harbour  in  spite 
of  considerable  opposition  ? 
^A.  Tes,  to  the  gretA  appreciation  of  the 
world  at  large,  and  the  British  public  in  par- 
ticular. 

Q.  Will  there  be  the  customary  secrecy 
about  self-evident  facts  and  trivial  details  ? 

A,  Tes,  to  the  annoyance  of  the  news- 
paper correspondents,  and  the  indignation  of 
editors  thirstinff  for  copy. 

Q.  And,  lastly,  how  may  the  Naval  Man- 
ceuvres  be  appropriately  defined  P 

A.  As  the  means  of  obtaining  the  tninimnm 
of  information  at  the  mAYimnm  of  expense. 

VOL.  cvn 


A  PAINFUL  POSITION. 

It  is  mv  base  biographer 

I  've  naunted  all  day  long. 
He's  writing  out  my  character. 

And  every  word  is  wrong. 

With  the  wrong  vices  I  'm  indued. 

And  the  wrong  virtues  too ; 
My  motives  he  has  misconstrued 

As  only  he  could  do. 

I  read  the  copy  sheet  by  sheet 

As  it  issues  from  his  pen. 
And  this,  this  travesty  complete 

Will  be  my  doom  from  men ! 

I  've  wrestled  hard  with  psychic  force- 
It  is  in  vsin,  in  vain  I 

His  nerves  were  ever  tough  and  coarse. 
Impervious  his  brain. 

Ah,  could  a  merely  psychic  spell 

Ignite  an  earthly  match  I 
Or  could  a  hand  impalpable 

Material  **  copy"  snatch  I 

I  'm  as  incompetent  as  mist 

The  enemy  to  rack. 
Ah,  if  a  spiritual  fist 

An  eartnly  eye  could  black ! 

A  paper-weight  it  lies  below, 

It  cannot  be  dispersed ! 
The  publisher  will  never  know 

U  ho  read  that  copy  first ! 

His  gliding  pen,  for  all  my  hate, 

they'll  calmly 
And  here  am  I ! 


Has  never  gone  awry ; 
•All  righte    reserved,^' 


state 
0*crme. 


GUESSES  AT  GOODWOOD. 

{By  a  Transatlantic  Cou*iny  acccrding  to  Kngligh 
uieni.) 

That  I  shall  get  puppar  to  take  me  and 
mother  down  in  real  style. 

That  we  will  wake  up  sleepy  old  Europe, 
and  show  these  insolent  insulars  that  we  aro 
above  small  potatos. 

That  I  shall  cut  out  the  Britisher  Misses, 
and  make  their  mummars  sit  up.- 

That  I  shall  take  care  that  luncheon  is  not 
neglected,  and  see  that  all  my  party,  like  the 
omnibtlsesl  are  full  inside. 

That  I  shall  think  very  small  of  the  races, 
so  l<mg  as  I  ffet  my  boxes  of  gloves. 

That  I  shall  do  credit  to  the  best  society  of 
Boston  and  the  seminaries  of  New  Tork  by 
speaking  through  my  nose  a  mixture  of  slang 
and  nonsense. 

That  I  shall  call  his  Grace  of  Canterbury 
"  Archbishop,"  and  any  owner  of  strawberry 
leaves  "  Duke." 

That  I  shall  wear  a  gown  trimmed  with 
diamonds,  and  have  my  parasols  made  of  net 
and  precious  stones.  That  I  shall  conceal  the 
fact  that  puppar  made  his  money  out  of  the 
sale  of  wooden  nutmegs  and  mother's  aunt 
was  a  laundress. 

That  I  shall  flirt  with  a  Duke  at  the  Races, 
marry  him  at  St.  George*s,  and  give  up  for 
ever  the  stars  and  stripes. 

P.S.  (hy  a  Transatlantic  Cousin,  according 
to  American  ideas),— 1  shall  continue  to  won- 
der at  an  English  girl's  notions  of  her  kins- 
women when  there  are  so  many  charming 
specimens  of  refined  Columbian  gentiewomen 
resettied  in  the  old  home  of  the  Anglo-Saxon 


race. 
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"THE   COURSE   OF  TRUE    LOVE,"   &o. 

ScxNX — Hound$  on  drag  of  OUer,  whdeh  htu  turned  up  tmaU  tributary  dreavu 

M%8B  Di  {six  fed  in  her  stoekingSt  to  deeply-enamoured  CfuraU,  flve  feet  three  in  hie,  whom  $he  has  inveigled  out  OUer-humting),  "  Oh,  do 
JTST  Pick  mb  up  akd  Garbt  mx  acbosb.    It  's  bathbb  Dbbp,  don't  tov  know  I "    [The  Bev,  Spooner'e  eensaUons  are  somewhat  mixed. 


THE  APPLE  OP  DISCOBD. 


[Beplyinrto  queiti 
filling  ap  toe  post  of  ] 
covBT  said,  '*Thii  i 


{Modem  Farliamentairy  Fersion,) 

queftions  coneeminf  the  deUy  in 
Mt  of  Poet  Laureate,  Sir  W.  Har- 
id,  ''Tbia  is  a  delicate  queition,  and, 
amidat  conflictiDg  claima,  I  miut  anelter  mjnelf 
in  the  decency  of  the  learned  lanfniage,  and  I 
would  reply,  "^  JPOsta  naseitur,  non  JU,* ....  My 
hon.  friend  mnat  remember  what  happened  to  the 
ahepherd  Paris  when  he  had  to  awud  the  apple, 
and  the  misfortunes  which  befel  him  and  his  ^kri' 
nen—epretaque  injuria  forma,**] 

Unpoetical  Statesman  singe : — 

I  'm  Paris  the  Shepherd,  pro  tern,. 

And  here  are  the  three  pseudo-gfoddesses  !— 
Different,  tmly,  from  them 

Who  appeared,  without  veils,   skirts,  or 
bomces. 
Unto  (Enone's  false  swain. 

Well,  I  'ye  no  (Enone  to  wig  me ; 
Sut—nt  the  first  glance  it  *s  so  plain, 

Paris  oan't  give  the  fmit  to— a  pigmy. 

Hbr£P    Ah!  this  must  be  she! 

A  classioo-Cambrian  Juno ! 
Propriety's  pink  all  mnst  see ; 

But  what  other  daims  has  she  ?  Few  know ! 
Dull  decency's  all  yenr  fine ; 

She  has  a  fine  smacl  of  the  chapel ; 
But,  dash  it,  I  still  must  decline 

To  giye  Goddess  Grundy  the  apple ! 

I  'm  sure  she 's  domestic  and  chaste, 

A  yirtuous,  worthy  old  body ; 
But— that's  scarce  a  goddess's  waist. 

Her  tone,  too,  is— well,  Eisteddf  oddy. 


are 


I  fear,  if  I  gaye  the  award 
To  this  exceUentest  of  old  ladies, 

Apollo  might  send  me— ^twere  hard  I — 
To  read  one  of  her  £pic»— in  Hades  I 

Then  Pallas!    Well,  Pallas  looks  proud. 

And  I  haye  no  doubt  might  deserye  a 
Big  crown  from  a  true  Primrose  crowd : 

But— she  runs  rather  small  for  Minerva ! 
Men  might  mistake  her  for  her  owL 

'*Her  rhymes,"  say  swell  Tories, 
nppin'!" 
But  still,  thouffh  the  Standard  may  scowl, 

I  canH  awara  Pallas  the  pippin ! 

And  then  Aphrodite !    Oh  my ! 

In  that  dras  the  must  feel  rather  freezy. 
There 's  confidence,  though,  in  her  eye. 

She  is  taking  it  quite  Japanesy. 
That  musumi  smile 's  quite  a  fetch. 

And  vet— I  acknowledffe— between  us— 
(They  'U  call  me  a  cold-blooded  wretch) 

I  canU  stand  a  Japanese  Venus ! 

And  so  **  the  Hesperian  fruit " 

I  must  really  reserve— for  the  present. 
Tes.    Her§  will  call  me  a  brute. 

And  Pallas  say  things  most  unpleasant, 
Adhrodite— won't  she  j^ve  me  beans ! 

Xhev  all  want  the  nippiin— you  bet  it  I 
To  grab  it  each  **  goddess  "  quite  means, 

Anddi!  don't  wey  wish  they  may  get  it  ? 


**Thjb  New  Woman"  (according  to  the 
type  suggested  by  the  '  Bevolt  of  the  Daugh- 
ters ')  should  be  known  as  **  The  Bevolting 
Woman." 


A  BiaiADE  OF  THREE  VOLUMES. 

0  AWFUL  sentence  that  we  read, 
0  news  that  really  seems  to  stun. 
For  Messrs.  Mtjdie  have  decreed. 
And  also  Messrs.  Sioth  akd  Sov, 
Henceforth  consistently  to  shun 
The  trilogies  we  value  so. 
And  that,  for  thus  the  tidings  run. 
Three- volume  novels  are  to  go ! 

Reflect  to  what  it  soon  must  lead. 
This  rash  reform  which  you  've  begun ; 
How  can  the  novelist  succeed 
Injpaoking  tragedy  and  fun 
Within  the  space  of  Volume  One  ? 
Already  his  returns  are  low. 
Soon  he  '11  be  utterly  undone — 
Three- volume  noveb  are  to  go ! 

And  then  for  us,  who  humbly  plead 
For  long  romances  deftly  s^mn. 
Will  not  these  stem  barbarians  heed 
Our  concentrated  malison  f 
Alas,  your  literary  Hun 
Nor  sorrow  nor  remorse  can  know ; 
He  cries  in  anger,  **  Simpleton, 
Three-volume  novels  are  to  go  I " 

£nvo%* 
Prince,  writers'  rights—  forgive  the  pun^ 
And  readers'  too,  forbid  the  blow  ; 
Of  triple  Dleasure  there  '11  be  none. 
Three-volume  novels  are  to  go ! 

Mbb.  R.  says  she  '*  quite  understands  the 
truth  of  ^e  ancient  proverb  which  says  that 
*  the  man  who  has  a  family  has  given  sau- 
uge,  to  fortnne.;^"^  X  ^qoq  |  p 
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LYRE    AND   LANCET. 

(A  Story  in  Seenea.) 

PAJIT   IV.— BUSHING   TO   CONCLUSIONS. 

Saorz  IV.— -4  First- Clasi  Compartment. 

Spurrell  [to  him$eif).  Fonnidable  old  party  opposite  me  in  the 
.    *^.     1    !_!__  „'_!   2_  XI.  ^ ^^  ^  jMitoh  on  my 

me  over  their 

.     _^ ^  with  my  turn 

out  Why,  of  course,  t£ey  heard  Tom  talk  about  my  ffoing  down 
to  Wyvem  Court ;  think  I  'm  a  visitor  there  and  no  end  of  a  nob ! 
Wdl,  what  snobs  some  people  are,  to  be  sure  I 

Ladj/  Cantire  {to  herself).  So  this  is  the  young  poet  I  made 
Albinia  adc  to  meet  me.  I  can't  be  mistak^,  1  distinctly  heard  his 
friend  mention  Andromeda,     H*m,  well,  it 's  a  comfort  to  find 


Lady  CanU  ^mth  a  dignified  little  sMcer),  With  a  tanperttore  as 
glaoiaTas  it  is  in  here !    Siu«ly  not ! 

Spurr.  Well,  it  is  chilly ;  been  raw  all  day.  (To  himseff.)  Bb 
denH  answer.-  I  haven^i  broken  the  ice. 

[He  produces  a  memorandwn  hook. 

Lady  Maisie  {to  herself).  He  hasn't  said  anything  very  ori^nil 
yet.  So  nice  of  nim  not  to  pose !  Oh,  he 's  got  a  note-book ;  ne'i 
going  to  compose  a  poem.    How  interesting ! 

Spurr,  (fo  nimsey^).  Yes,  I  'm  all  right  if  Voluptuary  wini  the 
Lincolnshire  Handicap ;  lucky  to  get  on  at  Uie  urioe  I  £d.  When 
will  tiie  weights  come  out  for  the  City  and  Suburban?  Let*B  ne 
whether  the  Pink  'Un  has  anything  about  it. 

[He  refers  to  the  "  Sporting  Timsi.*^ 

Lady  Maisie  {to  herself).  The  inspiration's  stopped— trM  t  ptbr! 
How  odd  of  him  to  read  the  Globe  !    I  thought  he  was  a  DnnomI 

Lady  Cant.  MATf<iR,  there's  qnite  a  clever  little  notice  in  5tKie^ 


] 


'*  He  'i  going  to  compose  a 

he 's  clean  J  Haye  I  read  his  poetry  or  not  P  I  know  I  had  the 
book,  because  I  distinctly  remember  teUingMAisis  she  wasn't  to  read 
it— but— well,  that's  of  no  consequence.  He  looks  clever  and  quite 
res])€otable — not  in  the  least  piotureiM;[ue — which  is  fortunate.  I  was 
bdginning  to  doubt  whether  it  was  quite  prudent  to  bring  Maibie  ; 
bat  I  needn't  have  worried  myself. 

Ladu  Maisie  {to  herself).  Here,  actually  in  the  same  carriage! 

Does  he  guess  who  /  am  ?    Somehow Well,  he  certainly  is 

different  from  what  I  expected.  I  thought  he  would  show  more 
signs  of  having  thought  and  suffered ;  for  he  must  have  suffered  to 
write  as  he  does.  If  Mamma  knew  I  had  read  his  i)oems ;  that  I  had 
actually  written  to  beg  him  not  to  refuse  Aunt  Albinia' s  invitation ! 
He  never  wrote  back.  Of  course  I  didn't  put  my  address ;  but  still, 
he  could  have  fonnd  out  from  the  Hed  Book  if  he'd  cared.  I 'm 
tUthey  glad  now  he  didn^t  care. 

Sptirr,  (to  himself  I,  Old  girl  Mems  as  if  she  meant  to  be  sociable ; 
better  give. her  an  opening.    (AldtidJ)    Hem!  would  you  like  the 
window  down  an  incn  (tf  two  P 
.  Zddy  Cant^/Sotpjii  my  aocount  thank  you.  ...  .  . 

6fi^f/fY.  (eoM*iH«6(f).  Broke  the  ice,  anyway.  (Aloud.)  Oh, /don't 
rant  it  down,  but  sem<B  people  are  fond  of  fresh  air. 


poem.    How  interestiug ! '' 

I  Snippets  about  the  dance  at  Sktmpikos  last  week.  I'm  mixe  I 
;  wonder  how  they  pick  up  these  things ;  it  quite  bears  out  what  I 
I  was  told ;  says  the  supper  arrangements  were  **  simply  disgiaoefnl; 
I  no  plovers'  eggs^  and  not  neany  enough  champaffne ;  and  whst 
!  there  was,  undrmkable!"  So  tike  poor  dear  Lady  Chesepa^; 
I  never  does  do  things  like  anybody  else.  I  'm  sure  Pre  given  her 
hints  enough !  . 

Spurr.  (to  himself,  with  a  suppressed  grin).  Wants  to  let  me  sse 
she  knows  some  swells.    Now  atnH  that  Pjdtir  P 

Lady  Cant,  (tendering  the  paper).  Would  you  like  to  see  it, 
Maisie?    Just  this  bit  here ;  wnere  my  finger  is. 

Lady  Maxsie  (to  herself^  flushing),  I  saw  him  emUe.  What  m^ 
he  think  of  us,  with  his  splendid  scorn  for  rank  P  (Aloud,)  Vo, 
thank  you,  Mamma ;  such  a  wretched  light  to  read  by !   ' 

Spurr.  (to  himself).  Chance  for  nie  to  cut  in!  (Aloud.)  Beastly 
light,  isn't  it  P  Ton  my  word,  the  company  ought  to  provide  ni 
with  a  dog  and  string  apece  when  we  get  out  I 

Lady  CdnL  (oringiny  a  pair  of  lona-hdndled  alasses  to  bear  ujpos 
Aim).  I  happen  to  nold  sl^es  in  this  lin^^  1^3^,1  .*fll(^«!^J? 
coimder  a  provision  of  dogs  and  string    •    '•  -    -^     -  — 

or  desirable  expenditure  ?        i^     +      ^u 


us  linCi    |lay,4.  aak-ii^5« 
:  at  alltha  filations  a  ims^ 
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Spurr,  Oh— er— well,  you  know,  I  onlv  meant,  bring  on  blindneis 
and  that.    Harmless  attempt  at  a  joke,  that 's  alL 

Ladu  Cant.  I  see.  I  scaroely  expected  that  i(ou  would  oondesoend 
to  such  weakness.  I — ah— think  yon  are  going  down  to  stay  at 
Wyvem  for  a  few  days,  are  you  not  P 

Spurr  (to  himself).  I  was  right.  What  Tom  said  did  fetch  the 
old  girl ;  no  harm  in  humouring  her  a  bit.  (Aloud.)  Tes— <>h  yes, 
they— aw— wanted  me  to  run  down  when  I  could. 

Lady  Cant,  I  heard  they  were  exj^ting  you*  You  will  find 
Wyvem  a  pleasant  house— for  a  short  Tisit 

Spurr  (to  himself).  She  heard !  Oh,  she  wants  to  kid  me  she 
knows  the  CuLTERiys.  Bats!    (Aloud.)  Shall  I,  though  ?  I  daresay. 

Lady  Cant.  Lady  Culterdt  is  a  very  sweet  woman ;  a  little 
limited,  perhaps,  not  intellectual,  or  quite  what  one  would  call  the 
grande  dame ;  but  perhaps  that  could  scarcely  be  ex]3ected. 

Spurr,  (vaguely).  Oh,  of  course  not— no.  (To  himself.)  If  she 
bluffs,  so  can  I !  (Aloud.)  It 's  funny  your  turning  out  to  be  an 
aoquamtance  of  Lady  C.'s,  though. 

Ladi/  Cant.  You  think  eo  ?  But  I  should  hardly  call  myself  an 
acquatntance. 

Spurr.  (to  himself).  Old  cat's  trying  to  back  out  of  it  now;  she 
shanty  though  I  (Aloud.)  Oh,  then  I  suppose  yon  know  Sir  Rupebt 
best? 

Lady  Cant.  Yes,  I  certainly  know  Sir  Rupebt  better. 

Spurr.  (to  himself).  Oh,  you  do,  do  you  ?  We  *11  see.  (Aloud.) 
Nice  cheery  old  chap.  Sir  Rupebt,  Isn't  he?  I  must  tell  him  I 
travelled  down  in  the  same  carriage  with  a  particular  friend  of  his. 
( To  himself.)    That  'U  make  her  sit  up ! 

Lady  Cant.  Oh.  then  you  and  my  brother  Rupert  have  met  already? 

Spurr.  {aghast).  Your  brother :    Sir  Rupebt  Cultebin  your ! 

Excuse  me—if  I  'd  only  known,  I— I  do  assure  you  I  never  should 
have  dreamt  of  saying ! 

Lady  Cant,  (aractously).  You've  said  nothing  whatever  to  dis- 
tress yourself  about.  You  couldn't  possibly  be  expected  to  know 
who  I  was.  Perhaps  I  had  better  tell  you  at  once  that  I  am  Lady 
CA^fTEELE,  and  this  is  my  daughter,  Lady  Maisib  Mull.  ^Spubbell 
returns  Lady  Maisie's  little  bow  m  the  deepest  confusion.)  We  are 
ffoiog  down  to  Wyyeim  too,  so  I  hope  we  shall  very  soon  become 
Better  acquainted. 

Spurr.  (to  himself  overwhelnud).  The  deuce  we  shall  I  I  hare 
got  myself  into  a  hole  this  time ;  I  wish  I  could  see  my  way  well  out 
of  it !  Why  on  earth  couldn't  I  hold  my  confounded  tongue !"  I 
shaU  look  an  ass  when  I  tell  'em. 

[He  sits  staring  at  them  in  silent  embarrassment. 

SCEXE  V. — A  Second-Class  Compartment. 

Under  shell  (to  himself).  Singularly  attractive  face  this  girl  has ; 
so  piquant  and  so  refined !  I  can't  help  fancying  she  is  studying  me 
under  her  eyel:ishe8.  She  has  remarkably  bright  eyes.  Can  she 
be  interested  in  me  ?  does  she  expect  me  to  talk  to  her  P  There  are 
only  she  and  I— but  no,  just  now  I  would  rather  be  alone  with  my 
thoughts.  This  Maisie  Mull  whom  I  shall  meet  so  soon;  what 
is  she  like,  I  wonder  ?  I  presume  she  is  unmarried.  If  I  may  judge 
from  her  artless  little  letter,  she  is  young  and  enthusiastic,  and  she 
is  a  passionate  admirer  of  my  verse ;  she  is  longing  to  meet  me.  I 
supj^ose  some  men's  vanity  would  be  flattered  by  a  tribute  like  that. 
I  tnink  I  must  have  none ;  for  it  leaves  me  strangely  cold.  I  did  not 
even  reply ;  it  struck  me  that  it  would  be  difficult  to  do  so  with  any 
dignity,  and  she  didn't  tell  me  where  to  write  to.  .  .  .  After  all, 
how  do  I  know  that  this  will  not  end— like  everything  else— in  dis- 
iUusion?  WiU  not  such  crude  girlish  adoration  pall  upon  me  in 
time  F  If  she  were  exceptionally  lovely :  or  say,  even  as  charming 
as  this  fair  fellow-passenger  of  mine — ^wny  then,  to  be  sure — but  no, 
something  warns  me  that  that  is  not  to  be.  I  snail  find  her  i>lain, 
sandy,  freckled ;  she  will  render  me  ridiculous  by  her  undiscriminat- 
ing  gush.  .  .  .  Yes,  I  feel  my  heart  sink  more  and  more  at  the 
prospect  of  this  visit.    Ah  me !  [He  sighs  heavily. 

His  Fellow  Passenger  (to  herself).  It 's  too  silly  to  be  fatting  here 

like  a  pair  of  imager,  considering  that (Aloud.)    I  hope  you 

aren't  feeling  unwell  ? 

Und.  Thank  you,  no.  not  unwell.    I  was  merely  thinking. 

His  Fellow  P.  You  don't  seem  very  cheerful  over  it,  I  must  say. 
I  've  no  wish  to  be  inquisitive,  but  ^haps  you  're  feeling  a  little 
lowspirited  about  the  place  you  're  zovas  to  P 

Und.  I— I  must  confess  I  am  rauier  dreading  the  prospect.  How 
wonderful  that  you  should  have  guessed  it ! 

His  Fellow  P.  Oh,  I've  been  through  it  myself.  I'mju^tthe 
same  when  /  go  down  to  a  new  place ;  feel  a  sort  of  sinking,  you 
know,  as  if  the  people  were  sure  to  be  disagreeable,  and  I  should  never 
get  on  with  them. 

Und.  Exactly  my  own  sensations!  If  I  could  only  be  sure  of 
finding  one  Idnored  spirit,  one  soul  who  would  help  and  understand 
me.    But  I  daren't  let  myself  hope  even  for  that ! 

His  Fellow  P.  WeU.  I  wouldn't  iudge  beforehand.  The  chances 
are  there  '11  be  somebody  you  can  take  to. 

Und.  (to  himself).    What  sympathy  I     What  bright,  cheerfyl 


PREVENTION    BETTER   THAN   CURE. 

"  CAH  TOU  LSr    ME    HAVE  A  BULLET-PBOOP  COAT    FOR    MT  LITTLE 

Dog  ?    Mt  nbxt-doob  Nbighboub  has  threatened  to  Shoot  him 
FOB  Barking  1 " 


common  sense!  (Aloud.)  Do  you  know,  you  encourage  me  more 
than  you  oan  possibly  imagine ! 

His  Fellow  P.  (retreating).  Oh,  if  you  are  going  to  take  my  re- 
marks like  th'ai^  I  shall  be  afraid  to  ffo  on  talking  to  you ! 

Und.  (tdith  pathos).  Don't— <^n'/  be  afraid  to  talk  to  me !  If  you 
only  knew  the  comfort  you  give !  I  have  found  life  very  sad,  very 
Solitary.  And  true  sympathy  is  so  rare,  so  refreshing.  I— I  fear 
such  an  appeal  from  a  stranger  may  seem  a  little  startling ;  it  is 
true  Ihat  nitherto  we  have  only  exchanged  a  very  few  sentences ; 
and  yet  already  I  feel  that  we  have  something— much— in  common. 
You  can't  be  so  cruel  as  to  let  all  intimacy  cease  here— it  is  quite 
tantalising  enough  that  it  must  end  so  soon.  A  very  few  more 
minutes,  and  this  brief  episode  ynXL  be  only  a  memor]^ ;  I  shall  have 
left  the  little  green  oasis  far  behind  me,  and  be  facing  the  dreary 
desert  once  more— alone ! 

His  Fellow  P.  (laughing).  Well,  of  all  the  uncomplimentary 
thnigs !  As  it  happens,  though,  * '  the  little  green  oasis  "—as  you  're 
Idnd  enough  to  call  me — wonU  be  left  behind;  not  if  it's  aware  of 
it  I  I  think  I  heard  your  friend  mention  WyA-em  Court !  WeU, 
that's  where  /'m  going. 

Und,  (excitedly).  You— yow  are  going  to  Wy  vcm  Court !  Why, 
then,  you  must  be^ [He  chicks  himseff. 

His  Fellow  P.  What  were  you  ffoibg  to  say ;  what  must  I  be  F 

Und.  (to  himself).  There  is  no  cfoubt  about  it ;  bright,  independ- 
ent girl ;  gloves  a  trifie  worn ;  travels  second-class  for  economy ; 
it  must  be  Miss  Mull  herself ;  her  letter  mentioned  Lady  Culvebdt 
as  her  aunt.  A  poor  relation,  probably.  She  doesn't  suspect  ^t 
I  am— ^^  I  won't  reveal  myself  just  yet ;  better  let  it  dawn  upon  her 
gradually.  (Aloud.)  Why,  I  was  only  about  to  say,  why  then  you 
must  be  going  to  the  same  house  as  I  am.  How  extremely  fortunate 
a  coincidence !  "* 

His  Fellow  P.  We  shall  see.  (To  ^herself)  What  a  funnv  little 
man ;  such  a  flowery  way  of  talking  for  a  footman .  Ob,  but  I  forgot ; 
he  said  he  wasnH  going  to  wear  livery.  Well,  he  woitht  look. a 
sight  in  it  I  ' 

Whebe  to  send  a  Yottno  Hobsii  to  be  yrsui.  Bboees  nr  fob 
EiDii^o.- Evidently  to  the  **  Hackney  Training  Schools." 
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End. 


THE   PERSONAL   EQUATION. 

'Tou  'bb  ooino  to  dbivb  mr  Ladt  to  Rbobnt  Stbbxt,  abxn't  tou,  Dickon  t" 

'  YB8.      It  '8  HALL  VBBT  WBLL  FOB  'MR  LADTSBIP  TO    00    ABOUT    IN  A  ThINO    LIKE  THIS  I 
El  BAM  t" 


Shb  hain't  known  in  thb  West 


''EVICTED  TENANTS/' 

[« It  is  impracticable  to  proceed  in  the  present 
Session  with  some  of  Uie  great  measures  to  which 
the  Ch>Temment  is  pledged,  such,  for  example,  as 
that  relating  to  the  Church  in  Wales,  the  Begis- 
tration  Bill,  and  the  Local  Veto  Bill."— 5ir  WilRmn 
Sarcowrt, 

LUUe  Local  Veto^  loquitur  .— 

Oh,  exactly  I    Just  what  I  erpeoted !    And 

after  laoh  Tolames  of  talk  I  i.^  • 

My  prospeots  you  told  me  were  brilliant,  and 

nere  it  all  end»— in  a  baulk  I 
0,  won't  I  just  work  np  Sir  Wilfrid,  and 

won't  I  just  wake  Mister  Cainx  ? 
But  there,  von  can*t  trust  anybody^  these 

limes,  tnat  's  exceedingly  plain. 
And  you  too,  my  own  bringer-up,  to  turn  me 

out  of  house  and  of  home! 
Oho,  you  unnatural  parent  I    And  where  shall 

we  wanderers  roam- 
Poor  Taffy,  and  joung  (Registration)  Bill— 

look  at  him  limping  I— and  Me  ? 
And  tiie  other  ones  tucked  up  inside,  and 

especially  that  impudent  Three, 
The  Lidi,  ^e  Scotch,  and  the  London  boys, 

whom  you  so  favour  and  pet. 
Are  laughing  at  us  from  the  window.    But, 

drat  them,  their  turn  may  come  vet. 
They  may  haye  to  turn  out,  after  all!  Billt 

Bthmjei  of  course  is  all  right. 
For  you  fought  for  your  favourite  che-ild, 

and,  by  Jingo,  it  haa  been  a  fight ! 
But  wbmt  have  /  done  to  be  rounded  onP 

Osll  yourself  boss  of  the  ^ace  P 
Why.  tiie  Babtlets,  and  Bowlbres,  and 

B0LION8  and  Btbnes  simply  laugh  in 

your  face  I 
What  use  to  be  landlord  at  all  if  you  can't 

choose  your  tenants?    Oh  my ! 
That  odious  Bun^-^Kme  more  BI— has  the 

laugh  of  me  still!    I  could  cry- 


But    I    won't.     I   will   kick!     I'm    not 

meek,  like  those  other  two  poor  little 

Bills; 
Look,  how  limp  and  dejected  they  ^,  though 

against  their  poor  dear  little  wills  I 
But  J:  am  not  going  to  be  put  upon,    I  'U 

make  it  awkward  all  round. 
You  won't  treat  me  so  any  more ;  you  won*t 

'*  chuck  "  me  again,  I '11  be  lound. 
And  what  Compensation  have  I,  for  Disturb- 
ance?   £h  I  what's  that  you  say? 
"All  right ? "  —  ••  ReinsUtement  —  next 

year  ?  "— "  Pass  away,  my  dears,  please, 

pass  away  ?  "— 
Ahl  it's  all  very  fine  to  look  pleasant  and 

promise  fair  things— at  the  door ; 
But  that 's  regular  constable  blarney,  old  boy, 

and  you  're  done  it  before  ! 
Meanwhile  we're  Evicted,  worse  luck!  like 

the  poor  Irish  Tenants  whose  case 
Those  busy  B's  muster  to  fight  over.    Ah ! 

you  put  on  a  bold  face. 
But  we  ain't  the  onl^  Pill  Garlics !    Ko ;  some 

of  'em  still  left  inside 
Will  yet  join  us,  out  in  the  cold,  as  will 

p'raps  be  a  pill  to  their  pride  I 

[Exit  with  other  Bills. 


The  Colonel  akd  the  Quiver.— Our  own 
Colonel  8Axnn>EBS0N,  M.P.,  was  never  better 
at  his  best  than  when,  in  the  debate  last 
Thursday  niffht,  he  said,  *'  If  the  Bill  passes, 
a  quiver  of  horror  will  run  through  every 
tenant,  ftc,  ftc"  Of  course  the  gallant 
Cdonei  meant  "arrow"  or  "  dary'  not 
"quiver."  A  dart  or  an  arrow  will  run 
through  a  person,  piercing  him  in  front,  and 
reappearing  at  htuSk,  But  "  quiver  "  doesn't 
do  this  sort  of  thing.  An  arrow  so  transfix- 
ing a  body  may  make  it  quiver— but  this  is 
another  matter.  More  power  to  the  quivering 
elbow  of  the  gallant  Colonel ! 


LA  FEMME  DE  CLAUDE. 

When  lovelv  woman  stoops  to  folly, 

Tou  '11  fina,  according  to  Dumas, 
One  certain  cure  for  melancholy : — 
Tue-la! 

French  law,  that  damns  you  in  the  lettei. 

In  spirit  change  tout  cela : 
They  uways  manage  matters  better 

These  are  the  lines  to  play  the  man  on ; 

Take  her  defenceless,  civ  "  Bold/  " 
And  trotting  out  the  nimble  cannon, 
Tue^la! 

Or  take  for  choice  the  common  cartridge ; 

Pop  goes  le  p*  tit  fusil,  comme  ^a  ! 
You  oag  her  neatly  like  a  partridge 

"  V Homme- Femme  "  may  haunt  the  bosom 
British ; 
La  France  goes  trolling  "  fa  ira  !  " 
And  waives  the  question  with  a  skittieh 
"2Vc-fa/" 

No  mutual  recriminations, 

No  counterplejE^  etcetera : 
One  solves  too  simply  these  equations 
Ld-has, 

80  runs  the  play.    We  saw  you  foot  it 

Featly  therein,  la  belle  Sara  ! 
You  were  all  there,  or,  so  to  put  it, 
TouUld. 

And  now  you  go,  and,  ifyou'U  let  us. 

Reluctantly  we  say  "  Ta-U ! " 
Come  back  again,  and  don't  forget  ua 
iM'bas. 


The  New  Motto  {by  our  oum  JrtsAmoii). 
— ^England  expects  every  man  this  day  to  pmy 
his  own  Death  Duty. 
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A   ROYAL   PROGRESS.  "^ 

StENE— CVo»i/M/  in  EoUen  JUnc  during  the  height  of  the  Seison,     Two  Policeinen.  stopping  JUden,    Little  Girlj  wfueliiitj  pram,^  with 

Baby  inside,  about  to  erois, 
Mary  Hanne,  *'LoR*,  IT  '8  JiV  A8  IF  we  WOSTHB  Qukkn  ! " 


AIBB   BESUMPTIVS. 

I.— The  Garden  of  Sloth. 

T  the  Court  of  tlie  Earl,  by  the  meet- 
inff  of  ways, 
Man  planted  a  garden,  a  garden  that 

pays  J 
In  the  thiok  of  the  crowd,  where  they 

tread  on  your  com. 
It  is  there  that  a  aingiilar  plant  has 

been  bom. 
Hot  days  of  desire  and  oool  nights  of 

disgust. 
They  are  mine  when  its  bud  keeps 

refusing  to  bust. 
0,  Wheel  of  my  weal !    I  am  waiting 

forlorn, 
I  am  waiting,  I  say,  with  a  crush  on 
my  com. 
In  the  •*  Garden  of  London  "  where  night-lights  are  spread, 
I  watoh  Living  Pictures,  as  old  as  the  dead ; 
While  a  Tow-er  Girantic  stands  graesome  and  glum, 
Bv  the  shadow  of  Shows  that  are  certain  to  come. 
Will  they  shoot  as  /  shoot  on  sixpenny  slides  ? 
Will  th4y  want  as  /want  rotato^r  rides ? 
0,  plant  of  a  plant  I    I  would  barter  my  skin 
For  the  chance  of  Ixian  his  rejiular  spin  I 

By  Our  Bclidolboy. 

Q.  W  Explain  the  allusion  **  Qucorum  Pars."    (/5)  Give  reference. 

JR.  '*  Quorum ''  i3  a  bench  of  magistrates  who  must  be  all  Fathers 
of  Families,  or  Pa*8.  Hence  the  expression  (which  is  a  kind  of  Latin 
pun)  "Quorum  Pars."  (^)  The  references  are  numerous,  and  all 
highly  respectable. 


FOB  ARMS  OB  ALMS? 

An  adyertisement  appears  in  a  recent  number  of  the  Athenaum, 
hMded  "Devon  Volunteer  Commemoration."  in  which  "Drawings 
are  invited  for  a  memorial  of  the  fact  that  tne  Volunteer  Movement 
of  1852  originated  in  Devonshire."  According  to  the  regulations, 
"  Drawings  must  be  accompanied  by  tenders  for  carrying  out  the 
work."  Moreover,  *'  the  total  cost,  indudinit  all  charges  for  design- 
ing, carrying  out,  superintending,  and  erecting  the  work,  and  sur- 
rounding the  same  with  a  suitable  iron  nubng,  must  not  exceed 
£200."  Now  this  is  really  a  very  fair  sum,  and  to  assist  one  of  oar 
readers  to  win  the  nrize,  we  allot  the  money  in  appropriate  items. 
Of  course  we  can  only  give  a  rough  estimate,  but  it  should  be  near 
enough  to  suit  its  purpose. 

Cost  of  the  Devon  Volunteeb  Commemoration  Memorial. 
Design  (being  a  sovereign  more  than  the  sum 

offered  for  a  second  prize) 6    0    0 

Stone      .        .        .       •        .        ,        .        .        .    10    0    0 

Engraving  inscription 30    0    0 

Gilding  the  names  of  the  Committee,  &c.,  engaged 

in  the  work 50    0    0 

Designer's  charge  for  carrying  out,  superintending 

and  erecting  work 4    0    0 

Balance  (to  bo  used  for  surrounding  memorial 
"  with  a  suitable  iron  railing")  .       •  1^_J^__P. 

£200    0    0 
And  now,  having  shown  how  the  thing  may  be  done,  we  hope  that 
the  best  man  may  win.     It  is  plc&sant  to  lind  Art  so   greatly 
appreciated  in  Devonshire— a  county  which  apparently  is  as  rich  and! 
as  generous  as  its  own  cream ! 

Post  PRANDUL^If  the  geraniums  and  roses  in  my  Loui8a*8' 
garden  could  speak,  what  celebrated  dinner-giver  would  they  name  ? 
— LoolcuLLrs!  ^.  .,.     ^'     C 
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FAREWELL  TO   McGLADSTONE. 

(Fnm  the  Heart  qfMuUothdaii.) 

[« I  must  here  add.  in  explicit  tenni,  the  few  deoitlTe  words  to  which,  after  all  that  hai  happened,  I  feel  a  natural  reluetanoe  to  gire  utterance.  It  ii 
not  my  intention,  at  the  age  I  hare  now  reached,  to  ask  re-election  (for  Midlothian)  when  the  preeent  Parliament  ihall  he  diMolTed.**— iff.  OladaUm*9 
FanweU  Letter  to  Midlathi4m,] 

Am—**  Farewell  to  Mackenzie** 


Fabxwell  to  McGlasstove,  great  Chief 

oftheNorthI 
Midlothian  rememben  when  fint  setting 

forth. 
The  Chieftain  she's  monniing  his  course 

hereberau 
Launohing  rartn  on  wild  billows  his  bark 

Uke  a  man. 
And  stirring  all  hearts  with  his  eloquent 

▼doe.— 
Farewell  to  McGLASSTOins,  the  Chief  of 

oorohoioel 

0  swift  was  his  galley,  and  hardy  his 

orew,  [tme. 

Her  Captain  was  skilful,  her  mariners 
In  danger  undaunted,  unwearied  by  toil. 
Though  the  storms  nught  arise,  and  the 

billows  might  boil. 
In  the  wind  and  the  warfare  he  seemed 

to  rejoioe. — 
Farewell  to  McGLiJ>8T0irE,  the  Chief  of 

our  ohoioe  I 

Blow  bland  on  his  parting,  thou  sweet 

southland  gale ! 
Like  the  sighs  of  his  sailors  breathe  soft 

on  his  sail ; 
Be  prolonff^d  as  regret  that  his  Tassals 

must  know^ 
Be  fair  as  their  faith,  and  sinoere  as 

their  woe :  [of  yoioe, 

Be  so  soft,  and  so  fair,  and  so  friendly 
Waftinjir  Homeward  McGladstohx,  the 

Chief  of  our  ohoioe  I 

He  was  pilot  experienced,  and  trusty, 

and  wise. 
To  measure  the  seas,  and  to  study  the 

skies- 
He  would  hoist  all  her  canyas  on  Vic- 
tory's tadk. 


'Hi  a  ■orrowlul 
and  we 


Kind  Heayen  crowd  it  fuller  wfaea  waft- 
ing him  back 

To  his  home  in  far  Hawarden,  where 
hearts  will  rejoioe 

To  wdcome  McGlasstovb,  the  Qiief  el 
our  choice. 

MuUotkian  no  more! 

cry. 
And  we  gaze  on  the 

glance  at  the  sky ; 
We  shaU  long,  when  clouds  darken  and 

wild  waves  o'erwhelm. 
For  his  Tdce  through  the  gala,  for  hii 

hand  on  the  helm. 
Now  we  shout  through  the  shadowa,  witii 

tears  in  our  yoioe : 
Farewell  to  McGlaimtovb,  great  Chirf 

of  our  choice ! 

Midlothian  no  more  !    Faith^  we  faney 

we  hear  [knew  ter. 

The  cry  of  the  Chieftain  who  nerer 
Stout  still  thronirh  its  sadnen,  **  Keep 

up  the  good  fight  I 
Let  IfidlotUan,  let  ScotLsnd,  still  stud 

lortheBiffktl" 
Thdastburdenbrayeof  theyakmrnsTaice 
Of  dauntless  McOLADfrro]fz,  great  CbM 

qI  our  ohdce  I 

Midlothian  no  more!   In  despite,  Chiel, 

<tf  all. 
The  Heart  of  Ifidlothian  responda  to 

youroalL 
Its  echoes  shall  live,  though  no  kager 

your  form  [stonn. 

Shall  steer  us  to  sunshine,  or  cheer  lu  in 
Then  fuewdl  to  the  presence,  bat  not 

to  the  yoioe 
Of  '*  Auld  Wttllh"  OiADgroBii,  grmi 

Qiief  of  our  choice! 


THE  COPPERATION  AT  WIN8EB. 

Oh,  didn't  the  grand  old  Copperation  haye  a  grand  treat  last  week 
at  Winser  I  Her  grashus  Migeety  the  Qumor  asked  'em  all  down  to  her 
butiful  Fallace  to  hear  the  adUem  Recorder  read  to  her  l^eir  joyful 
feelings  at  the  birth  of  her  dear  little  Great  Grand  Son  I  And  tnen, 
to  the  great  joy  of  all  on  'em.  Her  Majsstt  read  such  a  deUshus 
amser  as  amost  brort  tears  to  the  eyes  of  some  of  the  young  uns  of 
the  Party,  and  sent  'em  away  to  the  Dutiful  Lunshon  Boom  to  refresh 
exhorsted  natur  with  a  delicate  Lunch,  and  sum  exkisit  Madeary ,  such 
as  King  Gsobge  the  foubth  is  said  to  haye  sayed  xpressly  for 
simmilar  gbrius  ocasions. 

Don't  let  it  be  suDposed  as  I  wants  people  to  bdeeye  as  I  was 
there ;  but  I  had  the  nde  account  giyen  by  one  as  was,  and  I  ain't 
ixaff erated  it  not  a  bit. 

Tnere  is  a  sertain  Body  of  gents  in  London  as  ewidently  wonts  to 

eiy  fust  fiddel  in  the  g[uyemment  of  our  grand  old  City,  but  I 
yent  heard  of  their  bon^  asked  down  to  Winser  Carsel  to  con- 
gratulate her  Most  Graysnus  Magbstt  on  the  late  appy  ewent. 
Should  they  be  so  I  should  most  suttenly  make  a  pint  of  seeing  'em 
all  stiui,  if  it  were  only  out  of  curiosi^  to  see  what  sort  of  State 
Mazerine  Gownds  they  would  all  wear  I 

I  had  allmoct  forgot  to  menahun  that  the  two  Sherryffs,  and  the 
Chairman  of  the  big  Tower  Bridge,  was  all  benighted,  and  came  out 
of  the  presents  Chsimber  smiling  like  ancient  Cherubs.  I  am  told  as 
how  as  the  Copperation  was  so  worry  much  delited  with  their  royal 
wisit  to  royal  Winser,  that  they  has  been  andpassed  a  worry  simuer 
wote  of  thanks  to  the  Dook  ana  Dutchess  of  Yoee,  and  arsked  them 
to  reoeeye  'em  jest  the  same  as  the  Qjnaox  did,  butthey  is  both  worry 
sorry  to  say,  that  their  Pallis  not  being  near  so  big  as  Her  MAJxerr'a. 
they  hopes  as  only  a  small  Deppytation  of  Aldermen  and  C.  C.'s  will 
attend. 

Oh  won't  there  be  jeat  a  rush  for  places,  as  eyery  one  cm  'em  is 
naterally  anxious  to  show  his  loyalty  on  so  hinteresting  an  ocasion, 
tho  of  course  they  oamt  expeo  to  haye  heyerything  exady  the  same 
as  they  had  at  Ei^el  Winser.  Bobsbt. 


OPERA  NOTES. 


Tueeday,  July  17.— "The 


To-night  VXBDi'a  opera  oi  A\ 


season  wiU  terminate  July  30.** 
KBDra  opera  ot  ^ttfa,  "with  the  dotlets  on  the  i!.''  Fin* 
appearance  of  Madame  Annn,  a  spacious  Tprirna  donna  who  amply 
fills  the  part.  Givlu  Riyoeii  an  excellent  Amnerie.  O^era 
apparently  not  (particularly  attraotiye,  or  moie  powerful  attnotian^ 
euewhere. 

Saturday,  il.—Pagliaeei  followed  by  new  opera  entitled  Tke 
Lady  of  Longford,  tnough  it  would  haye  been  more  polite  had  the 
Pagfiaod  allowed  the  Lady  to  precede  them.  But  Pagliaooi  will  bo 
PaffliaooL  The  Ladjfe  Librettists  are  Sir  DBmuoLAKUS  Pokhcits 
ana  Mr.  F.  E.  Wsithbbbt.  The  music  is  by  EioL  Bach.  The 
Gentlemen  of  Longford  are  reraesented  b^  Messrs.  AxyAJixz  and 
Edouasd  ds  Rsszkb,  while  <Ae  Lady,  the  %  lady,  is  Bxma  EAins 
— **  quite  the  lady  "—and  the  little  lady  is  EyELTir  Hugbss.  Thia 
new  Lady  turns  out  to  be  our  <dd  fnend  the  one-act  drama  hy 
Tom  Tatlob  entitled  A  Sheep  in  Wolfe  Clothing,  set  to  music,  the 
comic  characters  beinar  omitted,  and  the  end  made  tragic  instead  of 
happy.  The  music  does  not  entitle  Bach  to  take  a  front  aesit. 
Emma  Eameb  exodlent;  Fahbt  Huohbs  funny;  ALyABXz  spod; 
Jbak  db  Rkoekb  first-rate  all-round-head  Colonel,  but  more  Cka  a 
Cathedral  than  a  Kirk.  Composer  and  Librettists  complimented; 
MAKcnnsLLi  conducted ;  House  fulL    General  satiafaetian. 


Habd  Gasb  of  **EyiciED  TKKAirn"  nr  Dbubt  Laks. — ^At  a 
general  assembly  of  the  Theatre  Royal  Drurr  Lane  Company  of  Pro- 
prietors last  Wednesday.  Mr.  Chittt  is  reported  to  haye  oboerred  thai 
^after  putting  £300,000  mto  the  boilding  withoutreoeiyinr  afiaxthflac 
in  retom,  Uiey  were  now  to  haye  their  money  confiscated  oy  tbm  lanr« 
but  in  such  oironmatanoea  aa  one  would  not  haye  expected  from  a 
nobleman  in  the  Duke  of  Bbdfobd's  poeition."  Ahem!  Why  did 
not  Sir  Dbubiolavxts  arise  andL  remembering  the  Barber  of  SiciOe^ 
ting  ''Chittt,  Cbxttt,  piano! piano!**  But  natnzallj  ikm  Drary 
Laneitea  must  feel  a  bit  hurt 
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THE ''CIAND  NATIONAL" 
TRUST. 

A  MxxinrG  has  reoently 
taken  plaoe  at  Grosrenor 
Hoiue  to  ectabluh  a  National 
Tnut,  the  idea  bemg  to  pre- 
serve places  of  historic  in- 
terest and  natural  beauty. 
Announoed  at  the  meeting 
that  already  a  beautifol  difi 
had  been  promised  br  a  lady. 
We  understand  the  following 
promises  haye  also  been  re- 
ceiyed: — 

Th€  Duke  of  W-ttm-n- 
it-r.  —  A  yery  handsome 
groond-rent.  Intended  to 
sapport  and  sustain  beauti- 
ful dlifh.  fto. 

^The  JDuke  of  D-v-nMh-r: 
— Gh-tsw-rth,  whioh«  owing 
to  reoent  l«nslatioD,  he  can 
no  longer  afford  to  keep  up. 
InteDos  to  take  a  small  cot- 
tage, it  is  belieyed,  at  some 
inezpensiye  town  on  the 
East  Coast  Seyeral  Dis- 
tressed Dukee  haye  also  pro- 
mised, on  their  death,  to 
leave  their  estates  to  the 
Trust. 

A  Lover  of  Ozone.  —  A 
particularly  bracing  breeze. 
To  be  dedicated  to  the  public 
forever. 

The  London  County  Coun- 
oil.— The  Shaftesbury  Foun- 
tain. The  L.  G.  C,  we 
understand,  welcomes  the 
prospect  of  handing  over  to 
the  Trust  the  responsibility 
attaching  to  this  insoluble 
problem. 

A  Hertfordshire  Gentle- 
man.— A  thoroughly  reliable 
right  of  way. 

Mr.  Th-m-s  B-ch-m.— 
A  unique  collection  of  sign- 
boards m  eUu.  These  axe 
placed  in  the  midst  of  the 
meet  lovely  natural  scenery, 
and  in  themselves  will  very 
soon,  it  is  hoped,  be  of  Am- 
fortc  interest. 

Sir  Fr-d-r-ck  P-iUek  will 
arrange  in  every  case  to 
sup^y  a  good  title. 

Mr.  Punch  heartily  com- 
mends so  Datriotic  a  scheme 
to  his  readers.  Any  beauti- 
ful difli  ground-rents,  rights 
of  way,  Ac,  sent  to  him  at 
85,  Fleet  Street  wOl  imme- 
diately be  forwarded  to  the 
proper  quarter.  N.B.— It  is 
joat  possible  an  exception  to 
this  rule  might  be  made  in 
the  case  of  ground-rents. 


HOW   IT   IS   DONE. 

(An  Art-BeHjfe.) 


(JWO  OT  PICTUKA  ?  —  VWJTAS  TALM- 


Taxb  a  lot  of  black  triangles. 

Some  amor^ous  blobs  of  red ; 
Just  a  sprinkle  of  queer  spangles. 

An  ill-drawn  Medusa  head ; 
Some  red  locks  in  Qorgon  tangles. 

And  a  scarlet  sunshade,  spread : 
Take  a  ** portiere'*  quaint  and  spotty, 

Take  a  turn-up  nose  or  two ; 
The  loose  Ups  cl  one  **  gone  dotty," 

A  oheese-cutter  chin,  askewj 
Pose  like  that  of  front-row  *'  Toitib," 

Hat  as  worn  by  *' Coster  Loo  " ; 
Take  an  hour-glass  waist,  in  section, 

Shonldws  hunched  up  camel-wise ; 


Give  a  look  of  introspection 

(Or  a  squint)  to  two  black  eyes ; 
Or  a  glance  of  quaint  dejection. 

Or  a  glare  of  wild  surprise ; 
Slab  and  slop  them  all  together 
With    a    background    of    sheer 
sludge; 
(Like  a  slum  in  foggy  weather]. 
And  this  blend  of  scrawl  and 
smudge 
Vend  as  ART— in  highest  feather  I— 
D  apes  in  praise  will  blareand  blether. 
Honest    BurcheUe    will    cry  — 
"FUDGE!  1 1" 


A  Bend-Frencli  Octave. 

(Picked  upine  Dremnff^room,) 

Mt  razor,   you  're  a  true 
raeeur^ 
That  is,  you  bore  me  badly  I 
You  're  blunt,  you  gash— 3e 
tout  mon  eceur 
I  hlese  you  wildly,  madhr  I 
Vraimentf  e^esi  vou$  qu*  fai 
en  horreur 
Each  mom  on  rising  sadly ; 
Were 't  not  that  shaving 's 
deriaueur, 
In  turn  I'd  cut  yoti  gladly ! 


lir    YlgW    OF    HOUDATB. 

A  Hnrr.— Of  course  if  you're 
on  pedestrian  tours  boit^if 
you're  a  bicyclist  you'll  be 
still  more  beiit— you  cannot 
do  better  than,  as  a  pedes- 
trian, get  Walksr'b  Maiw. 
If  you  are  going  to  sail, 
or  l^  steam,  you  are  again 

referred  to "  Walksb, 

London."  There  is  a  ffooa 
idea  in  these  Maps  wnich 
might  be  still  further  deve- 
loped, and  that  is  not  only  to 
show  the  route  and  the 
manner  of  making  your 
Journey,  but  by  arranjir^ 
ment  with  the  prinapal 
Steam -beat  and  Sailway 
Gompanies  some  sort  <n 
**  itinerary  "  mi^ht  be  added 
to  the  Map,  with  informa- 
tion as  to  the  **  means 
wherebj,"  which  to  the 
toiler  in  search  of  a  brief 
holiday  '*by  rail,  bv  river, 
or  by  sea,"  and  perhaps  by 
all  three,  would  be  most 
useful  were  it  available  as 
an  almost  **  instantaneous 
process  "  of  reference. 

BiaLBT. 

Pelt  or  drizzly, 
Weatiier— ^My/ 


FnrixcuL  P&oblxx  Uhe 
effect  of  reading  the  Budaet 
Lehate9).—Whj  is  the  hk- 
come-Taz  so  sharply  feltP 
Because,  disguise  it  as  jpn 
may,  it's  a  case  of  tin- 
taxi    

LovDov  Kkioht  bt 
Kkight.  — The  Solicitob- 
GBKSBALKmghted  last  Wed- 
nesday at  Windsor.  Will 
Bob  (the  only  name  by  which 
his  many  friends  know  him) 
henceforth  be  known  as  **  the 
Queen's  Shilling"? 


EANELAGH  IN  RAIN. 


How  sweet  this  road  is,  fringed  by  hedge- 
row elm. 
Where  peeps  in  May  the  hawthorn's 
snowy  bud, 
A  fairy  place  that  seems  TUmnia'e  realm  I 
By  Jove,  what  mud  I 

How  sweet  this  turf,  as  soft  as  finest 
moss  I 
Such  "  gaxon  anglaW   we  alone   can 
get. 
Ohhangit,nol    I  cannot  walk  across, 
It's  soaking  wet  I 


How  sweet  that  lake,  where  gentle  eddies 

But  all  around  ceems   lake,   through 
rainfall  dim. 
Why  want  a  pond,  when  on  dry  (!)  land 
to-day 

We  almost  swim  P 

How  sweet  —  to  get   a    Hansom  home 
again. 
And  leave  this  aguish,  riieumatic  damp  I 
I  do  not  love  thee,  Kanelagh,  in  rain. 
Beneath  a  gamp. 


WHAT'S  IN  A  NAME  INDEED  P 
*'  Edwabd,  Albert,  Ghristian,  George, 

Andrew.  Patrick,  David, 
Drink  lif r  8  pleasures  with  free  gorge ! 

From  its  pains  be  say^ ! " 
So  said  Punch  at  the  White  Lodge, 

His  old  optics  glistening. 
Sure  such  names  ill-luck  should  dodge ; 

Sure  such  namea  no  babe  e'er  bore. 

Patron  Saints!    Tou 've  all  the  four 
To  bless  the  Boyal  Ghristening  I 

A-GOMBAXT   THAT   OUGHT   TO  "  FUOAT.I-P 

T  ampany."  ^^ 
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ESSENCE   OF   PARLIAMENT. 

BXraACTED  FROM  THE  DIARY  OF  TOBY,  M.P. 
Hintse  of  Cotnm&ns,  Monday,  July  16. — The  Blameless    B. 


translated  into  the  Breathless  Baktlet.  Of  eleven  i>ages  of  Amend- 
ments  to  Bodget  Bill  standing  for  oonsideration  when  House  met 
to-day,  not  less  than  three  oontrihuted  hy  this  particular  B. 
Emhodied  readjusted  scale  of  graduated  taxation.  Only  objections 
to  it  presently  stated  by  Sqoibs  of  Malwood  :  (1)  It  would 
necessitate  total  reconstruction  of  Bill  (2)  resulting  in  loss  of 
£643,000 ;  (3)  whole  question  had  been  thoroughly  threshed  out  in 
Committee.  To  raise  it  again  at  eleyenth  hour  seemed  too  much  to 
ask  even  in  oonnection  with  Budget  Bill. 
Nevertheless  Babtlbt,  not   yet  breathless,   moved   his  multi- 


vou  know;  helps  Woodall  in  getting  his  clothing  vote;  and,  I 
believe,  is  rather  liked  by  Tommy  Atkins." 

Business  done, — Sqitibb  of  Malwoqd  annotmces  programme  for 
\  remainder  of  Session.    A  mere  nothing.    Only,  aa.PBi5GE  Abtevb 
is  I  says,  in  view  of  number  of  BiUs  and  their  contentious  character,  more 


like  what  we  are  accustomed  to  at  beginning  of  Session,  than  to  hate 
dumped  down  in  what  should  be  its  last  month. 

Thursday,— **  J osvtu"  said  the  Member  for  Sa&k,  dropping  into 
one  of  his  tireeome  didaotio  moods,  **  would  do  well  m  any  drami- 
stanoes.  Whether  in  Upper  Egypt  or  Lower,  he  was  sure  to  oome  to 
the  top  of  the  well,  however  securely  his  brethren  might  have  packed 
him  in  its  lowest  depths.  But,  regarding  him  just  now  as  he  criti- 
cised the  SauiRs's  arrangements  for  the  Session,  I  conld  not  helo 
,  thinldng  what  a  loss  the  auction-room  hfcs  only  partially  BnrviTea 
hj  his  turn  into  the  field  of  politics.     If  in  early  life,  or  eren 


do  not  think  it  necessaij  to  defend  it  again :  but,"  here  he  leaned 
on  the  table  with  engaging  look  at  the  now  Bbeathless  Babtlet, 
**  the  hon.  gentleman  can  take  a  division  if  he  thinks  fit" 

Babtlst  sat  and  audibly  gasped.  Jokih  gal- 
lantly protested  against  this  treatment  of  his  hon. 
friend ;  threatened  to  move  adjournment  of  debate. 
Pbince  Ab.tb.vr  sent  for ;  arrived  almost  as  breath* , 
less  as  Baetlet  ;  thunder  boomed,  Ughtning 
flashed  round  head  of  Attobkbt-G£reral.  who  is 
always  finding  himself  astonished.  **  The  hon. 
and  learned  gentleman,"  said  Priscb  Abthub. 
with  delightful  assumption  of  anger,  **  hasubusea 
the  situation.  The  Opposition  have  no  means  of 
compelling  him  to  talk  sense,  but  talk  he  must." 

Squibb  of  Malwood,  who  had  fled*'before  pros- 
pect of  long  speech  from  Babtlet,  hastily  brought 
back.  Don't  know  where  incident  would  have 
ended  had  it  not  been  for  EEmroK-SLAXBT.  Find- 
ing opening  he  slipped  in.  Threw  himself  into 
easv  oratorical  attitude ;  proposed  to  consider  prin- 
ciple of  graduation  adopted  m  Bill.  Would  do  so 
nnder  three  heads :  injustice  to  the  poor,  iigustice 
to  the  middle-class,  injustice  to  the  nch. 

This  too  much  even  for  Opposition.  With 
groans  of  despair  they  rushed  into  Division  Lobby ; 
jBabtlet's  scheme  negatived  by  majority  of  62. 

Business   done,— Budget  Bill    passed    Report 


tudinous  Amendment.  Eesumed  his  seat  with  consciousness  of  man  |  middle  age,  he  had  only  taken  to  the  rostrum,  the  shade  of  the  much 
who  had  done  his  duty.  The  Squibe  would  get  up  to  answer  him ;  over-rated  Robins  would  have  hem  dimmed  in  glory.  Obserre  how 
debate  would  follow ;  at  least  two  hours  would  be  plea^antl  v  |  well  he  looks  the  part.  Bee  with  what  unconscious  effect  he  modnoes 
occupied.  Instead  of  Squibe.  Attobket-General  rose.  **  Well,"  |  a  stumpy  piece  of  lead  pencil,  and  looks  round  for  bids.  listen  to 
said  Blameless,  throwing  himself  into  attitude  of  attention,  i  the  clear  sharp  notes  of  nis  voice.  *  What  shall  we  say,  gentlemen, 
**  let 's  hear  what  he  has  to  say."  j  for  the  Equalisation  of  Kates  Bill  ?    How  many  days  will  yon  Rire 

Turned  out  to  be  exceedingly  Httle.    *'  Government  scale  has  been  for  it  ?  Name  your  own  time,  gentlemen.  There  is  no  reserve.  Shill 
attacked  and  defended  many  times,"  said  Attobket-Genebal.    **  I   we  say  six  days?    Does  the  tall,  somewhat  stout  gentleman  with  t 

white  waistcoat,  on  the  Treasury  Bendi,  shake  his  head  ?  Very  well, 
we  will  say  four  days.    Going   at  four  days;'  and  the  peneQ, 
scratching  out  six,  substitutes  four.     This  may  seem  very  easj 
,  when  it 's  done :  but  it  'b  art,  Tobt,  even  gemoi. 
I  If  you  think  it 's  easy  for  a  man  discanini  State 
business,  suddenly  but  completely  to  invest  the 
high  oourt  of  Parliament  with  the  tone  and  atmo- 
sphere of  an  auction-room,  just  reckon  np  hot 
many  other  men  of  first  rank  in  pubUo  life  eoaid 
do  it.     Not  to  ^  further  afield,  conld  Punci 
Abi  HUB  manage  it,  even  after  a  week's  tiainmg  r 
Very  well ;  then  don't  minimise  a  suocessfol  effcrt 
I  because,  thanks  to  the  commanding  inflaenoe  of 
native  talent,  its  accomplishment  teems  eMvtot 
particular  person."      Business  done.—  aicn- 
!  Bbach,  oomplainbgthat  Ministers  have  dropped 
a  large  nuniber  of  Bills  for  lack  of  time  to  psn 
them,  and  asserting  that  the  time  remaining  it 
their  disposal  for  passing  the  poor  balance  w  w 
short,  reduces  it  by  three  hours,  in  order  that  be 
and  his  friends  may  lament  the  fact  . 

2^fV/fly.— House  heard  with  keen  satwficafli 
that  Szlumpeb  is  around  again.  Not  havinp  «« 
in  the  newspapers  any  telegrams  from  him  UWy, 
there  was  vague  idea  that  he  had  suecambedto 
his  exertions  on  occasion  of  the  happy  event » 
White  Lodge.  Perhaps  he  was  a  little  wJKJ^^ 
_       ^  Szlumpeb,  in  addition  to  being  Mayor  of  KicH- 

''ednesdat/,—%1,   Zows  Bbodbick  sitting  on      ^^       -^  \   ^^^^^k^^^'^%jR/     mond,  is  almost  human.    No  man  bom  of  woom 
front  Opposition  Bench  thh)ug[h  Committee  of  -^y        could  with  impunity  fire  off  such  a  >^<5®*^ 

Supply   on  Army  Estimates  this  afternoon,  in-  i  l         telegrams  as  on  that  memorable  day  ^^^^ 

vested  neighbourhood  with  unwonted  air  of  fashion.  "The  Young  Wale«  Party."  dealt  out  to  his  Sovereign,  the  Heir  Apparent  w 

Not  that  there  is.  as  a  rule,  any  lack  of  style  on ' the  Throne,  the  Crowned  Heads  of  Eawpe.  iw 

put  of  Leaders  of  Opposition  regarded  as  a  body.  Only  something, '  his  ducal  neighbours  at  the  White  Lodge.  But  on  Boyal  ChniteQ- 
;>  ne  sais  quoi,  about  Bbodbick  that  sugfr^sted  profoundest  depths  ing  day  SzLUHPEBwas  around  again,  with  a  little  ^^^^'^j^f!^ 
ol  PooLE«    Couldn't  help  oomplimenting  him  on  his  turn  out.  a  bouquet  of  fiowers  to  be  presented  to  the  Qitebx,  whilst  mjmm 

••  Evidently  you  spare  no  expense,"  Isaid ;  "  though  why  even  a  pere,  plumped  on  his  knees,  welcomed  his  Sovereign  within  the  p» 
millionaire  should  wear  an  overcoat  a  da]r  like  this  seems  wicked  |  way  of  ancient  Richmond. 

waste  of  property.  Hope  you  are  not  growing  desperate  in  anticipa-  '  **  Ah,  ce  Szluhpeb  ! "  said  Sabb.  "  he  delights  me  more  ami  mow. 
tion  of  Death  Duties;  spending  your  money  recklessly  so  that  Hab-  He  represents,  if  you  think  of  it,  the  essence^  of  our  ^^^Sp^  JJ|?^ 
C0X7BT  may  be  disappointed  when,  for  taxing  purposes,  he  comes  to  life.  He  is  part  of  the  foundation  of  the  British  Constituti^«  ▼oj^ 
aggrcfirate  your  propierty  ?  "  everyone,  especially  those  regarding  it  from  a  distance,  r«S*^J  ■*.J{J 

•°  My  dear  boy,"  said  Bbodbick,  giving  the  overcoat  a  dexterous        -     •        -  .  ..      «    . 

lift  by  the  lappels  that  added  fresh  grace  to  its  fit  at  the  back  of  the 
neck,  ••you're  out  of  it  altogether.  This  is  the  thirteen-and-six- 
penny  coat  supplied  to  Tommy  Atkins  in  which,— following  the 
advice  of  Dr.  Johkson,  wasn't  it  P--I,  as  I  told  the  House  the  other 
day,  took  a  walk  down  Bond  Street.  The  surtout  underneath,  which 
I  will  fully  display  when  the  Housegets  a  little  fuller,  ooet  seventeen- 
and -six  net.  You  will  observe  it  is  so  made  that  you  can 
button  it  across  and  so  save  a  waistcoat.  If  you  must  have  a  waist- 
coat, we  can  da  it  at  eight^and-ninepence.  As  for  trousers,  these 
cost  me  thirteen  shillings."  (Here  he  stretched  out  and  fondly 
regarded  a  manly  leg.)  **  If  I  had  taken  a  couple  of  pair,  cut  at  the 
same  time  you  know,  I  could  have  had  the  two  for  25i.  I  see  vour 
eyes  fixed  on  the  boots.  As  you  say,  the  shape  of  the  foot  may  have 
something  to  do  with  it.  But  apart  from  that,  the  article  is  equal  to 
what  you  pay  thirty-five  shillings  for  in  Regent  Street  or  Piccadilly. 
Eleven-and-ninepence  was  the  fij^ure.  Misfits,  very  popular  with 
privates  newlyr  joined,  knock  on  the  odd  ninepence.  Of  course  I 
don't  wear  tiiis  suit  every  day.  Can't  afford  that ;  put  'em  on 
whenever  House  in  Committee  on  Army  Supply  or  debate  going  for- 
ward on  Army  matters.    It  encourages  Cawmell  -  BAibrEBiUK, 


perfection  of  good  government."     Business 
speechmaking  on  Irish  Evicted  Tenants  Bill. 


done,—k  dull  nigbt 


OXFORD  AND  YALE.-(Jlt.y  16.) 

A  VEBT  good  fight  I    Come  again  to  us,  Tale !        ,  ^  ! 
We  know  a  true  Tank  knows  not  how  to  sx>ell  * '  fail.*' 

HiCKOK  and  Sheldon  can  throw  and  can  jump !  | 

And  e*en  in  the  racing  you  made  our  ladb  pump !  | 
Come  again,  Tale,  oome  aff  ain,  and  again ;  ^ 

Victors  or  vanquished  sucn  visits  aren't  vain.  j 

One  of  these  days  you  will  probably  nidk  us.                ,.  i  i 

We  don't  crow  when  we  lick ;  we  won't  cry  when  you  lick  ni.  i 

-  I 

Bise,  Sir!  I 

"  We  are  iDformed  that  the  Qukbn  has  been  pleased  to  confer  the  Koc«?«'  ^ 

of  a  Baronetcy  on  Dr.  John  Williams,  of  Brook  Street.    Dr.  ^»^"i*,-  i 

the  Physician  who  attendc4  the  Duchess  of  Yobk,"— Dai/y  Faptr,  M  "^  | 

We  oongratulate  Sir  John,  who  is  now  a  Sor-geon  in  every  ^ , 

*' '      Digitized  by  CjOOQIC " 


AuoTTST  4,  1894.] 
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SPORT  FOR  RATEPAYERS. 

August  1«/.— Deer-shooting 
in  Victoria  Park  oommenoes. 

2nc?.— Distribution  of 
▼enison  to  '*  Frogressiye " 
Cuanty  Coonoillors  and  their 
f  amilies-^espeoially  to  Alder- 
men. 

3rd.  —  Stalking  American 
Uson  in  the  Marylebone  dis- 
used graye-yard  is  permitted 
from  this  day.  A  staff  of 
competent  surgeons  will  b^ 
outside  the  palmgs. 

4ih, — Chraois-coursing  in 
Brockwell  Park. 

5th.— A  few  rogue  elephants 
hayinff  been  imported  (at  con- 
sideraole  expense  to  the  rates), 
and  located  in  the  Regenrs 
Park,  the  Chairman  of  the 
L.  C.  C,  assisted  by  the  Park- 
keepers,  will  giye  an  exhibi- 
tion of  the  method  employed 
in  snaring  them.  The  ele- 
nhants  in  the  Zoobgioal  Oar- 
aens  will  be  expected  to 
assist. 

eth—Bank  Holiday/,— 
Popular  f estiyal  on  Hampstead 
Heath.  Two  herds  of  red  deer 
will  be  turned  on  to  the  Heath 
at  different  points,  and  three 
or  four  specially  procured 
man-eating  Bengal  timers  will 
be  let  loose  at  the  Flag-staff 
to  pursue  them.  Visitors  may 
hunt  the  deer  or  the  tigers, 
whioheyer  they  prefer.  Ex- 
press rifles  recommended,  also 
the  use  of  bullet-proof  coats. 
No  dynamite  to  be  employed 
against  the  livers.  Ambu- 
lanoes  in  the  Vale  of  Health. 


The  CouQcirs  Band,  up 
some  of  the  tallest  trees, 
will  perform  musicid  selec- 
tions. 

7/A.— Races  at  Wormwood 
Scrubbs  between  the  CounciPs 
own  ostriches  and  leading 
ovdistf.  A  force  of  the  Al 
Division  of  the  Metropolitan 
PoUce,  mounted  on  some  of  the 
reindeer  from  the  enclosure  at 
Spring  Gardens,  will  be  sta- 
tioned round  the  ^und  to 
preyent  the  ostriches  es- 
caping into  the  adjoining 
country. 

WA.— Sale  of  ostrich  feathers 
(dropped  in  the  contests)  to 

,  West-End  bonnet-makers  at 
Union  i^rices. 

I     9th, — G^nd  review  of  all 

'  the  Council's  animals  on 
Clapham  Common.  Procession 
through  streets  (also  at  Union 
rate).  Banquet  on  municipal 
yenison,  tiger  chops,  elephant 

>  steaks,  and  ostrich  wings  at 
Spring  Gardens.    Progrefisiye 

I  fireworks. 


Rath  EH  a   change  —  fob 

THR    BETTER. — They    (the 

dockers)    wouldnH   listen    to 

Baw    TrLLETT.      They    cried 

out  to  him,  "We  keep  you 

and  starve  ourselves.''   Hullo! 

the  revolt  of  the  sheep!  are 

they  beginning  to  think  that 

their  leaders  and  instigators 

are  after  all  not   their   best 

Andrt%o  (preparing  to  divide  the  orange),    *'  Will  you  choose  the  Bio  ! friends?    '*0  Tillett  not  in 

HALF,  Georgie,  oe  THE  Wee  HALF  T"  Gath ! "    And  Little  Ben  may 

George,  "'CouBSE  I'll  choose  the  Bio  half."  |  say   to   himself,    **I*11   wait 

Andrew  {with  rengnation).  "Then  I'll  just  have  to  make  'em  even."  |  Till-ett 's  over." 


GENEROSITY 


LINES  IN    PLEASANT   PLACES. 

v.- School.    "A  Distant  View." 

"Distance   lends   enchantment "  — kindly 
Distance  I 

Wiping  out  all  troubles  and  disgraces, 
How  we  seem  to  cast,  with  your  assistance, 

All  our  boyish  lines  in  pleasant  places ! 

Greek  and  Latin,  struggles  mathematic. 
These  were  worries  leaviog  slender  traoes ; 

Now  we  tell  the  boys  (we  wax  emphatic) 
How  our  lines  fell  all  in  pleasant  places. 

How  we  used  t>  draw  (immortal  Waekford!) 
£ccuD*8  figures,  more  resembling  faces,. 

Surreptitiously  upon  the  black-board. 
Crude  yet  telling  lines  in  pleasant  places. 

Pleasant  places  I    That  was  no  misnomer.       I 
Impositions  ?— little  heed  scape-graces ; 

Writing  out  a  book  or  so  of  Hoitbe, 
Even  those  were  lines  in  pleasant  places ! 

How  we  scampered  o*er  the  country,  leading 
Apoplectic  farmers  pretty  chases. 

Over  crops,  through  fences  all  unheedine,       > 
Stiff  cross-country  lines  in  pleasant  places. ; 

Yes,  and  how— too  soon  youth*8  early  day ' 
flies—  I 

In  the  purling  bro  ik  which  seaward  races 
How  we  used  to  poach  with  luscious  May-flies, 

Casting  furtive  lines  in  pleasant  places. 

Then   the   lickings  I     How  we  took  them, 
scorning 
Girlish  outoy^  though  we  made  grimaces ; 
Only  smiled  to  lind  ourselves  next  morning 
Somewhat  marked  wiUi  lines  in  pleasant 
places! 


Tou  cm. 


I  Alma  Mater,  whether  young  or  olden, 
I     Thanks  to  you  for  hosts  of  friendly  faces, 
Treasured  memories,  days  of  boyhood  golden, 
'     lines  that  fell  in  none  but  pleasant  places ! 


LONDON  BICYCLISTS. 

["Mr.  Asquith  said  that  he  waa  informed  by 
the  Chief  CommiBsioner  of  the  Metropolitan  PoUce 
that  undoubtedly  numerous  accidents  were  ciused 
by  bicycles  and  tricycles,  thoueh  he  was  not  pre- 
pared to  say  from  the  cause  of  tne  machines  passing 
on  the  near  instMd  of  the  off  side  of  the  road, 
fiicydes  and  tricycles  were  carriages,  and  should 
conform  to  the  nues  of  tbe  road,  and  the  police,  ss 
Ur  as  possible,  enforced  the  law  as  to  riding  to  the 
common  danger." — Daily  Graphic^  July  25.] 

RouKD  the  omnibus,  past  the  van. 
Rushing  on  with  a  reckless  reel, 
Darts  that  horrible  nuisance,  an 

Ardent  cyclist  resolved  that  he  'U 
Ride  past  everything  he  can. 
Heed  not  woman,  or  child,  or  man. 
Beat  some  record,  some  ride  from  I)dn 
To  Beersheba ;  that  seems  his  plan. 
Why  does  not  the  Home  Office  Dan 
London  fiends  of  the  whirling  wheel  P 

Let  them  ride  in  the  country  so. 

Dart  from  Duncansbay  Head  to  Deal, 
Shoot  as  straight  as  the  flight  of  crow, 
Sweep  as  swallow  that  seeks  a  meal. 
We  don't  care  how  the  deuce  they  go. 
But  in  thoroughfares  where  we  know 
Cyclists,  hurrsring  to  and  fro. 
Make  each  peaceable  man  their  foe. 
Riders,  walkers  alike  cry  '*  Whoa ! 
Stop   these    fiends   of  the   whirling 
wheel!" 


ODE  ON  SACRIFICE. 

Amid  the  glowing  i>ageant  of  the  year 

There  comes  too  soon  th'  inevitable  shock. 

That  token  of  the  season  sere. 

To  the  unthinking  fair  so  cheaply  dear. 

Who,  like  to  shipwreck*d  seamen,  do  it  hail. 

And  cry,  **ASale!  a  Sale! 

A  Sale !  a  Summer  Sale  of  Surplus  Stock ! '' 

See,  how,  like  busy-humming  bees 
Around  the  ineffable  fragrance  of  the  lime. 
Woman,  unsparing  of  the  salesman's  time. 
Reviews  the  stock,  and  chaffers  at  her  ease, 
Nor  yet,  for  all  her  talking,  purchases, 
Rut  takes  away,  with  copper-bulged  purse, 
The  textile  harvest  of  a  quiet  eye. 
Great  bargains  still  unbought,  and  power  to 
buy. 

Or  she,  her  daylong,  garrulous  labour  dme, 
Some  victory  o'er  reluctant  remnants  won. 
Fresh  from  the  trophies  of  her  skill. 
Things  that  she  needed  not,  nor  ever  will, 
She  takes  the  well-earned  bun ; 
Ambrosial  f  ood^  Dsvetkb  erst  design'd 
As  the  appropriate  food  of  womankind, 
Plain,  or  with  comfits  dedk'd  and  spice ; 
Or,  daintier,  dallies  with  an  ice. 
Nor  feels  in  heart  the  worse 
Because  the  haberdashers  thus  disperse 
Their  surplus  stock  at  an  astounding  sacrifice ! 

Yet  Contemplation  i>auses  to  review 
The  destinies  that  meet  the  silkworm's  care, 
The  fate  of  fabrics  whose  materials  grew 
In  the  same  fields  of  cotton  or  of  flax, 
Or  waved  on  fellow-flookmen's  fleecy  back*, 
And  the  tame  mill,  loom,  case,  emporiuui, 
shelf,  did  share. 
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"ADDING    INSULT,"   &c. 

SoSNX — HuTders  eanUring  rwtnd  Show  Ring, 
YinUk  on  hard-movihsd  Qrty  {having  just  cannoned  offaintt  old  Tweniyslun).  ''  *Scu8B  Mf,  SiB,— *buobd  to  D3  it.    Nothing  lus 

THAN  ▲  HatSTACK  STOPS  HIM  I " 


THE  RIDER'S  VADE  MECUM. 

(For  Use  in  Rotten  Row,) 

Question,  What  part  of  London  do  you  oonaider  the  most  dm- 
gerons  for  an  equestrian  ? 

Answer,  That  part  of  the  Park  known  as  Rotten  Row. 

Q,  Why  is  it  80  dangerous  ? 

A,  Because  it  is  orercrowded  in  the  Season,  and  at  all  times  im- 
Derfectly  keot 

Q.  What  do  you  mean  by  **  imperfectly  kept "  ? 

A,  I  mean  that  the  soil  is  not  free  from  bricks  and  other  impedi- 
ments to  comfortable  and  safe  riding. 

Q.  Why  do  you  go  to  Rotten  Row  ? 

A.  Because  it  is  the  most  conyenient  place  in  London  fur  the  resi- 
dents of  the  West  End. 

Q.  But  would  not  Battersea  Park  do  as  well  ? 

A,  It  is  fartiier  afield,  and  at  present,  so  far  as  the  rides  are  con- 
cerned, given  over  to  the  charms  of  solitude. 

Q.  And  is  not  the  Regent's  Park  also  available  fur  equestrians  P 

A,  To  some  extent  *  but  the  roads  in  that  rather  distant  pleasaimce 
are  not  comparable  tor  a  moment  with  the  ride  within  \iew  of  the 
Serpentine. 

Q.  Would  a  ride  in  Kensington  Gardens  be  an  advantage  P 

A.  Yes,  to  some  extent ;  still  it  would  scarcely  be  as  convenient 
as  the  present  excreisiDg  ground. 

Q.  Then  you  admit  that  there  are  (and  might  be)  pleasant  rides 
other  than  Rotten  Row  P 

A,  Certainly;  but  that  fact  does  not  dispense  with  the  necessity  of 
reform  in  existing  institutions. 

Q.  Then  you  consider  the  raising  of  other  issues  is  merely  a  plan  to 
coijuse  and  obliterate  the  original  contention  ? 

A,  Assiuredly ;  and  it  is  a  policy  that  has  been  tried  before  with 
success  to  obstructors  and  failure  to  the  grievance-mongers. 

Q.  So  as  two  blacks  do  not  make  one  white  you  and  all  believe  that 
Rotten  Row  should  be  carefully  insoected  and  the  causes  of  the  recent 
accidents  ascertained  and  remedied  r 

A,  I  do ;  and,  further,  am  convinced  that  such  a  course  would  be 
for  the  benefit  of  the  public  in  general  and  riders  in  Rotten  Row  in 
particular. 


''PERSONALLY  CONDUCTED." 

'Tis  a  norrible  tale  I  'm  a-going  to  narrate ; 
It  happened— veil,  each  vone  can  fill  in  the  date ! 
It  *s  a  heartrending  tale  of  three  babbies  so  fine. 
Whom  to  spifflicate  promptlv  their  foes  did  incline. 
Yen  they  vos  qvito  infants  they  lost  their  mamma ; 
They  vos  left  all  alone  in  the  vorld  vith  their  pa. 
But  to  vatoh  o*er  his  babbies  vos  always  his  plan— 

{Chorus)— 
'Cos  their  daddy  he  vos  sich  a  keerful  old  man ! 

He  took  those  three  kiddies  all  into  his  charge. 
And  kep  them  together  so  they  shouldn't  **  go  large." 
Two  hung  to  his  coat-tails  along  the  hard  track. 
And  the  uird  one,  he  dung  to  his  neck  pick-a-back. 
The  foes  of  those  kiddies  they  longed  for  their  bleed, 
And  they  swore  that  to  carry  'em  he  shouldn't  succeed, 
But  to  save  them  poor  babbies  he  hit  on  a  plan — 

(Chorus)— 
'Cos  their  dadda  he  vos  sich  a  artful  old  man ! 

Some  hoped,  from  exposure,  the  kids  would  ketch  cold. 
And  that  croup  or  rheumatics  would  lay  'em  in  the  mould ; 
But  they  seemed  to  survive  everv  babbyish  disease, 
Yich  their  venomous  enemies  did  not  qvito  jplease. 
But,  in  course,  sich  hard  lines  did  the  kiddies  no  good ; 
They  got  vet  in  the  storm,  they  got  lost  in  the  vood. 
But  their  dad  cried,  "  I  '11  yet  save  these  kids  if  I  can !  "— 

(Chorus)— 
'Cos  their  f eyther  he  vos  sich  a  dogged  old  man ! 

Foes  hoped  he  'd  go  out  of  his  depth,— or  his  mind, — 

Or,  cuttmg  his  stick,  leave  his  babbies  behind. 

Yen  they  came  to  the  margin  of  a  vide  roaring  stream. 

And  the  kids,  being  frightened,  began  for  to  scream. 

But  he  cries,  cheery  like.  '*  Stash  that  hullabuUoo ! 

Keep  your  eye  on  your  father ^  and  he  7/  pull  you  through  //  "- 

Ylch  some  tmnks  he  viU  do— if  any  von  can— 

(ChorusV^ 
'Cos  Sir  ViLLTFM  he  is  sich  a  wauiant  old  man  I  ^  ^^1  ^ 
^itizod  by JvLC 
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LYRE   AND   LANCET. 

{A  Story  in  Scenes, ) 

PART  v.— CROSS-PURPOSES. 

8cEiOB  VI. — A  Firsts  Class  Compartmettt, 

Ladt(  Maine  (to  herself).  Poets  don't  seem  to  have  muoh  sdf- 
possessioiu  He  seems  penectljr  overoome  bv  hearing  my  name  like 
that.  If  only  he  doesn  t  lose  ms  head  completely  and  say  something 
about  my  wretched  letter ! 

Spurrell  {to  himself),  I  'd  better  tell  *em  before  they  find  out  for 
themselves.     (Aloud;  des^ 

rrately,)  My  lady,  I— I  feel 
ouffht  to  explain  at  once 
how  I  come  to  be  going  down 
to  Wyvem  like  this. 

[Lady  Maisie  only  just 
suppresses  a  terrified 
protest. 

Lady  Caniire  (benignly 
amused) .  My  good  Sir, 
there's  not  the  slightest 
necessity,  I  am  perfectly 
aware  of  who  you  are,  and 
everything  about  you ! 

Spurr.  (incredulously). 
But  really  I  don*t  see  how 

your  ladyship Why,  I 

haven't  said  tiword  that 

Lady  Cant,  (with  a  solemn 
waggishness).  Celebrities 
who  mean  to  preserve  their 
incognito  shouldn't  allow 
their  friends  to  see  them  off. 
I  happened  to  hear  a  certain 
Andromeda  mentioned,  and 
that  was  quite  enough  for 
Mel 

Spurr.  (to  himself  re- 
lieved).  She  knows ;  seen 
the  sketch  of  me  in  the  Dog 
Fancier^  I  expect ;  goes  in 
for  breeding  Wis  herself, 
veqr  likely.  WeU,  that 's  a 
load  off  my  mind  !  (Aloud,) 
You  don't  say  so,  my  lady. 
I'd  no  idea  your  ladyship 
wonld  have  any  taste  that 
way;  most  agreeable  sur- 
prise to  me,  I  can  assure  you ! 

Lady  Cant,  I  see  no  rea- 
son for  surprise  in  the 
matter.  I  nave  always 
endeavoured  to  cultivate  my 
taste  in  all  directions;  to 
keep  in  touch  with  every 
modern  development.  I 
make  it  a  rule  to  read  and 
see  everything.  Of  course, 
I  have  no  time  to  give  more 
than  a  rapid  glance  at  most 
things ;  bat  I  hope  some  day 
to  be  able  to  have  another 
look  at  your  Andromeda,  I 
hear  the  most  glowing  ac- 
counts from  all  the  judges. 

Spurr,  (to  himself).  She 
knows  all  the  judges  I  She 
must  be  in  the  fancy ! 
(Aloud,)  Any  time  your 
ladyship  likes  to  name  I  ^all  be  proud  and 
round  for  your  inspection. 

Lady  Cant,  (with  condescension).  If  you  are  kind  enough  to 
offer  me  a  copy  of  Andromeda,  I  shall  be  most  plea-sed  to  pos.sos« 
one. 

Spurr,  (to  himself).  Sharp  old  customer,  this ;  trying,'  to  rush  mc 
for  a  pup.  /  never  offered  her  one!  (Aloud.)  Well,  as  to  that, 
my  lady,  I've  promised  so  many  already,  that  really  I  don't— but 
there— I  '11  see  what  I  can  do  for  you.  I '11  make  a  note  of  it ;  you 
mustn't  miDd  having  to  wait  a  bit. 

Lady  Cant,  (raiding  her  eyebrows),  I  will  make  an  effort  to  sup- 
port exist'enoe  in  the  meantime. 

Lady  Maisie  (to  herself),  I  couldn't  have  believed  that  the  man 
who  could  write  such  lovely  verses  should  bo  so— well,  not  exactly 
a  gentleman !    How  petty  of  me  to  have  such  thou^ts.    Perhaps 


And  I  'm  sore  he 'svery 
m  I  know  him. 

IThe  train  slackent. 
naii  siauon  is  uiisr  un,  it  is  6huntinrbrid|fe. 
they  get  out,)  Now, if  you '11  kindly  takedarge of 
i  and  see  whether  there 's  anything  from  Wyvem 
riU  find  us  here  when  you  oome  baoK. 


*'  Searching  every  pocket  but  the  right  one." 
happy  to  bring  her 


geniuses  never  are.    And  as  if  it  mattered  ! 

natural  and  simple,  and  I  shall  like  him  when  

[The  train  slackent. 
Lady  Cant,  What  station  is  this?    Oh,  it   is  Shuntingbridge. 
(To  Spubrell,  as  ther  —'  —■'  ^  "*=" —  -'  — '"  i-^-ji-  x.i_t-t 
these  bags,  and  go 
to  meet  us— you  will  find  us  here  when  you 

Scene  YII.— On  the  Platform  at  Shuntinghridge, 

Lady  Cant,  Ah,  there  you  are,  Phillipsov  I  Yes,  yon  oan  take 
the  jewel-case ;  and  now  you  had  better  go  and  see  after  the  tnmb. 
(PnrLLTPsoir  hurries  hack  to  the  luggage-van :  Spubbell  returns) 

Well,  Mr.— I  always  forget 
names,  so  shall  call  you 
••Ahdromedi"— have  you 

found The  omnibuB,  ii 

it  ?  Very  well,  take  as  to 
it,  and  we  '11  get  in. 

\_They  go  ouisidt, 
UndersheU  {at  another 
part  of  the  platform —  to 
himseff).  Where  has  Min 
Mull  disappeared  to?  Ob, 
there  she  is,  pointing  oat 
her  luggage.  What  a  quan- 
tity she  travels  with!  Can*t 
be  such  a  very  poor  relatioD. 
How  graoeful  and  odleeted 
»he  is,  and  how  sheorden 
the  porters  about!  Ireallj 
believe  I  shall  enjoy  thu 
visit  (To  a  porter,)  That'i 
mine — ^the  brown  one  with 
a  white  star.  I  want  it  to 
go  to  Wyvem  Court— Sir 
Rupert  Culverin's. 

Porter  {shouldering  ifl. 
Right,  Sir.  Follow  me,  if 
you  please. 

[He  disappears  with  H 
Und.  {to  himself),  I 
mustn't  leave  Miss  Muu 
alone.  {Advancing  to  ker,) 
Can  I  be  of  any  assistance  f 
PhiUipson.  It 's  all  done 
now.  But  you  might  try 
and  find  out  how  we're  to 

fet  to  the  Court 
Uin>ER8HBLLii0]Nir(«;  iire- 
quested  to  produce  Mi 
ticket,  and  spends  seterel 
minutes  in  searching  eteq/ 
pocket  btU  the  right  one, 

ScEim  VIII.— n<  Station 
Yard  at  Shuntinghridge, 
Lady  Cant,  (from  ike 
intef*ior  of  the  Wyvem  om- 
nilnts,  testily ,  to  Footman). 
What  are  we  waiting  for 
nowf  Is  my  maid  coming 
with  us— or  now  f 

Footman.  There's  a  tly 
ordered  to  take  her.  my  lady. 
Lady  Cant.  (toSpUBBELL, 
who  is  standing  below).  Then 
it 's  you  who  are  keeping  ml 
Spurr.  If  your  ladyship 
will  excuse  me,  I'll  just  go 
and  see  if  they  've  put  out 

Never  mind  about  your   bag.    (To 


Lady   Cant,  (impatiently), ^ 

Footman.)    What  have  you  done  with  this  gentleman's  luggage  f 

Footman,  Everything  for  tiie  Court  is  on  top  now,  my  lady. 

[He  opens  the  door  for  Sfubbbll. 

Lady  Cant,  (to  SPUBBELL,  who  is  still  irresolute).  For  goodnesi' 
sake  don't  hop  about  on  that  step !    Come  in,  and  let  ua  start 

Lady  Maisie,  Please  get  in— there 's  plenty  of  itwm  ! 

Spurr.  (to  himself).  They  are  chummy,  and  no  mistake  I  (Akmi, 
as  he  gets  in,)  I  do  hope  it  won't  be  oonsido^  any  intrusion— flj 
ooming  up  along  with  your  ladyships,  I  mean ! 

Lady  Cant,  (snappishly).  Intrusion!  I  never  heard  such  non- 
sense !  Did  you  expect  to  be  asked  to  run  behind  f  Yon  really 
mustn't  be  90  ridiculously  modest  As  if  yoi^  jindromMa  hadn't 
procured  you  the  entrie  everjrwhore !  [  The  omnUtAa  starts, 

Spurr,  (to  himse(f).  Good  old  Drummy !    No  idea  I  was  sndi  a 
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''THE    LITTLE    MORE   AND   HOW   MUCH    IT   IS." 

Sh€  Ungaged  to  another).    **  Wb  don't  seem  TO  BB  OBTTIKO  OK  VBBT  WBLL  ;  SOXBTHIKO  SEEMS  TO  BB  WEIOHINO  US  DOWN  1  " 

He  {gloomily),   "It's  that  Diamond  and  Safphirb  Ring  on  toub  lbtt  hand.    Wb  should  bb  all  bight  if  it  itebbn't 

FOB  that  !  " 


swell.  I  '11  keep  my  tail  np.  Shyness  ain't  one  of  my  failings. 
(Aloud  to  an  indistinct  mass  at  the  further  end  of  the  omnihus^  tchtch 
is  unlighted,)  £r— hum— pitch  dart  night,  my  lady,  don't  get  much 
idea  of  the  countrv  I    (The  mass  makes  no  response,)  I  was  saying, 

my  lady,  it's  too  lark  to (The  mass  snores  peacefully,)    Her 

ladyship  seems  to  be  taking  a  snooze  on  the  quiet,  my  lady.  (To 
Lady  Maisib.)    ( To  himself)    Not  that  that 's  the  word  for  it  I 

Lady  Maisie  (distantly).  My  Mother  gets  tired  rather  easily.  (To 
herself)  It's  really  too  dreadful;  he  makes  me  hot  all  over!  If 
he 's  going  to  do  this  kind  of  thing  at  Wyvem !    And  I  'm  more  or 

less  responsible  for  him,  too !    I  must  see  if  I  can't It  ^nll  be 

only  kind.    (Aloud,  nervously,)    Mr.— Mr.  Blaib  I 

Spurr,  Excuse  me,  my  lady,  not  ^l^/ji— Spurekll. 

Lady  Maisie,  Of  course,  how  stupid  of  me.  I  knew  it  wasn't 
really  your  name.  Mr.  Spurrmll^  then,  you— you  won't  mind  if  I 
give  you  just  one  little  hint,  willjoxx  ? 

Spurr,  I  shall  take  it  kindly  of  your  ladyship,  whatever  it  is. 

Juady  Maisie  (more  nervously  sttU),  It's  really  such  a  trifle,  but— 
but,  in  speaking  to  Mamma  or  me,  it  isn't  at  all  necessary  to  say 
*  my  lady '  or  *  your  ladyship.'  I — I  mean,  it  sounds  rather,  well — 
formal,  don't  you  know  I 

Spurr,  (to  himself).  She 's  going  to  be  chummy  now !  (Aloud,)  I 
thought,  on  a  first  acquaintance,  it  was  only  manners. 

Lady  Maisie,  Oh— manners  ?  yes,  I— I  daresay — but  still — ^but 
still— wo<  at  Wyrem,  don't  vou  know.  If  you  like,  you  can  call 
Mamma  '  Lady  Cantibe,'  and.  me  *  Ladv  Maisie,'  and,  of  course,  my 
Aunt  will  be  *  Lady  Culterin.'  but— but  if  there  are  other  people 
staying  in  the  house,  you  needn  t  call  them  anything,  do  you  see  P 

Spurr,  (to  himself),  I  'm  not  likely  to  have  the  chance  I  (Aloud,) 
Well,  if  you  're  sure  ihey  won't  mind  it,  because  I  'm  not  used  to 
this  sort  of  thing,  so  I  put  myself  in  your  hands,— for,  of  course,  you 
know  what  brought  me  down  here  ? 

Lady  Maisie  (to  herself).  He  means  ray  foolish  letter!  Oh,  I 
must  put  a  stop  to  that  at  once  I  (In  a  hurried  undertone,)  Yes- 
yes  ;  1— I  think  I  do.  I  mean,  I  do  know— but— but  please  forget 
it — indeed  you  must ! 

Spurr,  {to  himself).  Forest  I  'vc  come  down  as  a  vet  P  The  Cdl- 
VKR1N8  will  take  care  I  don  t  forget  that!  (Aloud,)  But,  I  say,  it 's 
aU  very  well ;  but  how  can  I  ?  Why,  look  here ;  I  was  told  I  was  to 
come  aown  here  on  purpose  to . 

Lady  Maisie  (on  thof^ns),  1  know — you  needn't  tell  me!  And 
donH  speak  so  loud !    Mamma  might  hear ! 

Spurr,  (puzzled).  What  if  she  did  P  Why,  I  thought  her  la— 
your  Mother  knew  ! 

Lady  Maisie  (to  herself).  He  actually  thinks  I  should  teU  Mamma ! 


Oh.  how  dense  he  is  I  (Aloud.)  Tea— yes— of  cotfrM  she  knows — 
but— but  you  might  wake  her !  And— and  please  don't  allude  to  it 
again— to  me  or— or  anyone.  (To  herself)  That  I  should  have  to 
beg  him  to  be  rilent  like  this !  But  what  can  I  dot  Qoodness  only 
knows  what  he  mightn't  say,  if  I  don't  warn  him ! 

Spurr,  (nettled).  I  don't  mind  who  knows,  /'m  not  ashamed  of 
it,  Lady  Maibie— whatever  you  may  be ! 

Lady  Maisie  (to  herself,  exasperated).  He  dares  to  imply  that  7've 
done  something  to  be  ashamed  of  I  (Aloud;  haughtily^  Vmnot 
ashamed— why  should  I  be  P  Only— oh,  can*t  you  really  understand 
that— that  one  may  do  things  wnioh  one  wouldn't  care  to  be  re- 
minded of  publicly  r    I  don't  wish  it— isn't  that  enough  P 

Spurr.  (to  himself).  I  see  what  Bhe*8  at  now— doesn't  want  it  to 
oome  out  that  she 's  travelled  down  here  with  a  vet !  (Aloud, 
stiffly,)  A  lady's  wish  is  enough  for  me  at  any  time.  If  you  're 
sorry  for  having  gone  out  of  your  way  to  be  friendly,  why.  I  'm  not 
the  person  to  take  advantage  of  it.    Ihope  I  know  now  to  behave. 

[He  takes  refiiqe  in  offended  silence. 

Lady  Maisie  (to  herself).  Why  did  I  say  anything  at  all  I  I've  only 
made  things  worse — I've  let  him  see  that  he  has  an  advantaj^^e. 
And  he 's  certain  to  use  it  sooner  or  later— unless  I  am  civil  to  him. 
I  've  offended  him  now— and  I  shall  have  to  make  it  up  with  him ! 

Spurr.  (to  himself).  I  thought  all  along  she  didn't  seem  as 
chummy  as  her  mother—but  to  turn  round  on  me  like  this  I 

Lady  Cant,  (waking  up).  Well,  Mr.  Andromeda,  I  should  have 
thought  you  and  my  daughter  inight  have  found  some  subject  in 
common ;  but  I  haven't  heard  a  word  from  either  of  you  since  we 
left  the  station. 

Lady  Maisie  (to  herself ),  That 's  some  comfort !  (Aloud,)  You 
must  have  had  a  nap.  Mamma.    We— we  have  been  talking. 

Spurr,  Oh  yes,  we  have  been  talking,  I  can  assure  you— er— Lady 
Cantire! 

Lady  Cant,  Dear  me.  Well,  Maisie,  1  hope  the  conversation  was 
entertfuning  P 

Lady  Blaisie,  M-most  entertaining,  Mamma! 

Lady  Cant,  I  *m  quite  sorry  I  missed  it.  ( The  omnibus  stops,) 
Wyvem  at  last  I    But  what  a  journey  it 's  been,  to  be  sure ! 

Spurr,  (to  himself),  I  should  just  think  it  had.  I've  never 
been  so  taken  up  ana  put  down  in  all  my  life !  But  it 's  over  now ; 
and,  thank  goodness,  I'm  not  likely  to  see  any  more  of  'em ! 

"'  0 gets  out  with  alacrity. 


Mrs.  R.  has  often  had  a  cup  of  tea  in  a  storm,  but  she  cannot  for 
the  life  of  her  see  how  there  can  p^'^ibly  bo  a|Stormina  tM-|Cnp. 
Diyilized  by  VjQQQLg 


INFELICITOUS   MISQUOTATIONS. 

JTotto*.  "  You  'VB  EATKN  HABDLT  ANTTHIKO,  MR.  SiMFKINS  ! "         Mr.  S.  "  V.T  DBAS  LaDT,  I  'VB  DlNBD  '  WlSMLt,  BUT  ITOT  TOO  WtlLt' 


THE  COREAN  COCK-FIGHT. 

["Buiria*t  l«Te  of  peace  is  outweighed  by  her 
duty  to  safeguard  her  vital  interests,  which  would 
seriously  suffer  were  Japan  or  China  to  modify  the 
present  state  of  things  in  Cor^a."— Q^Wa/  Ruuian 
view  of  th$  Corean  situation,  given  by  **  Daily 
Telegraph^*  Correspondettt  at  St,  Petersburg,] 

BRiTnr,  loquitur, 

''DTTTTtosafegraaidmyintereBts?''  Quite  so! 
Nice  way  of  putting  it.  yes,  and  so  moral! 
Tet  I  love  Peace!    Pity  game-oodks  will 
fight  8o! 
Disfigures  their  plumes  and  their  oombs* 
healthy  "coral." 
Big  Cochin-China  and  Bantam  of  Jap 
Feel  at  each  other  they  must  have  a  slap. 

Coek'a'dnodle'dO'O'O'O  !  !  ! 
Humph !    I  must  keep  a  sharp  eye  on  the  two ! 

Peace,  now !    She  ts  such  a  loveable  darling ! 

(Goddess  I  worship  in  rapt  contemplation. 
Spurring  and    crowing,  and   snapping  and 
snarling, 
WhoUy  unworthy  a  bird— or  a  nation !     . 
Still  there  is  Duty  I    I  have  an  idea 
Mine  lies  in  watching  this  fight  in  Corea. 

Coek-a'doodle-do-o-o-o  !  / .' 
Bull  yonder  looks  in  a  bit  of  a  stew ! 

Some  say  my  destiny  pointeth  due  North, 
Ice-caves  are  all  very  well— for  a  winter- 
rest. 
But  Bbuin  's  fond  of  adventuring  forth ; 
In  the  **Far  East"  he  feels  quite  a  warm 
interest; 
Bull  doesn*t  like  it  at  alL    But  then  BrLL 
Fancies  that  no  one  should  feed  when  Ae  's  full ! 

Cock-a-doodle'do-o-o-o  !  1 1 
I  am  still  hungry,  and  love  chicken-stew ! 


To  make  the  Corea  a  cook-mt,  young  Jappy, 
'  suit  you,  or  even  that  nuge  Coohin- 
China; 


May  suit  you,  or  even  that  nuge  Cool 
China; 
But— fighting  you  know  always  makes  y/ie 

I 


unhappy, 
fee],  like  poor  VtUikina  robbed  of  his 


Dtnahf 

As  if  I  could  swallow  a  cup  of  **  cold  pison."— 
But— still— these  antagonists   I   must  keep 

eyes  on. 

Cock-a-doodle'do'O'O'O  I !  I 
Cockfighting  is  cruel, — but  stirring  fun,  too! 

Dttty^  dear  boys !    Ah !  there's  nothing  like 
Duty. 
Gives  one  **  repose" — like  that  Blacksmith 

of  LOKOFELLOW ! 

Go  it,  young  Jap !    That  last  drive  was  a 
beauty. 
But— your   opponent's  an  awfully  strong 
fellow. 

Little  bit  slow  at  first,  sluggish  and  lum- 
bering. 

But  when  he  makes  a  fair  start  there 's  no 
slumbering. 

Cock-a'doodle'do'D'O-o  I !  ! 

Sakes !    How  his  new  steel  spurs  dione  as  he 
flew! 

Now,  should  I  stop  it,  or  should  I  take  sides  ? 

Bull  and  the  other  onlookers  seem  fidrety ! 

Cochin  strikes  hard,  but  indulges  in  **  wiaes  " ; 

Game-cock  is  game— though  a  little  mite 

midgety. 

Well,  whatever  the  end  be,  and  whichever 

win,  [cut  in. 

I  think  the  game 's  mine,  when  I  choose  to 

Cock^a'doodle-do-O'O'O  !  !  ! 
I  'm  safe  for  a  dinner— off  one  of  the  two ! 

[Left  considering  and  chortling. 


THE  WAR  CRY. 

( Dedicated  {without  permission)  to  the  riomter 
Club) 
RousEye,  ye  women,  and  flock  to  your  btimen! 

War  is  declared  on  the  enemy,  Man! 
If  we  can't  teach  him  to  better  his  mannen, 

We  '11  copy  the  creature  as  dose  as  we  cu! 
No  longer  the  heel  of  the  tyrant  shaUgriDdui. 

Rouse  ye  and  raDy  I    The  despot  defy! 
And  the  false  craven  shall  tremble  to  find  lu 

Resolved  to  a  woman  to  do  or  to  die. 

Chorus, 
Then  hey!  for  the  latchkey,  tweet  liberty's 
symbol ! 
Greet  it,  ye  girls,  with'Tour  lustiest  ehew. 
Away  with  the  scissors!     Away  with  the 
thimble! 
And  hey  nonny  no  for  the  gay  Pioneer.! 

Why  should  we  writhe  on  a  clumsy  side-asddle 

Designed  on  a  most  diaboUoalplan  ? 
Women!  submit  ye  no  longer!    Ride  straddle. 

And  jump  on  the  corns  oi  your  enemy,  Man. 
Storm  the  iniquitous  haunts  of  his  pleasure, 

Leave  him  to  nurse  the  dear  babes  when 
they  fret. 
Dine  at  St.  James'  in  luxarioua  leisure,       ^ 

And  woo  the  delights  of  the  sweet  cigarette. 

Look  to  your  latchkeys !    The  whole  sitoaticm 

Upon  the  possession  of  these  will  depend. 
Use  them,  ye  women,  without  hesitation, 

And  dine  when  ye  will  with  a  gentl^nan 
friend. 
Man 's  a  concoction  of  mo  and  of  knavery— 

Women  of  India,  China,  Japan ! 
Rouse  ye,  and  end  this  inglorious  slavery  \ 

Down  with  the  tyrant !     Down,  down  with 
the  Man! 
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THE  BANK  HOLIDAY 

DREAM  BOOK. 

(Compiled  by  our  Pet  Pessimist,)  ^ 

If  yon  imagine  that  it  will 
be  fine,  and  consequently  that 
you  can  don  the  lightest  of 
attire,  you  may  be  sure  that  it 
will  be  oold  and  wet,  and  ab- 
solutely unsuitable  to  traveU 
linir. 

If  you  fancy  that  you  will 
enjoy  a  delightful  visit  to  some 
intimate  friends,  you  will  find 
that  you  have  had  your  journey 
to  a  spot  **ten  miles  from  any- 
where" for  nothing,  as  your 
intended  hosts  have  gone 
abroad  for  the  season. 

If  you  beliere  that  you  are 
seeing  a  favourite  piece  being 
played  admirably  at  a  West 
End  theatm,  you  will  disoover 
that  the  programme  was  altered 
four  days  ago,  and  that  the 
temple  of  the  drama  will  not 
reopen  until  the  autumn. 

If  you  arrange  to  go  abroad 
with  a  friend,  you  will  quarrel 
with  your  acquaintance  on  the 
following  morning,  and  dis- 
arrange your  plans  for  a  life- 
time. 

Lastly,  if  ]^ou  dream  that 
you  have  decided  to  give  up 
gadding  about  on  a  bank  hoh- 
day  to  remain  at  home,  you  wUl 
see  that  it  is  better  to  follow 
your  fancy,  and  avoid  the  risk 
of  making  a  mistake  by  adven- 
turing to  strange  places  and 
pastures  new. 


THIMCS  ONE  WOULD  RATHER  HAVE  EXPRESSED  DIFFERENTLY. 


"Well,  good-bte  for  the  present,  Dearest  t     I  hope  you'll  be 

QUITE  WELL  AND  STRONG  WHEN   I  CAN   NEXT  COME  AND  SEE  YOU." 

"Oh,    I    HOPE    I    SHALL    BE    WELL    AND    STRONG    ENOUGH    TO    BE    AWAT 
BEFORE  THAT  1  " 


IN  SHEER  DELIGHT. 

{A  Surrey  BaiuUl.) 

Ik  sheer  deliffht  I  ong  the 

oountry^s  praise. 

The  town  no  longer  takes 

me  day  or  night. 

'Mid  scented  roses  one  should 

lo)l  and  laze 

In  sheer  delight. 

The  corn  fields  unto  harvest 
glisten  white, 
In  pastures  lowing  kine  con- 
tented graze. 
Per  train  (South-Eastern)  now 
to  wing  his  flight 
No  lover  or  the  Surrey  side 
delays. 
My  own   case  you  suggest? 
Of  course  you  're  right. 
Which  p*r'aps  explains  why 
I  to  spend  my  days 

In  Shere  delight! 


**So]tTi8  Aquaticje";  or, 
Maxim  for  the  MAiDKSHrAD 
Regatta.— After  a  rattling 
race  with  Eilbt  of  Staines 
(who  was  worn  to  a  stand- 
still}, and  Cohen  of  Maiden- 
head (who  pitched  overheard), 
Vkritt  of  Wey bridge  easily 
retained  the  Upper  Thames 
Single  Punting  Champion- 
ship. Why,  oertVly !  What 
savs  the  old  Latin  saw? 
Magna  est  Veritas,  et  pro- 
valehU!  Which  (obviously] 
means :— Great  isYBRTTT,  and 
he  shall prt vail! 


LORD  ORMOVrS  MATE  AND  MAT£T*S  AMIVTA.         The  question  flicked  him  like  a  hansom's  whip,  t^t  plucks  you 
^v.uMi#  VAMH.VMX  0  AAXA  oMv  jAAAxsA  o  AAAM  J. A.    ^^^  ^^  ^^^^  policcman  lu  hclmct  looking  on,  stohd  on  the  mum- 

By  G'»'0E  M*R'D*TH.  chance.     Out  it  goes  at  whip-end  and  no  remedy,  blue,  green, 

Volume  IL  ,  brown  or  bloodshot.    Glass  can  imitate  or  poroelain,  and  a  pretty 

The  die  w-  now  a-cwting     Hurtled  thcmgh  de;nou.  winding.  |  t'!£flt*±i-,?iVu'i?!li!^^^  *"* 

far  from  ordered  realms  where  the  Syntax  Qaeen  holds  sway,  spin- 


fixed  as  fate,  the  other  revolving  like  the  earth  on  its  axis. 

**  Browk,"  he  answered,  humbly. 

*'  MoRSFiELD  's  after  her,"  said  Lady  Chabloits. 

••Let  him." 

*•  But  he  *8  dangerous." 
meaning  glimmefed  to  the  eye-not  thit  wherein  dead  time  hung       "J,,^^  trounoe  such.    Did  it  at  fchool,  and  can  remember  the 
just  above  the  underlids,  but  the  common  reading  eye  a-thirst  for  ^"?  ;   ,  _j     at    v  j  av  i.  •     i.      ^;i.  »i.:^v 

meanings,  baffled  again  and  again  and  drooping  a  soporific  lid  slowly,     ,  ^  Jj^y  <»«»«  ?o^"»  onward.    She  had  that  in  her  ^J  which 
m,sea-snore,imdinVlentmindlappedin8lS^^^^  'Eey  discussci  i^.    fi^il  ^S^r^^K^^  J^^^^^^ 


ning  this  way  and  that  like  the  whipped  box-wood  beloved  of  youth 
but  deadly  to  the  gout-ridden  toes  of  the  home-foriog  Alderman, 
now  sinking  to  a  fall,  now  impetuously  whirled  on  a  devil-dance, 
clamorous  as  Coc3rtus,  the  lost  souls  filling  it  to  the  brink,  at  last  the 


breathed  Amrtt.v. 


Am  I  a  Literary  Causerie  ? 

"  No.  but  food  for  such." 

**  And  if  I  am  ? "  she  said. 

'•  Targidity  masquerading  as  depth.  Was  ever  cavalry  general  so 
tortured  into  symbolism  ?  " 

*•  1  remain,"  she  insisted. 

•*  1  go  to  Paris,"  was  his  retoit. 

**  My  aunt  stays  with  me." 

**  Thank  Heaven !  "  he  muttered. 

The  design  was  manifest.  Wlio  should  mistake  it  ?  For  a  f enoer 
plays  you  the  acrobat,  a  measure  he,  poised  on  a  plum-box  with 
jargon-mouth  agape  for  what  shall  come  to  it.  Is  the  man  uncon- 
scious? The  worse  his  fate.  For  the  fact  is  this.  All  are  Mere- 
dithians  in  dialogue,  tarred  with  one  brush  abysmally  plunged  in  the 
hot  and  steamim;  tank,  a  general  tarred,  a  tarred  tutor,  a  tarred 
sister,  aunt  reeking  of  the  tar  and  Generars  Doubtful  Lady  chin- 
deeo  in  the  compound,  and  no  distinction. 

Clutter,  crash,  bang.  Helter-skelter  comes  dashiog  Lady  Chas- 
LOiTK,  a  forest  at  her  heels  dragged  in  chains  for  all  a  neighbour 
may  pout  and  fret  and  ride  to  hounds.  She  switched  him  a  brat- face 
Datter-down  of  an  apology  tamed  to  the  net-ponds  of  a  busk-madder, 
blue  nose  vermilion,  mannish  to  the  outside,  breathing  flames  ana 
scattering  apish  hop-poles  like  a  parachute  blown  into  space  by  the 
bellows  of  a  hugger-mugger  conformity.  '*I  can  mew,^*  she  said. 
"  Old  women  can ;  it's  a  way  they  have.  The  f^erson  you  call ..  . 
but  po^I  pass  it.  Was  ever  suoh  foUy  in  a  man  r  And  that  man  my 
brother  Rowslbt.   •*  *        •  •  ^      .    ,      . 

de  mi;  Hc^rita, 


trailing  behind.    They  came  stea'dily.    It  was  Amikta  with  her  aunt. 

Lord  Ormuxt,  his  temper  ablaze  like  his  manuscript,  thirty-four 
pages,  neither  more  nor  less,  fortifications  planned,  advice  given 
gratis  to  the  loutish  neglecting  nation,  stepped  forward. 

**  You  must  remove  her,"  he  declared  to  Witburn. 

''  But  the  aunt  ?  "  questioned  Matbt. 

"  She  must  go  too.  See  to  it  quickly ! "  He  fell  book,  the  irre- 
vocable quivering  in  his  eveboU,  destiny  mockin^r  with  careless  glee, 
while  MoBSFiELD  and  a  oully-captain  saw  their  chances  and  just 
missed  the  taking. 

Away  they  clattered,  Matey  and  Amikta,  leaving  the  Faokell  to 
her  pa8>ion-breathing  Morsfibld. 

End  of  Vol.  II. 


THE   END 
Solo  and  Chorus. 
Thb  Opera  time  began  in  May, 
And  ended  but  last  Satur</ay. 
We  hope  it  bos  been  made  to  pay 
Chorus.     Auoutfrra    Drvkio- 

LINUS  ! 
Solo,   Not  in  the  days  of  Marid 
Was  there  an  Impresario, 
Arranger  of  scenario. 


OF   THE   OPERA   SEASON. 

Who  knew  so  *'  where  he  are ! " 

heo- 
-peratical  campaign  can  plan 
With  sure  success!  no  better  man 
For  operatic  venture  than 

Cnorus  {in  unison),  Aucusn'S 
DRURiOL.\xrs! 
AU. 
The  Opera  time,  &c.  (as  above). 


ST.  But  yim  have  seen  her  you  8£y-— a  Spaniard^^y 
,  and  the  rest  of  the  gibberish.  Wiiatisheroobur?'^  ' 


Maxim  for  Ctcustb.— •^ 


Try-cycle  before  you  JBny-cyde." 

'— -fitigecl-by ■ 
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REAL    ENJOYMENT. 

Non-Oolfer  {middU-aged^  rather  staiU,  who  toould  like  to  play,  and  has  been  reeomnunded  it  as  healthy  and  amusing).  "  Wkll,  I  cakkot 

BIB  WHERE  THB  EXCITRMKNT  COMES   IN   IN  THIS  GaMXI" 

Caddie.  ''Eh,  mon,  tbbeb  *8  mo&b  Swearing  used  over  Golf  than  any  other  Game  I    D'ye  no  ca*  that  Excitement?" 


ESSENCE   OF   PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED  FROM  THE  DIART  OF  TOBT,  H.P. 

House  of  Commons^  Monday.  July  23.~Qiute  like  old  times  to 
hear  Tnc  Healy  saying  a  few  plain  tilings  about  landlords ;  Prince 
Ajithur  replying ;  Tm  growling  out  occasional  oontradiction ;  whilst 
0*B£iBir  hotly  interrupts.  To  make  the  reminisoenoe  complete  Joskph 
contributes  a  speech  m  which  he  heaps  contumely  and  scorn  on 
representatiYCs  of  Irish  nalionalit^.  Tnc  reminds  him  how  different 
was  his  attitude,  how.yaried  his  voice,  at  epoch  of  Kilmainham  Treaty. 

Tim  has  a  rough  but  effectiYe  way  of  fastening  upon  a  name 
or  phrase,  and  even  blatantly  reiterating  it.  Thus,  when  Old 
Morality,  in  his  kindly  manner,  once  alluded  to  a  visit  paid  to  him 
at  a  critical  time  by  his  "old  friend  Mr.  Walter,"  Tdc  leaped 
down  upon  it.  and,  charactmstically  leaving  out  the  customary 
appellation,  filled  the  air  with  scornful  reference  to  '*my  old  friend 
Walter."  To-night,  desiring  to  bring  into  sharp  contnut  Joseph's 
present  attitude  towards  Ireland  and  the  landlord  party  with  that 
assumed  bv  him  twelve  years  ago,  he  insisted  upon  calling  the 
Arrears  Bill  of  1882  '*  the  Chamberhun  Act."  It  wasn't  Joseph's 
nersonal  possession  or  invention  any  more  than  it  was  the  Saunts  of 
Malwood's.  But  that  way  of  putting  it  doubly  suited  Tim's  pur- 
pose. It  permitted  him,  without  breach  of  order,  to  allude  by  name 
to  the  member  for  West  Birmingham ;  there 's  a  ^ood  deal  in  a  name 
when  the  syllables  are  hissed  forth  with  infinite  hate  and  scorn. 
Also  it  accentuated  the  changed  position  ris-d-ris  Ireland  to  whic^ 
further  reflection  and  honest  conviction  have  brought  the  prime 
mover  in  the  Kilmainham  Treaty. 

Irish  Members,  forgetting  tneir  own  auarrels  with  Tim  as  he 
fustigated  the  common  enemy,  roared  with  delight.  A  broad  smile 
lighted  up  the  serried  ranks  <^  the  liberals.  Prince  Arthur  wore 
a  deo(Hxms  look  of  sympathy  with  his  wronged  right  hon.  friend. 
The  Duke  of  Devonshire,—^*  late  the  Leader  of  the  Liberal  Party," 
— from  the  Peers'  Gallery  surveved  the  scene  with  stolid  countenance. 
Joseph,  orchid-decked,  sat  in  nis  comer  seat  below  the  gangway, 
staring  straight  before  him  as  one  who  saw  not  neither  did  ne  hear. 

Business  done.—TiM  Healy  goes  on  the  rampage.  Evicted 
Teaanti  Bill  read  second  time. 


Tuesday.— Aa  has  been  noted  on  an  earlier  oocanon,  Britannia  has 
no  bulwarks,  no  towers  along  her  steep.  It  ip,  oonseqmenUy,  the 
more  comforting  to  know  that  Ellis  A^hmead-Bastlett  (Knight) 
keeps  his  eve  on  things  abroad  as  they  affect  the  interests  of  British 
citizens.  The  Member  for  Bark  tells  me  he  has  a  faded  copy  of  the 
Skibbereen  Eagle  containing  its  famous  note  of  warning  to  If  a  polbon 
the  Third.  Was  published  at  time  of  the  irruption  of  Colonels. 
These  ffentlemen,  sitting  on  boulevards  sipping  absinthe,  used  to 
twirl  their  moustache  sndr—sacrr^  J—rrovtl  hints  of  what  thev 
would  do  when  they  as  conquerors  walked  down  Ficcadillee,  ana 
rioted  in  the  riches  of  Leeetar  Square. 

Napoleok  the  Third  did  not  escape  suspicion  of  fanning  this 
flame.  Howbeit  the  Skibbereen  Eagle  came  out  one  Saturday 
morning  witii  a  leading  article  commencing :  **  We  have  our  eye  on 
Napoleon  the  Third,  Emperor  of  the  French." 

Thus  Ellis  Ashmead-Bartlett  (Knight)  digs  eagle  daws  into 
the  aerie  heights  of  the  Clock  Tower,  and  watches  over  the  interests 
and  cares  of  an  Empire  on  which  the  sun  rarely  sets. 

**  All  the  kinder  of  him,"  Sarx  says,  **  since  they  cannot  be  said 
directiy  to  concern  him.  In  an  effort  to  redress  the  balance  between 
the  Old  World  and  the  New,  United  States  has  lent  us  Ashmxad. 
The  tonporary  character  of  the  arrangement  makes  only  the  more 
lus  his  concern  for  the  interests  of  the  Empire  in  which  he 


in  the  peculiar  oircumitances  of  the  ease  those  able  young  men^ 
Edward  Orey  and  Sydney  Buxton,  mi^t  be  a  little  less  openlv 
contemptuous  in  their  treatment  of  the  Patriotic  Emigrant  nam 
to  say  at  which  office  door.  Foreign  or  Colonial,  Ashmead  bangs  his 
head  with  more  distressful  result  He  takes  them  in  successioii^witli 
dogged  courage  that  would  in  anyone  else  excite  admiration.  Of  the 
two  janitors,  perhaps  Edward  Grey's  touch  is  the  lightest  He 
rallies  with  a  solemn  gravity  that  puzzles  Ashmead.  ana  keeps  him 
brooding  till  Speaxer  stays  the  merry  laughter  of  the  House  by 
calling  on  the  next  question.  Buxton  is  more  openly  contMnptuous, 
more  severely  larcastic,  and  sometimes,  when  Ashmxad's  prattling, 
of  no  oonsequeuoe  in  the  House,  might  possibly  have  serious  effect 
when  eaUed  to  the  Transvaal  where  they  think  all  Mmbers  of 
Parliament  are  responsible  men,  he  smartly  raps  out    Between  the 
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two  the  Patriot— made  in  Brooklyn,  plated  in  Sheffield— has  a  bad 
time  of  it  Has  long  learned  how  much  sharper  than  a  serpent's 
tooth  is  the  tonjpne  of  an  Under  Secretary  of  St^ate.  BusinesB  done, 
—Second  Reading  of  Equalisation  of  London  Rates  Bill  moved. 

T^ifrsdiiy.— Lords  took  Budget  Bill  in  hand  to-night.  Mirkiss 
asked  for  week's  interval.  This  looked  like  fighting.  At  least  there 
woold  be  a  reconnaissance  in  force  led  by  the  Mabuss.  House  full ; 
peerless  Peeresses  looked  down  from  side  gallery ;  Mabkiss  in  his 
place  *  DxvoKSHiRB  in  his— not  Chatsworth ;  that  »>ing  to  be  shut 
up;  but  comer  seat  below  gangway;  Rosrbkbt  novering  about, 
settled  down  at  len^h  in  seat  of  Leader.  Clerk  read  Orders  of  the 
Day.  *'  Finance  Bill  second  reading.*'  **  I  move  the  Bill  be  read  a 
second  time,"  said  Rosebert,  politely  taking  his  hat  off  to  lady  in 
gallery  immediately  opposite.    I  hen  he  sat  down. 

Here  was  a  pretty  ^o !  Expected  Prsh ieb  would  make  brilliant 
speech  in  support  of  Bill ;  the  Mabxiss  would  replv ;  fireworks  would 
nzz  all  round,  and,  though  perhaps  Budget  Bill  might  be  saved, 
Squibs  of  Malwood  would  be  pummelled.  Rosebebt  takes  oddest, 
most  unparliamentary  view  of  his  duty.  The  Lords,  he  said,  when 
last  week  sulnect  was  mooted,  have  nothing  to  do  with  Budget  Bill, 
unless  indeed  they  are  prejMired  to  throw  it  out.  **  Will  you  do 
that?"  he  asked.  *'No,"  raid  Mabkiss,  looking  as  if  he  would 
much  rather  say  "Yes."  "Very  well  then,"  said  Rosebeby,  "all 
speedies  on  the  subject  must  be  barren." 

This  to  the  Barons  seemed  lamentably  personal. 

Rosebebt  illustrated  his  p(Hnt  by  declining  for  his  own  part  to 


lult  on  landed  aristocracyc 

"  If  you  want  to  make  your  flesh  creep,"  says  Sabe,  "  you  should 
hear  Halsbubt,  raiding  to  full  height  his  majestic  figure,  throwing 
the  shadow  of  his  proudly  aqoiliuA  profile  fiercely  on  the  stejxs  of  the 
Throne  where  some  minions  of  the  Government  cowered,  exclaim,  *  My 
Lords,  I  detect  in  this  Bill  a  hostile  spirit  towards  the  landed  aristo- 
crecy.'" 

**  A  Haubbubt  !  a  Halsbxtbt  I "  menacingly  muttered  Fevebsham 
and  some  other  fiery  crusaders. 

For  the  moment,  so  deeply  was  the  assembly  slirred,  a  conflict 
between  the  two  Houses  seemed  imminent.  But  Black  Rod  coming 
to  take  away  the  Mace  the  tumult  subsided,  and  Lord  Halsbubt 
went  hcmie  in  a  four-wheeler. 

Buiiness  done,  —  Badget  r^  second  time  in  Lords. 

Friday, —Scene  in  Commons  quite  changed ;  properties  remain  but 
leading  characters  altered.  After  unpre<^enttd  run,  Budget  Bill 
withdrawn;  Irish  Evicted  Tenants  Bill  now  underlined  on  bills. 
JoHK  MoBLET  suocecds  the  Squibs  ;  Irish  Members  take  up  the 
buzzing  of  the  no  longer  Busy  B's. 

As  for  the  Squibb,  he  takes  weU-eamed,  though  only  comparative 
rest ;  preparing  for  congratulatory  feast  spread  for  him  next  Wed- 
nesday.   Like  good  boy  whose  work  is  done  is  now  going  to  have  his 


Prirate  Box. 


Three  Good  Boyi,  who,  hariog  done  their  Work,  get  their  Dinner. 


dinner.  Also  Riobt  and  Bob  Rbid,  who  bore  with  him  the  heat  and 
burden  of  the  day.  It's  a  sort  of  Parliamentary  Millenninm.  The 
Chakcsllob  of  the  Excheqtteb  sits  down  with  the  Attobket- 
Genebal  ;  the  SoLiciroB-GEEEBAL  puts  his  hand  on  the  cockatrice*s 
den  (situate  in  the  neighbourhood  of  TomcT  Bowles]  ;  and  Fbaitk 
LocEWooo  has  drawn  them. 
Business  done,— In  Committee  on  Evicted  Tenants  Bill. 


Mbs.  R.  observes  in  a  newspaper  that  a  man  was  summoned  for 
**  illegal  distress."  She  is  much  puzzled  at  this,  as  she  thought 
England  was  a  free  country,  where  people  might  be  as  unhappy  as 
they  liked  I 


OUR   CHARITY   FETE. 

ELL,  my  dear  Mr.  Punch,  yoo,  who  bar 
everything,  will  be  glad  to  reoeiTe  from  ne 
the  particulanof  onr  Annusl  FsrewcO  Chtntr 
F^te,  given  this  year  at  the  Grsftcm  Galkrr 
for  the  exeeUent  object  of  providinff  the  m- 
deserving  with  pink  carnationa.  It  vu  i 
bazaar,  a  concert,  and  a  f aney-dren  hill,  il 
in  one ;  everyone  who  is  anyone  wii  there, 
and  a5  they  were  all  in  costume,  nobodj  oonk 
tell  who  was  who.  It  was  indeed  t  Toy 
brilliant  scene. 

I  refused  to  hold  a  stall,  for  I  hid  €Ofm^ 
to  do  writing  out  autographs  of  odebritiB 
(they  sell  eplendidlv),  but  it  was  hard  wk, 
and  there  was  an  absurd  fuss  just  because  I  made  the  trifling miiUkt 
of  signing  *  *  Toun  truly,  Geoboe  Mebedeth  "  acroas  a  photo^  d 
Abthtjb  KoBEBTS. .  What  did  it  matter  ?  I  really  cannot  leethit  it 
made  the  slightest  difference ;  the  person  had  a»ked  for  sn  sntogitphii 
Mebedith  and  he  got  it,  and  a  portrait  of  Robebts  into  the  bu^! 
so  he  ought  to  have  becm  satisfied ;  but  some  people  are  itnnfdj 
exacting !  There  was  a  great  run  on  tiie  autograph  of  SiiiE  Bm* 
H4BDT  and  I  grew  quite  tired  <d  signing  Yvette,  RosDni,  ml 
CissiE  LoFTUS,  however^  it  was  all  for  the  charity.  I  went  ts  i 
Perfect  Gentleman,  and  it  was  quite  a  good  disguise— hsrdly  um 
knew  me !  I  saw  dib  Bbucb  Skene  dressed  as  a  Tempennoe  ht- 
turer ;  Gboiooibe  was  there  as  the  Enemy  of  the  People  withi 
bunch  of  violets  in  his  button-hole ;  the  Nxw  Bot  went  as  Seek 
and  Chablbt*8  Auht  as  the  Yellow  Aster,  Tat  QEimiitii  or 
Fbauce  looked  well  as  The  Prisoner  of  Zenda.  I  recogniBed  ov  ok 
friend  Doblak  Gbat  in  a  gorgeous  costume  of  purple  and  nsr]s,fit^ 
a  crown  on  his  head  of  crimson  roses.  He  said  he  had  eonem 
Prose  Poem,  and  he  was  selling  Prose  Poem-granates  for  the  food  c^ 
the  charity. 
Here  are  some  scraps  of  conversation  I  overheard  in  the  erowd:-  ', 
Enemy  of  the  People  (to  ^  Bbucb  Skxke).  Beenhariof  tgwi!| 
time  lately  r  i 

Sir  Bruce.  Bather !  Tremendous  I  I  've  been  doing  nothini  lat  i 
backing  winnera,  and,  what's  more— (cAudUi'ny)— I  *ve  at  last  rot 
that  astronomer  fellow  to  take  my  wife  and  cnild  off  mybiadi. 
Isn't  that  jolly? 

Enemy  of  the  People.  Ah,  really  ?  SSie  is  coming  to  as  in  tM 
autumn,  you  know. 

Vivien,  the  Modem  Ere  (to  the  New  Boy).  I  cannot  atajheRuyl 
longer.  They  never  dust  the  drawing-room,  the  geranrotf  b* 
planted  all  wrong,  and  I  do  not  like  the  anti-macasaarab  Will  Y» 
come  with  me  Y 

JVeu7^oy.  Whatalarkitwouldbe!  But  I 'm  afraid  I  mast  stij 
and  look  alter  my  white  mice.    You  see,  Bullock  Muob — 

Lady  Belton  (after  her  marriage,  to  Charley's  Aunt,  tesrfA 
He  doean't  understand  me.  Aunty.  . 

Charley* s  Aunt,  Never  mind,  my  dear.  Don't  cry!  Yonw- 
come  with  me  to  Brazil ;  you 've  heard  me  mention,  perhtpi,  it  sty 
place  whero  the  nuts  come  from :  and  we  'U  get  up  an  amateur  pff* 
formance  of  the  Pantomime  Rehearsal ! 

We  had  all  sorts  of  amusements.  Under  a  palm,  <^P!^^ 
prophesying  long  journeys,  second  marriages,  and  afnin  d  ^ 
heart  to  the  white  hand  of  giggling  incredulit?.  ^^| 
musicians,  in  blue  uniforms,  with  gold  Hungarian  bands  i^°i»j°^  I 
waists,  wero  discouning  the  sweetest  strain  that  ever  eneouia^J^ 
conversation  of  the  unmusicaL  A  featuro  of  the  baaaar,  t^.i 
1  invented,  was  a  mechanical  Sphinx  behind  a  curtain.  They  ttfed 
it  questions— chiefly,  what  would  win  the  Leger— and  putapajgl 
in  the  slot.  There  never  was  any  answer,  and  that  was  ^i 
greatjoke!  , 

The  whole  thing  was  undoubtedly  a  wonderful  sucoeas-aodl  d'* 
it  would  be.  I  believed  in  my  Fete,  having  always  been  ntberi 
fatalist.  J  ,        ^  , 

And,  in  the  rush  of  a  worldlv,  frivobus  existence,  Iw^J.^lf";! 
pleasuro  it  is  to  think  we  should  have  aided—if  ever  ao  l^tUe-Q 
brightening  the  lives  of  the  poor  young  fdlowau  kept,  PcA'l*'^  ? 
season  through,  in  or  near  the  hot  pavement  of  Piccadilly,  ud  ^^ 
not  so  much  as  a  butteroup  to  remind  tiiem  of  the  green  ^^^^  ^ 

golden  sunligh 

helped  in  so  nol 

the  bazaar  with  tearo  of  sympathy  in  our  eves, __„     . 

purer  men  and  women.    Long,  lon^  may  the  outton-hcue  of  uapi^ 
dence  be  filled  by  the  wired  carnation  of  judicious  charity. 
Believe  me,  dear  Mr.  Punch, 

Youn  very  truly,         "  Jemima  the  PeiwoiuJ. 

P.S.— An  absurd  name  they  gave  me  on  account  of  the  wtop^ 
incident.  You  romember  what  ^*  Jim  the  Pekmaii"  was?  Of»or» 
but  there 's  no  chance  of  my  becoming  the  Pen-**  Wipn  ^^ 
bosom  of  a  family.    Au  revoir !  ,  , 

Diyiiized  by  v^OOQ  16 — ^ 


ht,  the  blue  sky  of  the  glorious  country.  To  w^ 
oble  a  cause  as  oun  is  a  privilege  that  made  ti^  f^. 
th  tean  of  sympathy  in  our  eyes,  feeling  better  ^ 
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And  now  the  olimax  oomes  not  with  tongne-loUinff  aheep- 
fleece  wolves,  ears  on  top  remonelesal^  pricked  for  ilaughter 
of  the  hleating  imitated  lamh,  here  a  fang  pointing  to  nether- 
mcMtt  pit  not  of  stomach  hut  of  Acheron,  tail  waving  in  de- 
rision of  wool-hearers  whom  the  doable-rowed  desirinir  mouth 
80on  shall  grip,  food  for  mamma-wolf  and  hahy-wolf,  pa^- 
wolf  looking  on,  lioking^  chaps  expectant  of  what  shall  remain: 
and  np  goes  the  clamour  of  flocks  over  the  country-side,  ana 
up  goes  howling  of  shepherds  shamefully  tricked  by  ^eop- 
fable  artifice  or  doggish  dereliction  of  primary  duty ;  for  a 
watch  has  been  set  through  which  the  wolf-enemy  broke 
paws  on  the  prowl ;  and  the  King  feels  this,  and  the  Goyem- 
ment,  a  slab-faced  jubber-mubber  of  oontendinff  punies. 
I>arty-Toter8  to  the  front,  conscience  lagging  how  far  oehind 
no  man  can  tell,  and  the  country  forgotten,  a  lout  dragging 
his  chaw-bacon  hobnails  like  a  flask-fed  snail  housed  safely, 
he  thinks,  in  unbreakable  nhell  soon  to  be  broken,  and  no 
man's  fault,  while  the  slow  country  sinks  to  the  enemy,  ships 
bursting,  guns  jammed,  and  a  dull  shadow  of  defeat  on  a 
war-office  drifting  to  the  tide-way  of  unimagined  back-stops 
on  a  lumpy  cricket-field  of  nationiu  interests.  But  this  was  a 
olimax  rovealed  to  the  world.  The  Earl  was  deaf  to  it.  Lady 
Chablotte  dumbed  it  surprisingly.  Change  the  spelling,  put 
a  for  u  and  n  f or  b  in  the  dumbed,  and  you  have  the  way 
MoBSFiELD  mouthed  it.  and  Matet  swimming  with  Bbowkt 
full  in  the  Harwich  tide ;  head  under  heels  up  down  they  go 
in  Old  Ocean,  a  glutton  ci  such  embraces,  lapping  softly  on  a 
pair  of  white  ducks  tar-stained  that  very  morning  and  no 
mistake. 

'*  I  have  you  fast ! "  cried  Matst. 

•*  Two  and  two 's  four,"  said  Browh  y.  She  slipped.  **  Are 
four,"  corrected  he,  a  tutor  at  all  times,  boys  and  ffirls  taken 
in  and  done  for,  and  no  change  ffiven  at  the  tumstues. 

**  Catch  as  catch  can,"  was  ner  next  word.  Plop  went  a 
wave  full  in  the  rosy  mouth.  *'  Whero  's  the  catch  ot  this  ?  " 
stuttered  the  man. 

'*  A  pun,  a  pun ! "  bellowed  the  lady.  '*  Bat  not  by  four- 
in-hand  from  London." 

She  had  him  there.  He  smiled  a  blue  acquiescence.  So 
they  landed,  and  the  die  was  cast,  ducks  changed,  and  the 
ffoc^pair  braving  it  in  dry  dotnes  by  the  kitchen  fire. 
There  was  nothing  else  to  be  done ;  for  the  answer  confessed 
to  a  dislike  of  immersions  two  at  a  time,  and  the  hair  clammy 
with  salt  like  cottage-bacon  on  a  breakfast-table. 

Lord  Ormokt  sat  with  the  jewels  seized  from  the  debating, 
unbeaten  sister's  map. 

**  She  is  at  Mario w,"  he  opined. 

'*  Was,"  put  in  Lady  Chablottb. 

The  answer  blew  him  for  memory. 

'*MoR8Fi£u>'s  dead,"  his  lord^p  ventured;  '* jobbed  by  a  full 
with  button  off." 

''  And  a  good  job  too." 

Lady  Chablottx  was  ever  on  the  crest-wave  of  the  moment's 
humour.  He  snicked  a  back-stroke  to  the  limits,  shaking  the  sparse 
hair  of  repentance  to  the  wind  of  her  jest.  But  the  unaoafhed  one 
oontinued. 

"I'll  not  call  on  her." 

"You  shall,"  said  he. 

"  Shan't,"  was  her  lightning-parry. 

•' You  shaU,"  he  persisted. 

"Never.  Her  head  is  a  water-flower  that  speaks  at  ease  in  the 
open  sea.    How  call  on  a  woman  with  a  head  like  that  f  " 

The  shock  struck  him  fair  and  square. 

"  We  wait,"  he  said,  and  the  conflict  closed  with  advantage  to  the 
petticoat. 

A  footman  boro  a  letter.  His  step  was  of  the  footman  order,  calves 
stuffed  to  a  longed-for  bulbousness,  food  for  donkeys  if  any  such 
should  chance :  ne  presented  it. 

"  I  wait,"  he  murmured. 

"  Whence  and  whither  oomes  it  ?  " 

"  Postmark  mav  tell." 

"  Best  open  it,''  said  the  cavalry  general,  ever  on  the  dash  for  open 
country  whf  ro  squadrons  may  deploy  right  shoulders  up,  serre-flles 
in  rear,  and  a  hideous  clatter  of  serjeant-majors  spread  over  all.  He 
opened  it.  It  was  AxnrrA's  letter.  She  announced  a  French  leave- 
taking.    The  footman  still  stood.    Lord  Obmont  broke  the  sUenoe. 

•*  Go  and  be "  the  words  quivered  into  completion,  supply  the 

blank  who  wilL 

But  her  punishment  was  certain.  For  it  must  be  thus.  Never  a 
lady  left  her  wedded  husband,  but  she  must  needs  find  herself 
weighted  with  charge  of  his  grand-nephew.    Cuokoo^tutor  ^it8  in 


NO   END   TO    HIS    INIQUITIES. 

{From  a  Yarkshirt  Moor,) 
Sportsman  {avcaiting  the  morrow^  and  meeting  Keeper  as  he  strolls  round), 

**WeLL,   RoDOBRS,   THTKOS  look  FAIRLT  HOPIFUL  FOB  To-MOBROW,    EH?" 

Hodgers  {strong  Tvry),  *'Wbll,  Sib,  midliv',  pexttt  midlin*.  But,  oh 
DBAB,  rr  '8  awk'abd  this  'bbb  Twelfth  bbin'  fixid  of  a  Sunday  1 " 
( With  much  wisdom,)    *'  Now,  might  Mb.  Gladstonb  ha'  had  hakitbikg 

TO  DO  Wl'  THAT  ARBANGBMBNT,   SlB?" 


General's  nest.  General's  wife  to  bear  him  company,  and  lo  I  the 
General  brings  a  grand-nephew  to  the  supplant  er,  convinced  of 
nobility  beyond  petty  conventions  of  divorce-court  rigmarole.  So  the 
world  wa^s  wilful  to  the  offshoot,  lawn-mowers  grating,  grass  fiying, 
and  perspirinff  gardener  dow  in  his  shirt-sleeves  primed  with  hojpeof 
beer  that  shall  line  his  lean  ribs  at  supper-time,  nine  o'clock  is  it,  or 
eight— parishes  vary,  and  a  wife  at  home  has  rules.  A  year  later  he 
wrote— 

**  Snt,— Anof  her  novel  is  on  hand.  Likely  you  will  purchase. 
Readers  gape  for  it.  Better  than  acrostics,  they  say,  fit  for  fifty 
puzzle-pages.    What  price  ? 

•'G*»*GE  M*B*D*TH." 

TnE  End. 


THE   MARCH   OF   CIVILISATION. 
{From  a  Record  in  the  Far  East, ) 

Step  0/i€.— The  nation  takes  to  learning  the  Englith  lanRuage. 

Step  TW.— HsTiog  learned  the  English  language,  the  nation 
begins  to  read  British  newspapers. 

Step  JAr^e.— Having  mastered  the  meaning  of  the  leaders,  the 
nation  start  a  Parliament. 

Step  Jbfir.— Having  got  a  Parliament,  the  nation  establishes  school 
boards,  railways,  stockbrokers,  and  penn^  ices. 

Step  jFiVc— Having  become  fairly  dvilised,  the  nation  takes  up 
art  and  commerce. 

Step  i^Mr.— Havinff  realised  oonsiderable  wealth,  the  nation  pur- 
chases any  amount  of  ironclads,  heavy  ordnance,  and  ammunition. 

Step  iSeren.— Having  the  means  within  reach,  the  nation  indulges 
in  a  terrific  war. 

Step  Eiaht  and  Zii«^— Having  lost  everything,  the  nation  returns 
with  a  ligh  of  relief  to  old-fashioned  barbtfi^m. 
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A  HINT  TO  THE   POSTAL   AUTHORITIES. 

The  Employment  of  Good-looking  and  Ai  tractive  Youko  Men  iir  cleariko  the  Letteb-Boxes  undovbtedlt  besults  isr 

FREQUENT  DETENTION  OF  THE  MAILS. 


EASTWARD  HO ! 

"  Oh  East  is  East,  and  West  is  West,"  says 

strennons  Rudtard  Kiplino, 
And  what  has  the  West  taught  to  the  East, 

saye  the  sdenoe  of  war.  and  tij^pling  ? 
To  ram,  and  to  torpedo,  ana  to  drain  Drink's 

posoned  flagons  P  [plated  Dragons ! 

And  Ciyilisation  sees  her  work  in— armoor- 
The  sanrians  of  primeyal  slime  they  fought 

with  tooth  and  claw. 
And  8ho-ki's  dragon,  though  possessed  of 

wondrous  iwwers  of  jaw. 
And    Miochin's    soaly    monster,    whereat 

8ho-ki*s  pluck  might  melt, 
And  the  dragon  speared  by  stout  St.  George 

in  the  hold  cartoons  of  Bkblt,— 
These  were  but  simple  monsters,  like  the 

giants  slain  by  Jack, 
But  your  dragon  cased  in  armour-plate  with 

turrets  on  his  back,  [and  horrid  tail. 
And  a  charged  torpedo  twisted  in  his  huge 
It  a  thing  to  stagger  Science,  and  to  make 

poor  Peace  turn  pale ! 

Yes,  East  is  East,  and  West  is  West ;  but  the 

West  looks  on  the  East, 
And  sees  the  bold  Jap  summoning  to  War*s 

wild  raven-feast 
The  saffron-faced  Celestial;   and  the  game 

they  're  going  to  play 
(With  a  touch  of  Eastm  goriness)  in  the 

wicked  Western  way. 
For  the  yellow-man  has  borrowed  from  the 

white-man  all  that 's  bad,  [Ironclad. 
From  shoddv  and  flre-water,  to  the  costly 
He  will  not  nave  our  Bibles,  but  he  welcomes 

our  Big  Guns, 
And  he  blends  with  the  wild  savagery  of 

Vandals,  Goths  or  Huns, 
The  scientific  slaughter  of  the  Blood-and- 

Iron  Teuton  I— 


A    si^ht    that    Civilisation    would    right 

willingly  be  mute  on. 
But  these  armour-plated  dragons  that  infest 

the  Yellow  Sea 
Are  worse  than  the  Norse  '*  Dragons  "  whose 

black  raven  flag  flew  free 
O'er  fiord  and  ocean-furrow  in  the  valorous 

Viking  days. 
Heathen  Chinee  and  Pagan  Jap  have  learned 

our  Western  ways 
Of  multitudinous  bloodshed ;  every  slaughter- 
ing appliance. 
Devices  of  death-dealing  skill,  and  deviltries 

of  Science 
Strengthen  the    stealthy  Mongol  and    the 

sanguinary  Turk  • 
And  Civilisation  stands,  and  stares,  and  cries, 

•*  Is  this  my  work?" 


Mem.  by  a  Muddled  One. 

"  Poems  in  Prose  "  seem  all  the  go. 

Thegf  're  bad  enough,  but  worse 
The  drearv  hotch-potch  we  all  know 

Too  sadly ;— prose  in  verse ! 


OLD  THREE-VOL. 

There  rose  two  Book-Kings  in  the  Wc^t, 
Two  Kings  both  great  and  high : 

And  they  have  sworn  a  solemn  oaUi 
Good  old  Three- Vol  shall  die. 

They  took  a  pen  and  wrote  him  down. 

Piled  sins  upon  his  head ; 
And  they  have  sworn  a  solemn  oath 

Good  old  Three- Vol.  is  dead. 

But  when  **  the  Season  "  comes  once  more. 

And  folks  for  fiction  call, 
Old  Three-  VoL  may  rise  up  again, 

And  sore  surprise  them  all ! 


REMNANTS. 

(A  Pindaric  Fragment) 

In  the  younff  season's  prime 
Yon  remnant  felt  its  major  portion  reft, 
And  waited  for  the  surplus  time 
Ingloriously  left. 

For  it  no  glories  of  the  lawn. 

No  whirling  in  the  valse  that  greets  the  dawn. 

No  record  in  the  fleeting  roll  of  fame 

That  ffives  the  wearer's  name. 
And  tells  a  waiting  world  what  gown  she 
wore; 

While  that  which  went  before 
No  cheaply-sober  destiny  has  found 

But  graced  fair  Fashion's  mund. 

Where  Pleasure,  gailv  decK'd, 
Within  the  fancied  circle  of  select, 
Watches  the  Polo  cavalry  at  war. 
The  victim  pigeons  tumbled  in  their  gore, 
The  rival  Blues  at  Lord's,  the  radng  steeds 

On  Ascot*s  piney  meads, 
Or  where  luxuriant  Goodwood's  massy  trees 

Murmur  to  no  common  breeze, 
And  see  afar  the  glint  of  England's  summer 
seas. 

Impute  no  fault,  ye  proud,  nor  grandeur 

mock. 
If  frugal  Eleflranoe,  discreet  and  fair. 
The  aftermatib  of  lavish  Fashion  reap. 
And,  having  waited  long  wiUi  nought  to 

wear, 
Qet  the  same  goods,  though  late,  and  get 

them  cheap.  []Sck 

Next  year  the  daintiest  gowns  by  lawn  and 

May  hi^y  be  the  fruit  of  surplui  summer 

Pops  for  the  Exahcipatro  Sex.— "The 
understudy  of  mankind  is  woman." 
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LYRE   AND    LANCET. 

{A  Story  in  Scenes,) 

PART  \1.— ROUND  PEGS  IN  SQUARE  HOLES. 

ScfiXE  IX.— rA«  Entrance  Hall  at  Wyvem, 

Tredtcell  {to  Lady  Caktibk).  This  way,  if  you  pleaae,  my  lady. 
Her  ladyship  is  in  the  Hamber  Boudwore. 

Ladjf  Cantire,  Wait    {She  looke  round.)    What  has  beoomeof 

that  young  Mr.   Ajtdbom ?     (Perceiving  Spurrell,  who  hoe 

been  modestly  endeavouring  to  efface  himself, )  Ah,  there  he  is ! 
Now,  oome  along,  and  be  presented  to  my  sister-in-law.  She  '11  be 
enchanted  to  know  you  ! 

Spurrell.  But  indeed,  my  lady  I — I  think  I  *d  better  wait  till  she 
senas  for  me. 

Ladi/  Cant,  Wait?  Fiddlesticks!  What!  A  famous  young 
man  like  you !  Remember  Andromeda^  and  don^t  make  yourself  so 
ridiculous ! 

Spurr,  (miserably).  Well,  Lady  Cantire,  if  her  ladyship  says 
anything,  I  hope  you  '11  bear  me  out  that  it 
wasn't 

Lady  Cant,  Bear  you  out?  My  good 
young  man,  you  seem  to  need  somebody  to 
bear  you  in  /  Gome,  you  are  under  My  wing. 
/  answer  for  your  welcome— so  do  as  you're 
told. 

Spurr.  {to  himself,  as  he  follows  resignedly). 
It's  mj belief  there'll  be  a  jolly  row  when  I 
do  go  in ;  but  it 's  not  my  fault ! 

Tred,  {opening  the  door  of  the  Amber 
Boudoir).  Lady  Cantibe  and  Lady  Maikie 
Mull.  (7b  Bfubbell.)  What  name,  if  you 
please.  Sir  P 

Spurr,  {dole f My).  You  can  say  "Jakes 
Bpurrell  ' ' — you  needn  *  t  bellow  it,  you  know  I 

Tred.  {ignoring  this  suggestion),  Mr.  James 

SPtTRBELL. 

Spurr,  {to  himself,  on  the  threshold).  If  I 
don't  get  the  chucK  for  this,  I  shall  be  sur- 
prised, that 's  all !  \^ne  enters. 

Scene  X.— /»  a  Fly, 

Undershell  {to  himself).  Alone  with  a  lovely 
girl,  who  has  no  suspicion,  as  yet,  that  I  am 
the  poet  whose  songs  have  thrilled  her  with 
admiration  I  Could  any  situation  be  more 
romantic  ?  I  think  I  must  keep  up  this  little 
mystification  as  long  as  possible. 

Phillipson  {to  herself).  I  wonder  who  he 
is.  Somebody's  Man,  1  suppose.  I  do  be- 
lieve he's  struck  with  me.  WeU,  I've  no 
objection.  I  don't  see  why  I  shouldn't  forget 
JiK  now  and  then—he's  quite  forgotten  me ! 
{Ahud.)  They  might  have  sent  a  decent 
carriage  for  us  instead  of  this  ramshackle  old 
Bummerhouse.  We  shall  be  hours  getting  to 
the  house  at  this  rate ! 

Vnd.  {gallantly).  For  my  part,  I  care  not 
how  long  we  may  be.  I  feel  so  unspeakably 
content  to  be  where  I  am. 

Phill,  {disdainfully).  In  this  mouldy,  lum- 
bering old  concern  Y    You  must  be  rather  «« \niat  name,  if 
easily  contented,  then ! 

Und.  (dreamily).  It  travels  only  too  swiftly.  To  me  it  is  a  veritable 
enchanted  car.  drawn  by  a  magic  steed. 

Phill.  I  don't  know  whether  he 's  magic— but  I  'm  sure  he 's  lame. 
And  I  shouldn't  call  stuffiness  enchantment  myself. 

Und.  I  'm  not  prepared  to  deny  the  stuffiness.  But  cannot  you 
guess  what  has  transformed  this  vehicle  for  me— in  spite  of  its  un- 
deniable shortcomings— ^r  must  I  speak  more  plainly  still  ? 

Phill.  Well,  considering  the  shortness  of  our  acquaintance,  I  must 
say  you've  spoken  quite  plainly  enough  as  it  is ! 

Und.  I  know  I  must  seem  unduly  ezpaxisive,  and  wanting  in 
reserve ;  and  yet  that  is  not  my  true  disposition.  In  general,  I  feel 
an  almost  fastidious shrinkingfrom  strangers 

Phill.  (with  a  little  laugh).  Really,  I  shouldn't  have  thought  it  I 

Und,  Because,  in  the  present  case,  I  do  not— I  cannot— feel  as  if 
we  were  strangers.  Some  mysterious  instinct  led  me,  almost  from 
the  first,  to  associate  you  with  a  certain  Miss  Maisib  Mull. 

Phill.  Well,  I  wonder  how  you  discovered  that.  Though  yon 
shouldn't  have  said  **  Miss  " — Lady  Maislb  Mull  is  t^e  name. 

Und.  {to  himtelf).  Lady  Maisie  Mull  I    I  attach  no  meaning  to 

titles — and  yet  nothing  but  rank  could  confer  such  perfect  ease  and 

distinction.    (Aloud.)    1  should  have  said  Lady  Mai  sir  Mull,  un- 

'  ibtedly— forgive  my  ignorance     Bat  at  least  I  have  divined  you. 

nothing  tell  you  who  and  what  /  may  be  ? 


Phill.  Oh,  I  think  I  can  give  a  tolerable  guess  at  what  you  are. 

Und.  You  recognise  the  stamp  of  the  Muse  upon  me,  then  ? 

Phill.  Well,  I  shouldn't  have  taken  you  for  k groom  exactly. 

Und.  (with  some  chagrin).  You  are  really  too  flattering ! 

Phill.  Am  I  ?    Then  it 's  your  turn  now.    You  might  say  yon'd 
I  never  have  taken  me  for  a  lady^s  maid! 

Und.  I  might— if  I  had  any  desire  to  make  an  unneceasary  and 
I  insulting  remark. 

Phill.  Insultinff?  Why,  it's  what  I  am!  I'm  maid  to  Lady 
I  Maisie.  I  thought  your  mysterious  instinct  told  you  all  about  it  ? 
I  Und.  {to  himself—after  the  first  shock),  A  lady's  maid !  Gradons 
1  Heaven !  What  have  I  been  saying— or  rather,  what  hatenH  I  ? 
I  (Aloud.)  To— to  be  sure  it  did.  Of  course,  I  quite  understand  that, 
I  {To  himself).  Oh,  confound  it  all,  I  wish  we  were  at  Wyvem  I 
I     Phill.  And,  after  aU,  you  've  never  told  me  who  you  are.   Who 


are  you  r 

'      Und.  (to  himself), 
I?    Oh— a  very/     ,, 
This  is  an  occasion  in  which 
able  I 


I  must  not  humiliate  this  poor  girl !    (Aloud.) 

m,  I  assure  you!    (To  himHl/.) 

deception  is  pardonable— even  jastifi- 


PhilL  Oh,  I  knew  that  But  you  let  nut 
just  now  you  had  to  do  with  a  Mews.  Tea 
aren't  a  rough-rider,  are  you  ? 

Und.  N— not  exactly -not  a  rowyA-rider. 
(To  himself)  Never  on  a  horse  in  my  life! 
-  unless  I  count  my  Pegasus.  (Ahud.)  Bat 
you  are  right  in  supposing  I  am  connected 
with  a  muse— in  one  sense. 

Phill,  Isaid  so,  didn't  I?    Don't  you  think 
'  it  was  rather  dever  of  me  to  spot  you,  when 
you  're  not  a  bit  horsey-looking  ? 

Und,  (with  elaborate  irony).  Accept  idt 
compliments  on  a  power  of  penetration  which 
is  simply  phenomenal  I 

PhlU.  giving  him  a  little  push).  0\  ^ 
along— it  ^B  all  talk  with  you  - 1  don*t  hdieve 
you  mean  a  word  you  say  I 

Und.  (to  himself).  She's  becoming  abso- 
lutely vulgar.  (Ahud,)  Idxm't-ldwH; 
it's  a  manner  I  have;  you  mustn't  attadi 
any  importance  to  it— none  whatever! 

Phill,  What  I  Not  to  all  those  high-flown 
compliments?  Do  you  mean  to  tell  me  you 're 
only  a  gay  deceiver,  then  ? 

Und.  (m  horror).  Not  a  deeeiter^  no;  and 
decidedly  not  gay.  I  mean  I  did  mean  the 
compliments,  of  oourse.  (To  himself.)  I 
mustn't  let  ner  suspect  anything,  or  she'll 
^  talking  about  it ;  it  would  be  too  horiiUe 
if  this  were  to  get  round  to  Lady  Maisie  or 
the  CuLVEBiKB— BO  undignified;  anditwonld 
ruin  all  my  prestige !  I  've  only  to  go  on 
playing  a  part  for  a  few  minutes,  and— maid 
or  not— she 's  a  most  engaging  girl ! 

[He  goes  on  playing  the  part,  with  the 
unexpected  result  of  sending  Mias 
PsGnxiPflOK  into  fits  ofuncontralhble 
laughter. 

SCEWE  XI.— The  Back  Entrance  at  Wyrem. 
The  Fly  has  Just  set  down  Philufso.x 

,        o-  '  11  ^f^*^  Undershell. 

you  pleaae,  Sir  r "  ^     ,     ,,    y  «  x     t  j 

Tredwdl  (receittng  Phillipsox).  Lady 
Maisie's  maid,  I  presume  ?  I  'm  the  butler  here — Mr.  T&bdwkll 
Your  ladies  arrival  some  time  back.  I  '11  take  you  to  the  house- 
keeper, who  '11  show  you  their  rooms,  and  where  yours  is,  and  I  bopo 
you'll  find  everything  comfortable.  (In  an  undertone^  indicatii^g 
IJxDEHSHELL,  wAo  is  awaitino  recoanitwn  in  the  doorway.)  Do  you 
happen  to  know  who  it  is  witn  you  r 

Phillipson  (in  a  whisper).  I  can't  quite  make  him  out  -he's  » 
flighty  in  his  talk.    But  he  says  he  belongs  to  some  Mews  or  other. 

Tred.  Oh,  then  /know  who  he  is.  We  expect  him  riffht^ou^h. 
He  *s  a  partner  in  a  crack  firm  of  Vets.  We  've  sent  for  nim  speciaL 
I'd  better  see  to  him,  if  you  don't  mind  finding  your  own  way 
to  the  Housekeeper's  BM>m,  second  door  to  the  lat,  down  that 
corridor.  (Phillipsox  departs.)  Ghx)d  morning  to  you,  Mr.— ah— 
Mr. ?  . 

Undershell  Uoming  forward),  Mr.  Undershell.  Lady  Culverik 
expects  me,  I  oelieve. 

Tred.  Quite  correct,  Mr.  Undershell,  Sir,  She  do.  Leastwite, 
I  shouldn't  say  myself  she  'd  require  to  see  you— well,  not  bf'fire 
to-morrow  moming^but  you  won't  mind  thaty  I  daresay. 

Und.  (choking)rNot  mind  that  I    Take  me  to  her  at  once  I 

Tred.  Couldn't  take  it  on  myself.  Sir,  really.  There 's  no  par- 
ticular 'urry.  I'll  let  her  ladyship  know  you're  'ere;  and  ifm« 
wants  you,  she  '11  send  for  you ;  but,  with  a  party  staying  in  the 
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'ouse,  and  others  dimng  witli  us  to-night,  it  ain*t  likely 
have  time  for  you  till  to-morrow. 

Und.  Oh  then,  whenever  her  ladyship  should  find  leisure  to  re- 
collect my  existence,  will  you  have  the  goodness  to  inform  her  that  I 
have  t^en  the  liberty  of  returning  to  town  by  the  next  train  ? 

Tred.  Lor!  Mr.  Undebshell,  you  aren*t  so  pressed  as  all  thai, 
are  you  ?  I  know  my  lady  wouldn't  like  you  to  go  without  seeing 
you  personally ;  no  more  wouldn't  Sir  Rupebt.  And  I  understood 
you  was  comiiig  down  for  the  Sunday  ! 

Und,  {furious).  So  did  /—but  not  to  be  treated  like  this ! 

Tred,  (soothingly).  Why,  you  know  what  ladies  are.  And  you 
couldn't  see  Deerjoot— not  properly,  to-night,  either. 

Und.  I  have  seen  enough  of  this  place  already.  I  intend  to  go 
back  by  the  next  train,  I  tell  you. 

Tred,  But  there  ain't  any  next  train  up  to-night— being  a  loop 
line— not  to  mention  that  I  've  sent  the  ny  away,  and  thev  can  t 
spare  no  one  at  the  stables  to  drive  you  in.  Come  Sir,  make  the  best 
of  it.  I ' ve  had  my  borders  to  see  tnat  you  're  made  comfortable,  and 
Mrs.  PoMFRET  and  me  will  expect  the  pleasure  of  your  company  at 
supper  in  the  'ousekeeper^s  room,  9.30  sharp.  I  '11  send  the  Steward's 
R<K>m  Boy  to  show  you  to  your  room. 

\He  ^s.  leaving  Undebshell  sj^eechless, 

Und,  {almost  foaming).  The  insolence  of^ these  cursed  aristocrats! 
Lady  Culvebin  will  see  me  when  she  has  time,  forsooth !  I  am  to  be 
entertained  in  the  servants'  hall  I  This  is  how  our  upper  classes 
honour  poetry !  I  won't  stay  a  single  hour  under  their  infernal 
roof.    lUlwuk.    But  where  fo/    And  how  about  my  luggage  ? 

[Phtllipsow  returns, 

Phill,  Mr.  Tbedwell  says  you  want  to  go  already !  It  canU  be 
true  I    Without  even  waiting  for  supper  ? 

Z^nd,  {gloomily).  Why  should  I  wait  for  suiq^  in  this  house? 

PAi//.  Well,  /shall  be  there ;  I  don't  know  if  that^n  any  induce- 
ment. {_She  looks  doum, 

Und,  {to  himself).  She  is  a  singularly  bewitching  creature ;  and 
I  'm  starving.  Why  shouldnH  I  stay— if  only  to  shame  these  CuL- 
TEBDTs  ?  It  will  be  an  experience— a  study  in  life.  I  can  always  go 
afterwards.  I  icUl  stay.  {Aloud,)  You  little  know  the  sacrifice  you 
ask  of  me,  but  enough ;  I  give  way.  We  shall  meet— (iril^A  a  gulp) 
—in  the  housekeeper's  room ! 

PhilL  {highly  amused),  Tou  are  a  comical  little  man.  You  '11  be 
the  death  of  me  if  you  go  on  like  that !  \_She  flits  atcay, 

Und,  {alone),  I  feel  disposed  to  be  the  death  of  somebody  !  On, 
Lady  Majsie  Mull,  to  what  a  bathos  have  you  lured  your  poet  by 
your  artless  flattery— a  banquet  with  your  aunt*8  butler  I 


A  BETTING  MAN  ON  CRICKET. 

CfiiCEET  may  be  a  game,  but  I  can't  call  it  sport. 

For  "  the  odds  "  at  it  aren't  to  be  reckoned. 
There  the  last 's  often  first  ere  you  come  into  port. 

While  the  first  is  quite  frequently  second. 
There  was  Surrey,  you  see,  slap  a-top  o'  the  tree, 

While  Sussex  was  bang  at  the  bottom. 
But,  thanks  to  the  in-and-out  form  of  the  three, 

You  never  know  when  you  have  got  'em ! 
For  when  I  backed  Surrey  with  cheerful  content. 
Why  Kent  walloped  Surrey,  and  Sussex  whopped  Kent ! ! ! 


OUE  BGOKmO-OFFICE. 

'*  Thebe  are,  methinks,"  quoth  the  Baron.  '*  two  or  three  novels 
— one  certainly  I  can  call  to  mind— wherein  the  interior  domestic  life 
of  Jews  strict  in  the  observance  of  their  ancient  and  most  touching 
religious  rites  and  ceremonies  is  more  amply,  as  weU  as  more 
minutely,  described  than  in  Mr.  Farj£on*s  Aaron  the  Jew,  whicbL  be 
it  my  pleasing  duty  to  testify,  is  one  of  the  best  of  this  prolific 
author's  works ;  a  simple,  toudung  story,  the  interest  being  well  kept 
up,  as  of  course  the  *'  interest"  should  be  when  dealing  with  the  true 
history  of  one  who  commenced  as  a  pawnbroker."  As  to  the  rites  above 
mentioned,  no  special  or  intimate  personal  experience  is  shown  to  be 
possessed  by  the  author,  who  could  very  easily  have  obtained  his 
materials  from  an  interesting  work  entitled,  as  I  fancy.  The  Jew  at 
Home,  which  has,  the  Baron  regrets  to  say,  disappeared  from  its  shelf 
in  the  Baron's  library.  Aaron  is  lively,  is  gay,  is  witty,  a  "  Jew 
d* esprit,**  and,  like  Mr,  Peter  Maanus,  he  amuses  a  small  circle  of 
intimate  friends ;  but  his  story,  ana  that  of  his  sweet  wife  Rachel,  as 
related  bv  Mr.  Fabjeon,  will  increase  this  friendly  circle  to  a  very 
considerable  extent.  The  Baron  ventures  to  think  that  a  good  deal 
of  the  dialogue  and  of  the  descriptive  writing  is  unnecessary,— bot 
Mr.  Fabjeon  likes  to  give  everyone  plenty  for  their  money,— and. 
further,  that  the  story  would  have  gained  by  the  loss  of  what  would 
have  reduced  the  three  volumes  to  two.  But  altogether,  the  novel 
is  "  recommended  "  by  the  interested  but  disinterested 

Babon  be  Book-Wobus. 


ARTFUL. 

Mamma  {to  Johnny,  who  ?uu  been  given  a  Pear  unth  Pills  artfully 
concealed  in  it),  '*Wbll,  dbab,  have  tou  finished  youe  Pbab?" 
Johnny,  "Yes,  Mamma,  all  but  the  Seeds!" 


A  VOTE  OP  THANKS. 

By  a  Hard-up  JoumaliiU, 

[A  strange  light  has  appeared  on  that  part  of  the  surface  of  Mars  not 
illuminated  by  the  sun.  The  fFntmimtei'  Gazette  of  August  *2  aska  the 
question,  "  Is  Mars  signalling  to  us  ?  *'] 

Oh,  men  of  Mars,  we  thank  you,  your  behaviour 's  really  kind ! 
(Forgive  us  if  vou ' ve  lately  slipi>ed  somewhat  out  of  mind !) 
For  now  the  silly  season 's  set  in  with  all  its  **  rot," 
Tou  once  more  raise  the  question  whether  you  exist  or  not. 

No  doubt  the  good  old  topics  will  trot  out  yet  again  :— 

'*  Is  Flirting  on  the  Increase  ?  "    *'  Is  Marriage  on  the  Wane  F  " 

Big  gooseberries  as  usual  with  sea-serpents  will  compete, 

To  help  the  British  Press-man  his  columns  to  complete ! 

But  you,  my  merry  Martians,  have  opportunely  planned 
A  mUd  but  new  sensation  for  the  hohoays  at  hand  ; 
Your  planet's  '*  terminator,"  it  seems,  is  now  ablaze— 
'Tis,  say  the  cognoscenti,  a  signal  that  you  raise ! 

What  is  it  that  you  're  sbewing  terrestrial  telescopes  ? 
Is 't  pills  you  're  advertising,  or  booming  ^Mitent  soaps  ? 
How  on  earth  can  one  discover  what  bv  this  beacon  ^s  meant. 
Whether  news  of  Royal  Weddings  or  Kailway  Strikes  is  sent  P 


I !    We  haven't  mastered  the  transplanetic  code ; 

Your  canals  are  yet  a  riddle,  in  vain  your  fires  have  glowed  ! 

Still,  do  not  let  your  efforts  each  August-tide  abate — 

You  famish  us  with  *'  copy,"  which  maintains  the  Fourth  Estate ! 


DiSTUfouisnrD  Visitors  to  BouBKEMorTH.— The  Royal  Bath 
Hotel  announces  "Private  Suites."  Is  "General  Bitters"  there 
also?  

EnucATiOKAL  Motto.  {For  Mr,  Aclands  i/*e.)— "A  place  for 
every  child,  and  every  child  in  its  place." 
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ON   A   CERTAIN   CONDESCENSION    IN    FOREIGNERS. 

He,  "Oh,  tou 'bb  from  Amb&ica,  abb  tou?     Peoplb  oftbn  sat  to  me,  'Dom't  you 
DI8LIKB  Americans ?'    But  I  always  sat  'I  bblievb  there  abb  some  very  nice  ones 

AMONG  THEM.'  " 

She,    '*Ah,   I  DARE  SAY  THERE    MAT    BE    TwO    OB    ThREE    NICE  PeOPLB  AMONGST  SiXTY 

Millions  I " 


''MOWING  THEM  DOWN!" 

["He  (Sir  William  Habcou&t)  confessed  that 
he  WM  not  enamoured  of  these  exceptional 
meaturet,  and  he  resorted  to  them  with  extreme 
regret.  But  if  he  were  asked  for  a  justification  of 
this  motion,  he  would  refer  hon.  gentlemen  to  the 
Order  Book  of  the  House  of  Commons.''] 

Gunner  Habcoubt,  loquitur: — 

Exceptional  measures  I  hate, 
1  'd  rather  not  always  be  battling : 

The  good  old  **  Brown  Bess"  I  prefer,  I 
confess. 
To  a  new  (Parliamentary)  Gatling. 


To  fight  in  the  old-fashioned  way, 
Gkiod  temperedly.  fairly,  politely. 

Is  more  to  my  mind ;  but  tneee  fellows,  I  find, 
Will  not  let  a  leader  be  knightly. 

If  Balfoub  would  only  A^ht  fair ; 

And  impose  that  condition  on  Babtlbt  ; 
If  Joe  would  not  rayage  and  shriek  like  a 
savage; 

Did  Tommy  talk  less,  and  less  tartly ; 
Were  Goschen  less  eager  for  scalps, 

And  kept  a  tight  rein  upon  Hanbubt  ; 
Why  then  'twere  all  rignt;  we'd  soon  g€t 
through  our  fight 

And  hatred  in  loye^s  flowing  can  bury. 


But  no,  they  're  like  Soudanese  blacks, 

All  fury  and  wild  ugly  rushes. 
They  shnek  and  they  shock,  and  they  hack 
and  they  hock. 

Till  chiyalry  shudders  and  blushes. 
And  so  the  machine-^n,  I  find, 

Is  just  the  one  thing  will  arrest  'em. 
They  'ye  quite  lost  their  head,  but  a  &ir  rain 
of  lead 

Played  on  them  will  try  'em  and  test  'em  I 

Whir-r-r-r!     George!  how  it's  mowing 
them  down. 
Their  Adyance  -  guard, — "Amendments" 
they  dub  them  I 
They  swarm  thick  and  thicker.    The  handle 
turns  quicker  I 
'Tis  dreadful ;  but  then  we  muH  drub  them. 
As  Coubtney  so  gallantly  said, 

*Tis  •*  deplorable  "  ;  troubles  nte  sorely. 
But  if  Abthuh and  Job  wont  make  terms, 
why,  you  know, 
They  really  can't  blame  me  and  Moblet  I 


AIRS  EESUMPnVE. 

ir.— The  Links  op  Lovr. 

Mr  heart  is  like  a  driver-club. 

That  heaves  the  pellet  hard  and  straight. 
That  carries  every  let  and  rub. 

The  whole  performanoe  really  great; 
My  heart  is  like  a  bulger-head. 

That  whiffles  on  the  wily  tee,— 
Because  my  love  distinctly  said 

8he  'd  halve  the  round  of  life  with  me. 

My  heart  is  also  like  a  deek. 

Resembling  most  the  mashie  sort. 
That  spanks  the  object,  so  to  speak. 

Across  the  sandy  k>ar  to  jwrt ; 
And  bers  is  like  a  putting-green. 

The  haven  where  I  boast  to  be, 
For  she  assures  me  she  is  keen 

To  halve  the  round  of  life  with  me. 

Some  wear  their  hearts  uiwn  their  sleeve, 

And  others  lose  'em  on  the  links ; 
(This  play  of  words  ip,  by  your  leave, 

Rather  original,  one  thinks ;) 
Therefore  mv  heart  is  Hke  to  some 

Lost  ball  that  nestles  on  the  lea, 
Because  my  love  has  kindly  come 

To  halve  the  round  of  life  with  me. 

Riise  me  a  bunker,  if  you  can. 

That  beetles  o'er  a  deadly  ditch. 
Where  any  but  the  bogey-man 

Is  practically  bound  to  pitch ; 
Plant  me  beneath  a  hedge  of  thorn. 

Or  up  a  figurative  tree. 
What  matter,  when  my  love  has  sworn 

To  hdve  the  round  of  life  with  me  ? 


THE  YELLOW  AGE. 

The  poetj  sing  of  a  Golden  Age. 

Are  we  trying  to  start  its  fellow  P 
The  Yellow  Aster  is  all  the  rage ; 
The  Yellow  Races  in  war  engage ; 
The  Primrose  League  wild  war  doth  wage, 
And  the  much-boomed  Book  in  cover  and  page 

Like  the  Age  itself  is— Yellow. 
Well,  Yellow 's  the  tint  of  Gold— and  Brass! 
Of  the  Golden  Calf-and  the  Golden  Ass! 
Of  the  "  livery  "  face  and  the  faded  leaf, 
But  'tis  tedious,  very,  beyond  belief. 
I  own  I  am  little  inclined  to  smile 
On  the  colour  of  age,  decay,  and  bile 

And  mustard,  and  Otheuo ; 
I  'm  tired.  I  own,  of  it's  very  look, 
And  I  fed  compelled  to  cook  a  snook 
At  the  Yellow  Primrose,  the  Yellow  Book. 
ThoDgh  an  Age  indeed 
That  runs  to  seed 

Is  like  to  run  to  Yellow! 
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EARLY    LOGIC. 


LiUle  Girl  {o/iwfuiring  viind,  to  Stud  Groom,  looking  ai  a  Mare  infield  with  Fual).  '*  How  old  18  THAT  little  Hobse  f  ** 

Stud  Groom,  "Well,  Misst,  he's  only  Five  Days  old." 

Little  Girl{tohtr  Gownusa).  •*0h,  Nana,  did  /  EUN  ABOur  the  Fiflds  when  I  was  Five  Days  old!" 


A  LITTLE  HOLIDAY. 

Sunday, — How  exhaustiiig  is  London  life!  Up  late,  niffht  and 
morning.  Clab.  See  summer  number  of  illustrated  paper.  Piotures 
of  pretty  girls,  reclining  in  punts,  hammocks,  or  deck-chairs,  doing 
nothing,  men  helping  them.  True  holiday  for  jaded  Londoner. 
Perhaps  better  without  pretty  girls.  Even  more  repo^uL  Must 
get  right  away.  Seduded  place.  No  pretty  girls.  That  tiny  inn 
Jones  told  me  about.    Miles  from  everywhere. 

Monday, — At  Tiny  Inn.  Fine  afternoon.  Feel  quite  happy. 
With  summer  clothes,  summer  numbers,  flannels,  straw  hat,  and 
other  suitable  things  Seven  miles  from  station.  Beautifully  clean. 
Perfectly  quiet.  Weather  changing.  Raining.  Landlord  says, 
"  Soon  over."    Eggs  and  bacon  for  supper.  .  To  bed  early. 

7W«iay.— Wakeatfivp.  Up  at  six  to  enjoy  morning  air.  Eggs  and 
baoon  for  breakfast  8iiU  raining.  L%ndIord  says,  *'  Very  remark- 
able, since  in  this  place  it  never  rains."  Somehow  the  douds  always 
pass  over  neighbouring  village,  following  the  course  of  the  river, 
the  ridge  of  the  hills,  or  something.  Have  noticed  in  all  country 
places  that  the  clouds  always  do  thiH.  except  when  I  am  there.  Im- 
possible to  lounge  under  a  tree  in  this  rain.  Stop  indoors,  smoke, 
and  read  summer  numbers.  Eggs  and  l«con  for  lunch.  Rain 
going  on  steadily.  Put  on  flannels,  go  out.  Drenched.  Eggs  and 
baoon  for  dinner.  Landlord  says  they  hope  to  give  me  some  meat  to- 
morrow. Butcher  calls  once  a  week  apparently.  Wet  evening. 
Somewhat  tired  of  sitting  on  horsehair  sola  with  damaged  springs. 
Enow  all  the  summer  numbers  by  heart.    To  bed  at  ten. 

Wednesday, —\f9\ie  at  four.  Toss  about  till  six.  Then  up. 
Still  raining.  Breakfast,— eggs  and  bacon.  Landlord  savs  if  I  oross 
two  fields  Ishall  find  the  river  and  a  punt.  Thanks.  Will  wait  till 
rain  stops.  He  says  it  is  sure  to  stop  soon.  Ask  him  if  one  can  get 
a  London  paper.  Says  thev  sometimes  have  one  at  the  stationers, 
four  miles  off,  but  generally  only  when  ordered.  Lends  me  a  local 
paper  of  last  week.  Reduced  to  summer  numbers  agaio.  Begin  to 
wish  there  were  some  pretty  girls  here,  after  all.  They  might  enliven 
things.    After  lunch,— of  eggs  and  baoon,— resolve  to  go  out.    Ask  i 


landlord  where  one  can  t^o,  D  m't  like  to  ask  *'  if  any  f^ls  about 
anywhere  ?  "  Accidentally  landlord  doet  happen  to  mention  Farmer 
MuooEBiDOE^s  daughters.  I  pretend  indifference,  but  inquire  as  to 
direction  of  Muogbeidge's  farm.  Lofc  my  way.  Wander  helplessly. 
Steady  downpour.  Return,  drenched.  Butcher  has  not  been.  Eggs 
and  bacon  for  dinner.  Smoke,  and  read  advertisements— plenty  of 
them — in  summer  numbers.    To  bed  at  nine. 

rAwr^rfriv.— Wake  at  three.  Toss  about  till  seven.  Then  break- 
fast—usual  dish.  Rain  not  quite  so  heavy.  With  fuller  directions 
as  to  road,  start  hopefully  for  Muogebidoe'h  farm.  Arrive  there. 
Heavy  rain  agaio.  MrooEBiDOE  loafing  about.  Country  people 
always  loaf  about  in  rain.  They  seem  to  enjoy  it.  Chat  with  him. 
He  asks  me  in  to  have  some  cider.  Accept.  Chance  of  seeing 
charming  daughters.  They  enter !  Now !  .  .  .  Oh !  awful !  .  .  . 
Cider  acid.  OblitrM  to  drink  it.  Harry  back.  Lunch.  Usual  dish. 
Still  raininr.  Call  in  landlord,  and  a^k  eagerly  about  trains  to 
liondoo.  The  next  is  to-morrow  morning,  at  8.20.  Give  way  to 
despair.    Refuse  eg?s  and  bacon  for  dinner.    Bed  eight. 

Friday.— LetLVfi  in  landlord's  cart  at  seven,  after  usual  breakfast. 
Still  raining  steadily.  Gave  landlord  all  those  summer  numbers  to 
amuse  future  weather-bound  visitori  with  imaginary  pictures  of 
rural  happiness.  London  once  more !  Hurrah!  Dinner— no^  eggs 
and  bacon.  Theatre.  Smoke  at  club.  Avoid  Jones.  Tell  Smith 
I  know  the  sweetest  place  for  country  peace  and  Fcolnrion.  He 
writes  down  the  address  eagerly.  Thof  e  summer  numbers  will  amuse 
him.    To  bed— any  timej ' 

At  the  Wiwdow.— Judging  from  the  tone  of  James  Path's  delight- 
ful JVo/tf-  Book  this  week,  one  fears  that  charming  and  cheery  gossiper 
has  been  '*laid  up.'Vhas  been  compelled  to  take  nis  **  Notes"  from  a 
sick-conch  at  a  window— has,  in  fact,  for  the  time,  become  a  window- 
Patn  !  WeU,  a  window  is  no  bad  coign  of  vantage  for  an  observant 
penman.  **The  World  from  a  Window  "  would  make  an  excellent 
nook,  and  James  Patx  would  be  the  very  man  to  write  it.  Let  Mr. 
Patn  think  of  it.  Mr,  Punches  present  purpose,  however,  U  to  wish 
his  good  friend  and  favourite  writer  ^peede  emancipation  from  the 
bonds  of  sickness  and  compulsory  window- watching. 
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SATVBDAT   FOPS. 

irXW  SIBII8. 

**  RusncuB."  who  is  dearly 

**RUSTICU8  EXPSCIAKS,"  Wit 

moTed  to  write  to  the  Chronicle 
on  July  3l8t,  to  say  that, 
though  not  a  rich  maxu  he 
liyes  in  a  pretty  Surrey  ▼illage 
within  an  eigntpenny  retom 
railway  fare  at  the  Citir ;  and 
has  a  fairly  larse  ana  quiet 
garden,  with  fieldf.&o.  '^The 
trees  are  all  at  their  finest," 
he  proceeds,  *'  the  flowers  look- 
ing Terr  gaj  and  walking  in 
the  garden.'^  Capital  fun  this, 
when  flowers  actually  walk 
ahout  But  no!  it's  *' walk- 
ing in  the  garden  to-day  the 
thought  came  to  me,"  so  it*s 
a  walking  thought,  oomparahle, 
doubtless,  to  a  running  oom- 
mentary.  Anyhow,  "Kusn- 
cus"  is  moved— by  the  thought 
of  a  ''tired  worting-man  or 
band  of  City  workers"  who 
would  find  in  his  garden  plea- 
sure on  a  quiet  Saturday  after- 
noon^to  make  an  offer.  Here 
are  his  words : — 

"I  am  a  bachelor,  therefore  I 
lay,  men,  you  are  welcome  to  my 
very  umple  hospitality  if  it  ia  of 
any  uae  to  you.  I  can  do  with  a 
liinitcd  number  erery  or  any 
Saturday.  Any  creed  or  claaa  u 
welcome.  All  I  itipulate  for  ia 
honest  souls.  Come  and  smoke 
and  talk  under  the  trees  and  spend 
a  quiet  time  away  from  the  town. 
I  simply  condition— no  publicity 
or  fuss,  the  firing  and  acceptance 
of  the  invitation  quietly , honestly, 
brother  to  brother.  Would  you, 
Sir,  forward  any  letterson to  me  ?  *' 

This  is  of  course  an  example 
which  will  be  followed,  and 
Mr,  Punch  has  already  had 


A  TOWN   MOUSE. 

Joiui,  **  Well,  my  uttlb  Man,  what  aeb  rou  thinkiko 
London  Boy  {who  has  never  been  out  of  IFhUechapel  be/ore).  **  I 
it's  timb  tbr  Mothbr  put  tbr  into  Tboujers/" 


ABOUT?" 

'm  tbisbin' 


the  following  letter  (amongst 
others),  whioh  he  now  prints 
with  pleasure. 

Sib,— Owing  to  the  Death 
Duties,  I  am  no  longer  a  rich 
man,  but  I  hare  a  little  house 
in  Pieoadilly,  not  more  than 
a  twopenny  'bus  ride  from 
CharinffCross.  It  has  occurred 
to  me  mat  some  hungry  work- 
ing-man miffht  like  to  drop  in 
to  a  quietlitde  dinner  some 
night  I  am  a  Duke,  there- 
fore I  say,  comrades  in  depres- 
sion, jou  are  welcome  to  my 
roof,  if  it 's  of  any  use  to  you. 
I  can  dine  a  hundred  or  so  of 
you  any  or  eyerr  night.  All  I 
stipulate  for  is  Uiat  there  shall 
be  no  speskingt  for  speaking 
bores  me  horribly. 

D-y-ir8H-£S. 


LOWERED  1 
Ratss,  rates,  rates, 

Of  an  exigent  L.  0.  0. ! 
And  I  'm  glad  they  can*t  hear 
the  language 
We  utter  so  frequentlee  I 

0  well  for  theazodlent  Chair- 
man [bit! 
For  trying  to  reduce  them  a 
0  well  for  those  Councillors 
wary            [ments^sit! 
Who  on  costly  "improve- 

And  '*  demand-notes ''  still  go 

on,  [bled ; 

And  our  pockets  are  steadily 

But  **0  (we  oft  sigh)  for  a 

tenpenny  rate. 

And  the  sins  of  a  '  Boaid' 

thatisdeadi" 

Rates,  rates,  rates ! 

Thanks,  men  of  the  L.C.C. ! 
We  trust  the  farthing  now 
taken  off 

Will  neyer  go  back  to  yel 


''AFTER  THE  HEALTH  CONGRESS  IS  OVER.'' 

Scxvs— ^  Ball  Room  at  the  Mdnewn  House, 

He  {reeting).  Good  floor,  isn't  it  P 

She.  Quite,    fiut  tell  me.  haye  you  been  attending  the  Congress  *t 

He,  Of  course ;  that  is  why  I  receiyed  an  inyitation  to-night 

She,  And  you  found  the  lectures  and  all  that  most  interesting  P 

He,  Yes,  yery ;  and  then  there  were  the  Opera  and  the  theatares  in 
the  eyening. 

She,  But  do  let  us  talk  about  the  Congress.  Did  you  not  discuss 
sanitation? 

He,  Discussed  it  yery  much  indeed.  So  fortunate  too  that  we 
had  the  meeting  before  eyerybody  had  left  town. 

She,  Yes.    fiut  did  you  not  inquire  into  microbes  and  all  that? 

He,  Certainly;  had  a  lot  of  talk  about  them,  and  finished  them  all 
up  just  in  time  not  to  interfere  with  Ooodwood. 

She,  And  I  suppose  you  found  out  ^e  way  to  keep  eyeryone  in 
perfect  health?  /  f         / 

He,  That  wa^  the  idea,  and  yet  we  floored  Lords  and  the  Oyal. 

She,  But  oughtn't  eyery  town  to  be  in  a  satisfactory  condition  ? 

He.  Why,  yes.  But  that  depends  upon  the  season  of  the  year.  Of 
course,  some  places  are  deadly  dull  when  nothing 's  going  on  from  a 
sodal  point  ox  yiew. 

She,  I  mean  from  a  health  point  of  yiew— oughtn't  eyerything 
nowadays  to  be  simply  excellent  ? 

He,  Yes,  of  course.    That 's  the  modem  theory. 
,   She,  And  yet,  according  to  the  papers,  London  is  full  of  f eyer  and 
insanity. 


most 


He,  I  daresay ;  the  Press  men  generally  get  their  figures  riffht 

She,  But  if,  theoretically,  eyerything  is  right,  why  should  nu 
thuin  be  practically  wrongr 

He,  You  must  r^lly  ask  me  another. 

She,  But  you  are  strong  upon  health,  are  you  not  ? 

He,  Very— in  the  lecture-room.    And  now,  if  you  are  rested,  we 
will  haye  another  turn.  \  Exeunt  dancing. 


ESSENCE   OF   PARLIAMENT. 

EXTBACTED  FBOM  THE  DLiBY  OF  TOBY,  lf.P. 

Houee  of  Commons^  Mondav^  July  30.— Haying  settled  Budget 
Bill,  and,  incidentally,  brought  Coutckllor  of  Exchiqusb  to 
Death's  Door  by  obseryations  on  Death  Duties,  Tomrr  Bowlu  has 
time  to  turn  his  attention  to  another  social  question.  Looks  as  if  he 
were  going  to  take  tlie  Bicyde  Fiend  by  the  scruff  of  the  neck. 
Herein  he  has  oppOTtunity  of  deepening  and  enlarging  his  hold  on 
affection  and  esteem  of  British  public.  Bicycle  Fiend  has  inereased, 
is  increasing,  and,  at  least,  ought  to  be  registered.  He  comes  mrnn 
the  hapless  rider  or  pedestrian  in  quiet  country  lanes,  brushing  him 
aside  as  if  the  earth  were  the  Fiend's  and  all  the  highways  thereof. 
Bad  enough  in  the  country,  where  there  is  room  to  get  out  of  the 
way.  In  crowded  streets  of  metropolis.  Fiend  pounces  round  unsus- 
pected comers  upon  elderly  gentlemen,  scattering  streams  of  peaceful 
passengers  at  peremptory  sound  of  fearsome  belL 

ToMMT  B.  got  his  eye  on  him.  Not  without  suspicion  that  this 
new  departure  has  something  to  do  wiUi  old,  now  closed,  campaign 
sgainst  the  Budget  Tommt  warned  the  Squibe  whilst  in  Com- 
mittee that  his  Death  Duties  would  not  reap  the  full  haryest  antici- 
pated. Eyery  little  hdps.  What  with  actual  concussions  and 
sudden  frights,  Bicyde  Fiend  leads  in  course  of  financial  year  to 
considerable  succession  of  propeity  changing  on  sudden  death,  with 
concurrent  toll  paid  to  Treasury.    If  the  Bicycle  Fiend  can  only  be 

E laced  on  same  footing  as  the  common  carrier,  or  the  hanied 
ansom-cab  driyer,  the  death-rate  would  appreciably  decrease,  and 
with  it  the  flow  <n  legacy  and  succession  duties.  Tomrr  may  or 
may  not  look  thus  far  ahead.  No  matter,  if  he  only  succeeds  in 
restraining  a  nuisance  that  is  a  disgrace  to  a  oiyilised  community. 

The  Member  for  Sabx  tells  me  he  has  a  Short  Way  with  the  B.  F., 
which  makes  him  to  considerable  extent  indifferent  to  sbwer  action 
of  Home  Seceetabt,  who  has  eyidently  neyer  had  his  shins  barked 
by  this  agency.  Sauk  says  when  he  takes  his  walks  abroad  he 
usuaUy  carries  a  stick  or  umbrella.  When,  crossing  a  road,  he  hears 
the  tinkle  of  the  Fiend's  bdl,  insolently  and  imperatiyely  ordering 
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John  Morleff,  "You  "ee  it's  ^1  right,  my  little 


him  out.  of  the  way  on  pain  of 
bdnff  rnn  over,  he,  insteaa  of  fly- 
inff  for  his  life,  as  is  the  use  of  the 
orainary  citizen,  carelessly  throws 
stick  or  umbrella  lance-wise  across 
hollow  of  liffht  or  left  arm,  accord- 
ing as  the  Fiend  approaches  from 
one  direction  or  the  other.  Thus 
armed  he  leisurely  pursues  his  way. 
If  the  Fiend  continues  on  the  track, 
he  will  run  with  face  or  chest  on 
to  the  point  of  the  umbrella.  As 
that  would  be  inconvenient  to  him, 
he  slows  up  or  eoes  on  another 
tack,  and  when  he  arrives  home 
writes  a  letter  to  \h&  Bicycling 
jBUmUt,  indignantly  denouncing  a 
street  passenger  who  wouldn*t  get 
out  of  his  way. 

Business  done, — Vote  on  Account 
through  Committee. 

Tuesday.— *'Tbisce  Ahthuk," 
said  Sabx,  looking  across  at  the 
Front  Opposition  Bench  whilst 
CouRTinET  was  speaking,  *'  succeeds 
in  hiding  all  traces  of  storm  behind 
a  smiling  countenance.  Joseph, 
on  the  contrary,  more  ingenuous, 
less  acate  in  practice  of  worldly 
wiles^  enables  one  to  realise,  even 
at  tins  long  distance  of  time,  what 
BALA.K,  the  son  of  Zippob,  King  of 
Moab,  looked  like  when  he  stood 
in  the  high  places  of  Baal,  and  lis- 
tened to  Balaam's  remarks  on  the 
motion  for  the  lime-closure  to  be 
applied  to  the  Children  of  Israel, 
nmo  had  pitched  their  tents  in 
the  plains  of  Moab  beyond  the 
Jordan  at  Jericho,  and  declined  to 
budge  at  the  bidding  of  Balak." 

Appearance  of  Parliamentary  JSTr^V;  See  how  vou  get  on  thew ! " 
Balaam    on    scene    dramatically 

effective.  Crowded  House  worked  up  to  highest  pitoh  of  excitement 
by  swift  encounter,  in  which  John  Moblet  had  followed  Prince 
Aethub,  and  Joseph,  springing  in  from  behind,  had  douted  the 
Chief  Secbstabt  on  the  head.  The  Squiee  had  moved  time- 
closure  on  Evicted  Tenants  Bill  in  speech  the  studied  tameness  and 
provokinff  brevity  of  which  had  riledO^iposition  much  more  than  if  he 
had  belaboured  them  with  Harcourtian  phrase.  Sage  of  Queen 
Anne*s  Gate  said  a  few  words,  preparatory  to  packing  up  for 
holiday ;  then  Coubtnet  rose  from  JosEPn*s  fide  to  continue  debato. 
Members,  taking  it  for  ipvnted  that  he,  possibly  with  some  reserva- 
tions in  favour  of  Eviction  Bill  whose  second  reading  he  had  sup- 
ported, was  about  to  say  ditto  to  Joseph  on  question  of  Closnre,  began 
to  move  towards  door.  Arrested  by  Coubtnet's  solemn  tone,  and  his 
exi)re8sion  of  regret,  evidently  unfeigned,  at  deplorable  condition  in 
which  the  House  found  itself.  *'Woe  to  tnose  through  whom 
offences  come ! ''  cried  Coubtnet  in  voice  which,  as  he  said,  was  of 
one  crying  in  the  wilderness,  and  seemed  for  its  perfect  effect  to  lack 
only  hirsute  garb,  stave  and  honey  pot.  ''Through  whom  did  the 
offence  come  ?  Burely,"  continued  ihe  Prophet,  bending  shaggy  eye- 
brows upon  the  bench  where  the  Busy  B's  hive,  *'  the  offence  lies 
with  those  Members  who,  disregarding  the  true  uses,  functions, 
duties,  and  hieh  mission  of  the  House,  abuse  their  powers,  intont  to 
destroy  possibility  of  the  right  conduct  of  public  business." 

Not  Ministers,  then,  with  the  Squire  attheir  head,  responsible  for  the 
deadlock,  as  Pbince  Abthub  had  painted  the  scene,  and  as  Joseph 
had  touched  it  up  with  stronger  colour.  It  was  the  Busy  Bees. 
They  and  **  a  junta  of  irresponsible  landlords  enforcing  their  will 
upon  those  who  ought  to  resist  them." 

0  Balaam  !  Balaam  !  M.P.  for  Bodmin.  Was  it  for  this  Joseph 
led  thee  into  the  field  of  Zophim,  to  the  top  of  Pisgah  ?  For  this  did 
PiiiNCE  Abthub  build  seven  altars,  and  offer  up  the  Squibb  of  Mal- 
wooB  on  ever?  one  of  them  ?  Long  time  since  such  a  scene  was 
wrought  in  the  House.  Saundebson  pished  and  pshawed,  and 
looked  anxiously  round  for  Loo  an.  Babtlet  blushed ;  Hanbubt 
was  hushed ;  and  a  tear  trickled  down  the  pale  cheek  of  Tommy 
Bowles— Cap'en  no  longer,  disrated  and  denounced. 

Business  aowc— Time-Closure  resolution  carried. 

Thursday.— 8u(k  larks !  Yesterday  time-closure  came  into  opera- 
tion in  connection  with  Evicted  Tenants  Bill.  Arranged  that  if 
debate  on  Clause  I.  not  finished  by  eleven  o'clock  to-night,  all 
Amendments  remaining  on  paper  shall  be  submitted  to  vote  without 
further  debate.  Obstruction  scotched  :  wriggles  helplessly,  like  eel 
in  muddy  depths  of  river,  smitten  by  the  spear. 


**  Shan't  play,"  whimper  Pbince 
Abthub  and  Joseph,  mingling 
their  tears  at  this  freih  evidenoe 
of  tyrauny,  this  last  illustration  of 
man's  inhumanity  to  man. 

Strike  ordered  in  Unionist  Hues. 
Men  throw  down  the  pick ;  hand  in 
the  shovel  and  the  hoe ;  put  an  their 
coats;  hang  about  comers  of  Lobb^ 
in  approved  strike  fashion.  If 
Hanbubt  and  the  Blameless  Babt- 
let could  only  be  induced  to  stick 
short  day.  pipe  in  side  of  moath 
(bowl  downwaids)^  fasten  a  leather 
strap  outside  their  troiiaers  init 
below  ^e  knee,  and  drink  foor-balf 
out  of  pewtors  at  bar  in  the  Lobbj, 
scene  would  be  complete. 

Strike  only  par&d.  Fully  one 
half  the  men  refuse  to  ^  out; 
stand  by  the  masters,  tamme  deaf 
ear  to  blandishments  and  thresti 
of  pickets  outside.  Strange  thiog 
is  that,  working  at  half  strength, 
output  more  than  doubled*  Time- 
closure,  with  all  hands  at  wod^, 
proposed  to  complete  Committse 
bj  eleven  o*clock  next  Tuesday 
ni^ht.  At  ten  minutes  past  ax 
this  afternoon  the  whole  tliinf 
through.  Not  hurried  either. 
Thoroughly  debated,  divided  on, 
and  Bill,  in  more  than  one  instance, 
amended. 

'*Fact  is."  said  the  Squibi, 
beaming  with  chastened  delight  at 
turn  events  taken.  **  we  are  over- 
manned just  as  London  is  ow- 
Itnld  cabbed.     Must   see   if    something 

needn't  be  frightened  of  Aim.    It  wm  obly  bU  vapour.    We  're  th^ueh  ^^ifh^^^iJ^J^^^fJ^^J^ 
the  Commoni  now !    Come  along,  and  TU  leave  ySu  at  the  door  of  the  bj  refusing  hcenaes  for  fresh  el«s 


Tenants 
advanced. 


tions  when  vacancies  oocurJ 
Business     done.  —  Evicted 
Bill  through   Committee.     Building   Societies   Bill  far 


jFVu/aj/.— Back  in  the  mud  a^n.    Strike  operative  only  when 
Evicted  Tenants  Bill  under  consideration.    That  standing  over  wm  i 
for  Report  Stage.    Meanwhile  take  up  affain  Equalisation  of  Rates 
Bill.    Men  on  strike  stream  in,  tired  of  **  playing."     Wonderf ol 
their  eagerness  to  get  to  work  again,  their  keen  delight  in  sound  of ' 
th(ir  own  voices,    so  strangely  intermitted.     Babtlet,   Krasm,  < 
FisHEB,  JoKitf,  and  the  Woolwich  Ikfant  all  here  anin,  with 
Websteb  (of  St.  Pancras]  wobbliuff  all  over  the  place,  like  a  ha 
that  has  laid  an  egg  somewhere  ana  can*t  for  the  me  of  her  just  at 
the  minute  think  where  she  left  it« 

Business  done, — Hardlv  any.  As  Babtlet  says,  *'  must  make  iip 
for  lost  time  when  yesterday  and  day  before  work  advanced  by  lespi 
and  bounds." 


CBTPTOOBAinrATiST  Wanted.  —  After  a  plain  matter-of-fset 
paragraph  in  the  Daily  Telegraph,  stating  that  *'  Lord  Qrbtillc 
leaves  town  to-day  for  Harrogate"  (to  undergo  the  **  tonic  sol-phur'* 
cure,  of  course,  i.e..  of  water-course),  there  appeared  this  mTstenons 
announcement,  ^^  Lord  Bowroir  leaves  London  to-day  fur  jdsw 
tceeks."  Now  where  is  **  some  weeks"  ?  Of  course  as  his  Ix»dship 
has  quitted  town  for  **  some  weeks,"  he  evidently  prefers  **  soaae 
weeks,"  wherever  it  is,  to  London.  And  that  is  all  we  know  at 
present.    Strange  disappearance.    Weird. 


The  CosTtB  Kkioht. — There  are  pictures  on  almost  all  the 
hoardings,  in  the  suburbs  especially,  of  the  celebrated  Mr.  Aumr 
Chevalieb.  This  chevalier  *^  sans  peur  et  sans  reyroche**  ia  «> 
busy  a  man  that  in  the  best  sense  gI  the  term  he  may  well  be  con- 
sidered as  the  type  of  an  honest  **  Chevalier  d*IndusinW* 


Qdebt.  — '* The  Lancashire  Rubber  Company"— is  this  some- 
thing new  in  the  wav  of  Massage  P  or  is  it  a  Company  got  up  f« 
the  eipress  i  urpose  of  supplying  Society  with  Whist-playera  f  I 


The  Latest  Made  of  Honoub  at  Rich mokd,— Sir  Jauss  W. 
Szlumpeb,  Knight.                                #      r\r\r^  I  /> 
Digitized  by  VjOOVj  ^^ ' 
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HOSE  OEKAHEKTAL 
THAH  VSEFIIL. 

{A  Legend  of  the  ItesuUs  of  the 
School  Board.) 

The  Committee  sat  waiting 
patiently  for  candidates.  Al- 
though the  papers  had  been 
full  dt  adyertisements  describ- 
ing the  appointments  the 
rSelames  had  had  no  effect. 
There  were  certainly  a  number 
of  persons  in  liie  waiting-room, 
but  the  usher  had  declared  that 
they  did  not  ^ssess  the  ele- 
mentary qualihcations  for  the 
post  that  the  Committee  were 
seeking  to  fill  with  a  suitable 


RETURNED  EMPTY. 

Old  Moiyfly  {who  had  dropped  hvt  Flask  further  down  stream,  and  has  just 
had  it  rftunui  to  him  by  Honest  Rustic),  *'  Dear  MB  1  Thank  you  I  Thank 
Tou  I"  {Gives him  a  Shilling.)  **  Don't  know  what  I  should  ha*  donk 
WITHOUT  IT  I"    {Begins  to  unscrew  top.)    "May  I  offer  Yor  a " 

ffone^  Rustic.    **Wkll,   thank  y',   Sir,   but  me  and  my  Mate,  not 

SBEIN*  A  HOWNER  ABOirT,    WE  'VE  TA'EN  WHAT  THERE  WERE   INSIDE." 


"  Usher,"  cried  the  Chair- 
man at  length  with  some  im- 
patience ;  I  am  sure  you 
must  be  wrong.  Let  us  see 
some  of  the  occupants  of  the 
adjoining  office." 

The  usher  bowed  with  a 
grace  that  had  been  acquired 
by  several  years  study  in  de- 
portment in  the  Board.  School, 
and  replied  that  he  fancied 
that  most  of  the  applicants 
were  too  highly^  educated  for 
the  coveted  position. 

**Too  highly  educated!" 
exclaimed  the  representative 
of  municipal  progress.  '  *  It  is 
imiwssible  to  be  too  highly 
educated!  You  don't  know 
what  you  *re  talking  about  I  " 

"  Pardon  me,  Sir,"  returned 
the  Usher,  with  another  grace- 
ful inclination  of  the  head, 
"but  would  not  *  imperfectly 
acquainted  with  the  subject  of 
your  discourse'  be  more 
polisl^ed  P  But,  with  your 
permission,  I  will  obey  jou." 

And  then  the  ofhoial  re- 
turaed  to  usher  in  an  aged  man  we3uing  spectacles.  The  veteran 
imm3diately  fell  upon  his  knees  and  began  to  implore  the  Com- 
mittee to  appoint  him  to  the  vacant  post 

**  I  can  assure  you.  Gentlemen,  that,  thanks  to  the  School  Board, 
I  am  a  first-rate  Latin  and  Greek  scholar.  I  am  intimately 
acauainted  with  the  Hebrew  language,  and  have  the  greatest  pos- 
sible respect  for  the  Union  Jack.  I  know  all  that  can  be  known 
about  mathematics,  and  can  play  several  musical  instruments.  I  am 
also  an  accomplished  waltzer;  I  know  the  use  of  the  globes,  and 
can  play  the  overture  to  Zampa  on  the  musical-glasses.  I  know  the 
works  of  Shakspeare  backwards,  and " 

**  Stop,  stop ! "  interrupted  the  Chairman.  '*  You  may  do  all  this, 
and  more;  but  have  you  any  knowledge  of  the  modus  operandi  of 
the  labour  required  of  you  r" 

**Alas,  no  I"  returned  the  applicant;  *'but  if  a  man  of  educa- 
tion  ^" 

** Remove  him,  Usher!"  cried  the  Chairman;  and  the  veteran 
was  removed  in  tears. 

A  second,  a  third,  and  a  fourth  made  their  appearance,  and  disap- 
peared, and  none  of  them  would  do.  They  were  all  singularly 
accomplished. 

At  length  a  rough  man,  whi  hid  been  lounging  down  the  street, 
walked  into  the  Council-chamber. 

''  What  mav  you  want.  Sir  ?  "  asked  the  Chairman,  indignantly, 

**  What's  that  to  vou?"  was  the  prompt  reply.    "I  ain*tagoii 
to  tell  everyone  my  business  —not  me — ^you  bet ! " 

**  Uufframmatical! "  said  Committee  Man  Ko.  One.  *'  Very  pro- 
mising." 

"  Uncouth  and  vulgar ! "  murmured  Committee  Man  Ko.  Two. 

**  Where  were  you  educated  ?  "  queried  the  Chairman. 

*'Nowheres  in  particular.  I  was  brought  np  in  the  wilds  of 
Canada.  There 's  not  much  book  learning  over  there,"  and  the  rough 
fellow  indulged  in  a  loud  hoarse  laugh. 

**  Ah  I  that  accounts  for  your  not  having  enjoyed  the  great  advan- 
tages of  the  School  Board.  Have  you  seen  tbe  oiroular—have  you 
read  the  details  of  the  proposed  appointment  ?  " 

'*  Me  read  I "  cried  the  uncouth  one ;    '*  oh^  that  is  a  game ! 


Why  I  can't  read  nor  yet 
write!" 

"Better  and  better,"  said 
Committee  Man  No.  One. 

**  First  rate,"  murmured 
Committee  Man  No.  Two.  "  1 
think  we  have  at  length  found 
our  ideal." 

Then  the  usher  read  the 
advertisement. 

'*What!  shake  the  hall 
mat!"  cried  the  candidate. 
"Why  I  could  do  that  litUe 
job  on  my  head!" 

So  there  being  no  other 
applicant  for  the  post,  the 
backwoods'  ignoramus  was 
appointed  office-sweeper  at  a 
couple  of  hundred  pounds  a 
year. 

**  Rather  high  wa^es,"  said 
the  Chairman  to  himself,  as 
he  went  home  on  the  top  of 
an  omnibus;  "but  what  can 
one  expect  when  we  educate 
all  the  children  at  the  cost  of 
the  rates.  Last  vear  there  was 
an  additional  farthing;  this 
year  we  have  to  pay  five 
shillings,  and  goodness  only 
knows  how  much  it  will  be 
hereafter ! " 

And  as  he  thought  this,  the 
Chairman  (in  the  names  ot  the 
rest  of  the  ratepayers)  heartily 
cursed  the  School  Board. 


L  going 


RE-DRESS  REQUIRED. 

[A  writer  ia  the  Lancet  draws 
attention  to  the  fact  that  the  re- 
gular hospital  nurse's  uniform  is 
now  worn  as  ordinary  ladies' 
attire.] 

Therb's  no  doubt  my  new 
costume  is  verf/  becoming.  I 
like  the  idea  of  the  cape,  and 
the  apron  is  just  perfect,  while 
the  httle  bonnet  suits  me  to  a 
T.  Met  cousin  Fked,  who  said  it  was  "fetching,"  and  that  "  they 
wanted  some  of  my  sort  at  the  hospitals."  I  said  I  thought  the 
patients  had  ^ood  enough  nurses  at  present;  he  replied  "he  didn]t 
mean  the  patients— he  meant  the  doctors."  Of  course  I  oouldn*t 
stand  the  drudgery  of  a  nurse's  life ;  but  that 's  no  reason  why  I 
shouldn't  appropriate  the  uniform,  is  it? 

Walking  down  street.  Met  another  nurse— a  real  one,  I  suppose. 
She  stared,  turned  red,  and  then  looked  horriblv  offended.  I  believe 
she  must  have  made  some  sign  to  me  that  I  di&'t  understand.  Are 
Nurses  Freemasons,  I  wonder?  Quite  a  secret  society,  it  seems. 
Reallv  that  sort  of  thing  oughtn't  to  be  allowed.  It  makes  things 
so  awkward  for  the  impost— the  imitators,  I  mean. 

Just  got  home  after  dreadful  incident !  I  was  in  a  Bayswater 
Square,  when  suddenlv  a  man  driving  round  a  comer  in  a  eart  got 
upset,  and  was  pitched  on  to  the  road  close  to  me.  A  small  crowd 
gathered  immediately,  and  evidently  expected  me  to  help.  One  man 
shouted  "  Hi  I  Come  and  bind  up  Lis  head.  Miss  I "  And  his  head 
was  actuallv  bleeding !  I  cuuldn^t  do  anything,  except  feel  awfully 
inclined  to  faint,  ana  then  the  mob  began  to  hiss  and  jeer !  Some- 
body said  I  must  know  how  to  render  "  first  aid  to  the  injured," 
and  if  I  didn*t  come  quick  the  man  would  bleed  to  death.  I  was  so 
frightened  I  ran  away,  and  the  mob  ran  after  me,  and  I  had  to  take 
shelter  in  a  shop,  and  ask  the  shopman  to  explain  to  the  crowd  that 
I  was  not  really  a  nurse  at  all.  Then  they  used  dreadful  expressions, 
and  I  had  to  be  got  out  by  a  back  way.  1  don't  think  the  costume  is 
half  as  becoming  as  it  seemed  this  morning ;  I  'm  going  to  sell  it  as 
a  "  cast-off  garment."    Lucky  for  me  it  wasn't  a  tom-off  garment ! 

Scott  on  the  New  Woman. 
(As  the  Wizard  of  the  North  would  have  written  now.) 
New  Woman  I  in  our  hours  of  ease 
A  smoking  rival  hard  to  please. 
Wishing  to  put  Man  in  the  shaide. 
Collar  his  togs  and  take  his  trade ; 
When  pain  and  anguish  wrins  the  brow,         ^ 
A  swaggering,  "  spanking  "  Fipchin  thou  I 


Toi*  oni. 
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''THE  COW  WAS  THE  STAMP  TO  IMPEESS  SVPEBIOE  BUTTEB.*' 

*Arf  a  pound  SB  Maroarinf,  please;  am'  Mother  sits  will  ykr  put  the  Cow  on 

IT,   'cos  SHE  *S  QOr  COMFANT  I  " 


HIHT  FOE  THE  ALPINE  SEASON. 

(Adapted  freely  from  the  Old  Royal  Repartee.) 

Middle-aged  tcould-he  Mountaineer  [loq,). 

Fain  would  I  climb,  but,— well,  my  belt 's  too 

small. 

Mr,  Punch  (in  reply). 
If   your   girth   grows,   6ir,    do   not   climb 

at  all! 
Tour  Alpen-stook  put  by,  ere  the  world 

mock. 
And  you  become  an  (Alpine)  laughing-stock. 
Though  Alps  on  Alps  arise  you  stop  In  bed, 
And  let  a  younger  man  yon  glaciers  tread. 
The    dangers    of    steep    ^ides  and    deep 

crevasses 
Are  Dot  for  elderly  donkeys,  but  young  asses. 
The  Himalayas  woo  you  still  to  pant  on  ? 
Well,  treat  'em  as  you  would  an  arch  young 

wanton, 


Think  of  your  legs,  the  boys,  the  girli,  the 

Missus, 
And  do  not  play  the  elderly  Narcissus 
To  witch  the  world  with  noble  '*Ioemanship'' 
Is  tempting,  yes,  but  if  you  chance  to  slip. 
Your  bones  a  fathomless  abyss  may  strew. 
An  Alpine  death,— and  they'll  all  pine  for 

you. 
Man  after  fifty  fits  not  the  sublime,  ^ 
So  stay  at  home  nor  seek  a  foreign  climb. 
The  plague  of  guide,  and  chum,  and  wife  and 

daughter. 
Is  Senex  who  will  climb  and  dido't  ouirhter. 
Stick  to  your  Alpine  Club,  but  like  old  foodies. 
Pay,  stop  at  home,  ana  play  at  whist  at 

Boodles*. 
Decline  with  the  old  mania  to  be  bitten, 
And  you  will  own  this  tip  is  diamond- written 
(Like  good  Queen  Bess's  repartee  on  glau). 
And    that  you  're   saved    from    being    an 

oldassl 


LINES  IN  PLEASANT  PLACES. 

VI.— Kbw  Gardens. 

In  the  gardens  at  Eew 
It  were  certainly  sweet 
To  be  wand'ring  with  you. 
Far  from  city  and  street ; 
'Twere  the  one  thing,  dear  Nellie,  my  j  »y 
and  content  to  complete 

In  the  gardens  at  Kew. 

In  the  gardens  at  Eew, 
If  my  way  I  mi^ht  take 
By  the  water  with  yon. 
On !  how  merry  we^d  make,— 
I  am  sure  you  would  dote  on  the  dear  litile 
ducks  in  the  lake 

In  the  gardens  at  Kew. 

In  the  gardens  at  Kew, 
Having  tea  d  lafraisee. 
We  would  cheerfully  stew 
'Neath  the  fierce  solar  rays. 
And  in  "eloquent  silence"  you'd  meet  my 
affectionate  gaze 

In  the  gardens  at  Eew. 

In  the  gardens  at  Eew 
We  would  sit  in  the  shade 
For  an  hour  or  two, 
Without  chaperone's  aid. 
And  your  head  on  my  shoulder  (who  knows  ? ) 
might  be  lovingly  laid 

In  the  ganiens  at  Eew. 

In  the  gardens  at  Eew, 
Far  away  from  the  crowd. 
Though  I  'm  longing  for  you. 
To  stern  Fate  I  have  bowed  ; 
For  it  ^eves  me,  dear  Nellie,  to  tell  }ou, 
**  No  dogs  are  allowed" 

In  the  gardens  at  Eew  I 


NOT  MASTER  OF  HIMSELF  THOUOH 
CHINA  FALL. 
[*'  The  Emperor  (of  Chiaa)  is  still  cursed  with 
the  violent  temper  of  hia  adolescence,  snd  **  breaks 
thioga."— **  Tifnet'*  Correapondent  ut  Fekin] 

Oh  !  is  this  announcement  plain  truth  ? 

Or  is  it  mere  genial  mockery  ? 
And  t€hat  does  this  dioleric  youth 

Of  China  thus  break— is  it  crockery  ? 
It  does  seem  unfitting,  you  know— 

At  least  as  we  Westerners  see  things— 
That  the  lord  of  Souchong  and  Pekoe 

Should  be  guilty  of  smashing  up  tea-thingi ! 
Of  course,  if  lie  had  an  idea 

Of  breaking  the  Japanese  bondage. 
Or  breakiog  their  hold  on  Eorea,— 

Well,  youth  is  a  fiery  and  fond  age, 
And  old  age  might  find  an  excuse 

For  breaking  the  peace ;  but  kind  wishes 
Can  hardly  invent  an  excuse 

For  breaking  the  plates  and  the  dishes. 
He  is  youthful,  like  little  Ah  Sid, 

It  would  be  very  mean  to  mali^  a 
Mere  bov ;  yet  a  true  Chinese  kid 

Should  not  start  with  the  smashingof  China ! 


The  Cry  of  the  (Literary)  Croakers. 

Batrachiakb  may  doubt  if  Eing  Stork  or 

Eiog  Log  [controller ] 

Be  the  Frog-p^d*s  most  suitable  lord  and 

Bat  Grub  Street's  unfortunate  tiitlauded  frog 

Loathes  the  rule  of  the  new  Eing  Log- 

B/Dllerl 


BT  KK  OVEBWORKBD  OITX. 

With  **  brain- fsg  "  our  swift,  feverish  age  is 

rife, 
And  death  is  oft  the  mere  '*  fag-end  "  of  life. 

SoMBTHiNo  innc  A  "Packed  Mketiko." 
— ^The  meeting  of  the  various  Arctic  Expe- 
ditions in  the  Polar  Ice  Pack^-y  r-^r^lf> 
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TO    BE   WELL   SHAKEN    BEFORE  TAKEN!' 


"JUSTICE  AS  SHE  IS  SPOKEN  IN  FRANCE/' 

J>RLR  Mr.  PoNrH,~Now  that  we  are  close  upon  the  sOly  season, 
when  it  is  most  difficult  to  gret  interesting  '*  copy  "  for  the  oolnmns 
of  the  daily  papers,  may  I  be  permitted  to  make  a  suggestion  P  No 
doubt  you  have  seen  an  account  of  the  examination  of  Casxrio 
Savto  by  the  President  of  the  Court  on  the  occasion  of  his  trial. 
Could  not  the  idea  be  naturalised  in  London  by  the  Metropolitan 
Police  Magistrates?  I  would  not,  of  course,  propose  to  apj^y  the 
method  in  cases  of  a  serious  character,  but  used  in  what  are  known 
as  **  the  night  charges,"  the  practice  would  become  very  interest- 
ing. To  better  explain  my  meaning.  I  will  imagine  that  a  prisoner 
who  has  been  arrested  on  a  charge  of  being  "  drunk  and  incapable  '*  is 
standing  in  front  of  his  worship. 

Mapiatrate  [with  sarcasm).  Ton  are  sober  now. 

Prisoner  (in  ihe  same  tone).  As  a  judge. 

Magistrate  (indignantly).  Judges  are  always  sober. 

Prisoner  (with  a  laugh).  How  should  you  know  ?~you,  who  are 
only  a  magistrate !  [ifurmurs. 

Magistrate,  Ton  insult  me !  But  that  will  not  serre  you.  Drink 
is  the  curse  of  the  country ! 

Prisoner,  Ton  have  tried  it?    It  has  been  a  ourse  to  you ! 

ICries  of  disapproval. 

Magistrate,  Tou  are  young  to  bandy  words  with  one  ola  enough 
to  be  your  father ! 

Prisoner,  My  father  I    You  my  father  I    What  an  honour  I 

Magistrate,  J  do  not  enyy  him  I    Nor  your  mother ! 

Pruoner  (excitedly).  You  shall  not  speak  of  my  mother.  My 
mother  is  sacred,  bhe  shall  not  be  refeired  to  in  the  tainted  atmo- 
sphere of  a  Court  of  Justice.  [Applause, 

Magistrate,  This  hypocrisy  shall  not  serre  you.  You  never  lored 
your  mother !  [Prolonged  sensation. 

Prisoner,  Your  worship,  you  are  a  liar !  tLoud  cheers. 

Magistrate,  This  to  the  Bench  from  the  gutter !  For  you  Imow 
you  were  found  drunk  and  incapable  in  the  gutter.  What  were  you 
doing  there  ? 

Prisoner  (fearfully),  I  was  dreaming  of  my  mother,  my  loved 
mother.  [Sympathuic  applause. 

Magistrate,  You  do  not  deserve  to  have  a  mother  I 

[Prolonged  sensation. 

Prisoner  (scornfully).  Only  a  magistrate  comd  make  such  a  cold- 
blooded observation!  [Cheers, 

Magietrate,  For  all  that  you  are  fined  five  shiUings  and  costs! 
Remove  the  wietohed  prison  A 


[The  accused  was  then  removed  amidst  expressions  of  sympathy 
from  the  body  of  the  Court, 
There,  Sir,  would  not  that  be  far  better  reading  than  paragraphs 
about  gigantio  gooseberries  and  leaders  upon  the  sea  serpent? 
Perhaps  my  suggestion  may  be  adopted  in  the  proper  quarter. 
Hoping  that  this  may  be  the  case,  the  police  case, 
I  remain,  Yours  respectfully, 

Thb  Mak  in  the  Reporter's  Box. 


NOBLESSE  OBLIGE. 


(New  Version,) 

'*  Let  Art  and  Commerce,  Laws  and  Learning  die, 
But  leave  us  still  our  Old  Nobility ! " 
Without  them,  in  our  democratic  day. 
Who  will  the  part  of  princely  patriot  play  P 
Who  else  will  xeep  a  splendid  Family  Reat, 
And  claim— for  its  defence— a  mighty  Fleet  P 
Who  else  will  make  Bank  Holidays  a  joy 
To  wandering  workman  and  to  wondering  boy  P 
Who  else  will  rear  big  fortunes  upon  Rent, 
Or  palaces  on  Unearned  Increment  P 
MonoDolise  art's  treasures  and  life's  pleasures 
And  throw  out  dangerous  democratic  measures  P 
Who  else  will  keep  up  England's  glorious  name  P 
Who  else  preserve  her  prestige— and  her  game  P 
Who  else  will  wear  the  purple  and  the  ermine. 
And  proudly  stamp  out  Socialistic  vermin  P 
Who  else  in  one  grand  field-day,  'midst  the  Peers, 
Undo  tiie  labours  of  ij^oble  years  P 
Who  else  in  solemn  ranks,  like  three-tailed  Turks, 
IXefend  the  power  of  Privilege  and  Perks  P 
And  'tis  these  most  magnanimous  Mamelukes, 
Our  fMitriot  Earls  and  foe-defying  Dukes, 
A  traitorous  Chancellor  would  dare  to^Tax  /  /  / 
Ah  I   where 's  the  dungeon,  and  oh !   where 's  the 

axe? 
Noblesse  oblige  !    But  sure  the  obligation 
Csjuiot  involve  that  horror.  Graduation ! 
Is't  not  enough  to  rule,  and  guide,  and  bless. 
And  soar  as  shining  sanoples  of  Sncoess  ? 
While  with  our  NoUes  England's  glory  waxe». 
The  Proletariat *s proud  to— pay  the  Taxes!    )Cj|^ 
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LYRE   AND    LANCET. 

{A  Story  in  Seerus.) 

PAKT  Vn.— IGNOTUM  PBO  MIKIFICO. 

Scene   XII.— TA«  Amber  Boudoir  at    Wyvern— immediately 
after  Lady  ChSTLBX  and  her  daughter  nave  entered^ 

Lady  Cantire  (in  reply  to  Lady  Cultebiiv).  Tea?  oh  yes,  my  dear; 
anything  warm  /  I  'm  positively  perished  —  that  tedious  cold 
journey  and  the  long  drive  afterwards !  I  always  tell  Rttpebt  he 
would  see  me/ar  oftener  at  Wyvern  if  he  would  only  get  the  Com 


pretty  little  Lady  Maisix's  annexed  Aim.  Can't  you  content  your- 
self with  one  victim  P 

Miss  Spelw.  Don  H  he  so  utterly  idiotic  I  ( To  herself,)  If  Maisix 
imagines  she 's  to  he  allowed  to  monopolise  the  only  man  in  the  room 
worth  talking  to  I 

Captain  Thicknesse  {to  himself  as  A«tratoAe«Lady  Maisib).  Sheii 
lookin' prettier  than  ever!  Forgotten  me.  Used  to  he  friendly  enough 
once,  though,  till  her  mother  warned  me  off.  Seems  to  have  a  good 
deal  to  say  to  that  Poet  fellow ;  saw  her  colour  up  from  here  the 
moment  he  came  near ;  he 's  hemm  Petrarohin',  hang  him !  I  *d  cross 
over  and  speak  to  her  if  I  could  catch  her  eye.   Don't  know,  though 


pany  to  hrio^*'the  line  round  dose  to  the  Park  Gkites,  But  it  has  no  '  what 's  the  use  ?    She  wouldn't  thank  me  for  interruptin'.    bhe 
effeet  upon  him  I    (As  Tkedwell  announces  Spubhell,  who  enters  \  likes  these  clever  chaps ;  don't  signi^  to  her  if  they  are  hounders, 

in  trepidation,)    Mr.  Jakes  Spuhbell  !    Who 's  Mr. P    Oh,  to  I  suppose,    /'m  not  intellectuaL    Gad,  I  wish  I  'd  gone  back  to 

he  sujre ;  that 's  the  name  of  my  interesting  young  -^oei— Andromeda^   Aldershot ! 


you  know,  my  dear  I 
reassuring. 
Lady  Culverin  (a 


SpukeellP    (To  herself,) 
end€din**'ell"I 


Go  and  oe  pleasant  to  him,  Albikia,  he  wants 


trifle 


nervous),  Eow  do  you  do,  Mr.— ah  — 
I  said  he 
[Aloud)  So  pleased 
to  see  you !  We  think  so  much  of  your 
Andromeda  here,  you  know.  Quite 
delightful  of  you  to  find  time  to  run 
down  I 

Spurrell  (to  himself).  Why  she 's 
chummy,  too !  Old  Drummy  pulls  me 
through  everything  I  (Aloud!)  Don't 
name  it,  my  la -hum— Lady  CuL- 
VEKIK.  No  trouble  at  all:  only  too 
proud  to  get  your  summons ! 

Lady  Culv,  (to  herself).  He  doesn't 
seem  very  revolutionary !  (Aloud,) 
That 's  so  sweet  of  you ;  when  so  many 
must  be  absolutely  fighting  to  get  you ! 

Spurr.  Oh,  as  for  that,  there  is 
rather  a  run  on  me  just  now,  but  I  put 
everything  else  aside  for  you^i  course  I 

Lady  Culv,  (to  ?ierself).  He  's  soon 
reassured,  (Aloud,  with  a  touch  of 
frost,)  I  am  sure  we  must  consider 
ourselves  most  fortunate.  (Turning 
to  the  Countess.)  You  did  say  cream, 
RoHESiA  P    Sugrar,  Maisie  dearest  P 

Spurr,  (to  himself),  I'm  all  right 
up  to  now  I  I  suppose  I  'd  better  say 
nothing  about  the  horse  till  they  do. 
I  feel  rather  out  of  it  among  these 
nobs,  though.  I'll  try  and  chum  on 
to  little  Lady  Maisie  again ;  she  may 
have  got  over  her  temper  by  this  time, 
and  she's  the  only  one  I  know.  (He 
approaches  her,)  Well,  Lady  Maisie, 
here  I  am,  you  see.  I  'd  really  no  idea 
your  aunt  would  be  so  friendly !  I 
say,  you  know,  you  don't  mind  speak- 
ing to  a  fellow,  do  you  P  I  've  no  one 
else  I  can  go  to— and— and  it 's  a  bit 
strange  at  first,  you  know ! 

Lady  Maisie  (colottred  with  mingled 
apprehension,  vexation,  and  pity).  If 
I  can  be  of  any  help  to  you,  Mr. 
Spubbell 1 

Spurr,  Well,  if  you'd  only  tell  me 
what  I  ought  to  do  1 

Ladu  Maisie,  Surely  that's  very  simple;  do  nothing:  just  take 
everything  quietly  as  it  comes,  and  you  canH  make  any  mis- 
takes. 

Spurr,  (anxiously).  And  you  don't  think  anybody  '11  see  anything 
odd  in  my  being  here  like  this  P 

Lady  Maisie  (to  herself),  I  'm  only  too  afraid  they  will !  (Aloud,) 
You  really  mtist  have  a  little  self-confidence.  Just  remember  that 
no  one  here  could  produce  anything  a  millionth  part  as  splendid  as 

Sour  Andromeda!  It's  too  distressing  to  see  you  so  appallingly 
umble !  (To  herself)  There 's  Captain  Thicknesse  over  tnere— he 
might  come  and  rescue  me ;  but  he  doesn't  seem  to  care  to  I 

Spurr,  Well,  you  do  put  some  heart  into  me,  Lady  Maisie.  I  feel 
equal  to  the  lot  A  'em  now  I 

Pilliner  [to  Miss  Spelwaite).  Is  that  the  Poet  ?  Why,  but  I  say 
—he 's  K  fraud  I  Where 's  his  matted  head  P  He 's  not  a  bit  raffgeo, 
or  rusty  either.  And  why  don^t  he  dabble  P  Don't  seem  to  know 
what  to  do  with  his  hands  quite,  thoufih,  does  he  ? 

Miss  Spelwane  (coldly).  He  knows  now  to  do  some  very  exquisite 
poetry  with  one  of  them,  at  ^11  events.  I  've  been  reading  it,  and  / 
think  it  perfectly  marveUous  I 

Fill,  I  see  what  it  is,  you  're  preparing  to  turn  his  matted  head 
for  him  ?     I  warn  you  you  '11  only  waste  your  sweetness.     That 


J'r\ 


Lady  Cant,  (by  the  tea-table).  Why  don't  you  make  that  woman 
of  yours  send  you  up  decent  cakes,  my  dear  P  These  are  cinders. 
I  'm  afraid  you  let  her  have  too  much  of  ner  own  way.  Now,  tell  me 
— ^who  are  your  party  ?  ViviEir  Spel- 
wane I  Never  nave  that  ^rl  to  meet 
me  again,  I  can't  endure  her;  and 
that  affected  little  ape  of  a  Mr.  Pil- 
LiiTEE  — h'm!  Do  I  see  C^tain 
THiciansaB  P  Now,  I  don't  object  to 
him,  Maisie  and  he  used  to  be  great 
friends. . . .  Ah,  how  do  you  do,  Cap- 
tain Thicknesse  P  Quite  i>leasant 
finding  you  here ;  such  ages  since  we 
saw  anything  of  you !  Why  haven't 
you  been  near  us  all  this  time  P . . . 
Oh,  I  may  have  been  out  once  or  twice 
when  you  called ;  but  you  might  have 
tried  again,  mi^A/n'f  you  P  There. /for- 
give you ;  you  had  better  go  ana  see  if 
you  can  make  your  peace  with  Maisie  ! 
Cant,  Thick  (to  himself,  as  he 
obeys),  Doosid  odd.  the  Countess  comin' 
round  like  this.  Wish  she  'd  thought 
of  it  before. 

Lady  Cant,  (in  a  whisper).  He's 
always  been  sudi  a  favounte  of  nine. 
They  tell  me  his  uncle,  poor  dear  Lord 
DcnTDKBHEAD,  is  SO  ill— felt  the  lots 
of  his  only  son  so  terribly.  Of  course 
it  will  make  a  great  difference— in 
many  ways. 

Capt,  Thick,  (constrainedly  to  Lady 
Maisie).  How  do  you  doP  Afraia 
you  've  forgotten  me. 

Iduly  Maisie,  Oh  no,  indeed  I  (Hur- 
riedly!) You— you  don't  know  Mr. 
Spubbell,  I  think  P  {Introducing 
them,)    Captain  Thickxehse. 

Capt,  Thick,  How  are  you  ?  Been 
hearin'  a  lot  about  you  lately.  Andro- 
meda, don't  you  know ;  and.  that  kind 
of  thing. 

Spurr,  It 's  wonderful  what  a  hit  she 
seems  to  have  made— not  that  I  'm  sur- 
prised at  it,  either :  I  always  knew 

Lady  Maisie  (hastily).  Oh,  Mr. 
Spubbell.  you  haven't  had  any  tea! 
Ih  go  ana  get  some  before  it 's  taken 
away.  [Spubbbix  goei. 

Capt,  Thick,  Been  tryin'  to  get  you  to  notice  me  evtr  since  you 
came ;  but  you  were  so  awfully  absorbed,  you  know ! 
Latly  Maisie,  Was  I P    So  absorbed  as  all  that !    What  with  P 
Cant,  Thick,  Well,  it  looked  like  it— with  talkin'  to  your  poetical 
friend. 

Lady  Maisie  (flushing).  He  is  not  my  friend  in  particular ;  I— I 
admire  his  poetry,  of  course. 

Capt,  Thick,  (to  himself).  Can't  even  speak  of  him  without 
a  change  of  colour.  Bad  sign  that!  (Aloud,)  You  always  were 
keen  about  poetry  and  literature  and  that  in  the  old  days,  weren't 
you  P  Used  to  rag  me  for  not  readin'  enough.  But  I  do  now.  I  was 
readin'  a  book  only  last  week.  I  'U  tell  you  the  name  if  you  give  me 
a  minute  to  think— book  everybody 's  readin'  just  now— no  end  of  a 
clever  book.  [Miss  Spelwane  rushes  across  to  Lady  Maibib. 

Miss  Spelw,  Maisie,  dear,  how  are  youP  You  look  so  tired! 
That 's  the  journey.  I  suppose.  ( Whispering.)  Do  tell  me— is  that 
really  the  author  oi  Andromeda  drinking  tosL  dose  by  P     You  're  a 

freat  friend  of  his.  I  know.   Do  be  a  dear,  and  introduce  him  to  met 
declare  the  dogs  have  made  friends  with  him  already.    Poete  have 
such  a  wonderful  attraction  for  animals,  haven't  they  P 

[Lady  Maisie  has  to  bring  Spubbell  up  and  introduce  km ; 
Captain  Thicknrsse  chooses  to  consider  himself  dismissed. 


"  My  keys !    Why,  what  do  you  want  them  for  \  " 
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Miss  Spelw,  {toith  shy  adoration).  Oh,  Mr.  Spuhrkll,  I  fed  as  if 
I  must  talk  to  vou  about  Andromeda,    I  did  so  admire  it ! 

Spitrr,  (to  himself).  Another  of  'em  I  They  seem  imoommonly 
sweet  on  *'  bulls  "  in  this  house  I  {Aloud,)  Very  glad  to  hear  you 
say  80^  I  'm  sure.    I  've  seen  nothing  to  touch  her  myself.    I  don't 

know  if  you  noticed  all  her  i>oints 'f 

Miss  Spelw,  Indeed,  I  believe  none  of  them  were  lost  upon  me ; 
but  my  poor  little  praise  must  seem  so  worthless  and  ignorant ! 

Spurr,  {indulgently).  Oh,  I  wouldn't  say  that,    I  find  some  ladies 

very  knowing  about   these  things.     I'm  haying  a  picture  done 

of  her. 

Miss  Spehc,  Are  you  really?    JJou' delightful!    As  a  frontispiece? 

Spurr,  £h  Y    Oh  no— full  length,  and  sideways — so  as  to  show  her 

legs,  you  know. 

Miss  Spelw,  Her  legs  ?  Oh,  of  course — with  **  her  roseal  toes 
cramped.''    I  thought  that  such  a  wonderful  touch  ! 

Spurr,  They  're  not  more  cramped  thian  they  ought  to  be ;  she 
never  turned  them  in^  you  know  I 

Miss  Spehc,  (mystified),  I  didn't  mean  that.  And  now  tell  me— if 
it's  not  an  indiscreet  question— when  do  you  expect  there'll  be 
another  edition  ? 

Spurr,  (to  himself).  Another  addition  I  She 's  cadging  for  a  pup 
now !    ( A  loud, )    Oh — er— really — couldn't  say. 

Miss  Spelw,  1  'm  sure  the  first  must  be  disposed  of  by  this  time. 
I  phall  look  out  for  the  next  so  eagerly ! 

Spurr,  {to  himself).  Time  I  *'  off  "  ed  it.  {Aloud,)  Afraid  I  can't 
pay  anjrthing  definite— and,  excuse  me  leaving  you,  but  I  think 
Lady  CcrLViRiN  is  looking  my  way. 

Miss  Spehc,  Oh,  by  all  means!  [To  herself)  I  might  as  well 
praise  a  pillar-post !  And  after  spending  quite  half  an  hour  reading 
nim  up,  too  I  I  wonder  if  Bebtfe  Pilli5ER  was  right ;  but  I  shall 
have  him  all  to  myself  at  dinner. 

Lady  Cant,  And  where  is  Rupert?  too  busy  of  course  \o  oome 
and  say  a  word !  Well,  some  day  he  mav  understand  what  a  sister 
is— when  it 's  too  late.  Ah,  here 's  our  nice  unassuming  young  poet 
coming  up  to  talk  to  you.    Don't  repel  him,  my  dear ! 

Spurr,  {to  himself).  Better  give  her  the  chance  of  telling  me 
what's  wrong  with  the  horse,  I  suppose.  (Aloud,)  Er— nice  old- 
fashioned  sort  of  house  this.  Lady  Cclvertn.  (To  himself)  I'll 
work  round  to  the  stabling  presently. 

Lady  Calc,  (coldly),  I  believe  it  dates  from  the  Tudors- if  that  is 
what  vou  mean. 

Lady  Cant,  My  dear  Albixia,  I  auite  understand  him ;  "old- 
fashioned  "  is  exactly  the  epithet.  Ana  I  was  bom  and  brought  up 
here,  so  perhaps  I  should  know. 

[-4  ftmtman  enters^  and  comes  up  to  SPURRlLL  mysteriously. 
Footman,  Will  you  let  me  have  your  keys,  if  you  please,  Sir  ? 
Spurr,  (in  some  alarm).  My  kejsl    (Suspiciously,)   Why,  what  do 
you  want  them  for  ? 

Lady  Cant,  (in  a  whisper).  Isn't  he  deliciouslu  unsophisticated? 
Quite  a  child  of  nature!  (Aloud.)  My  dear  Mr.  Spcrrell,  he 
wants  your  keys  to  unlock  your  portmanteau  and  put  out  your 
things ;  you  'U  be  able  to  dress  for  dinner  all  the  quicker. 

Spurr.  Do  you  mean— am  I  to  have  the  honour  of  sitting  down 
with  all  of  you  f 

Lady  Culv,  (to  herself).  Oh,  my  goodnes<i,  what  will  Rupert 
sav?  (Aloud.)  Why,  of  course,  Mr.  Spurrell;  how  can  you 
ask? 

Spurr.  (ftchly).  I— I  didn't  know,  that  was  all.  (To  Footman). 
Here  you  are,  then.  (To  himself.)  Put  out  mv  things?  he'll  find 
nothing  to  put  out  except  a  nightgown,  sponge  oag,  and  a  oonple  of 
brushes  I  If  I  'd  only  luiown  I  should  be  let  in  tor  this,  I  'd  have 
brought  dress- clothes.  But  how  could  I  ?  I— I  wonder  if  it  would  be 
any  good  telling  'em  ciuittly  how  it  is.  I  {shouldn't  like  'em  to  think 
I  hadn't  got  any.  (lie  looks  at  Lady  Cxktihk  and  her  sister-in-law, 
who  are  talking  in  an  undertone.)  No,  perhaps  I'd  better  let  it 
alone.  I— I  can  allude  to  it  in  a  joky  sort  of  way  when  I  come 
down! 


"CLUBS I  CLUBS!" 

r"  Fry  of  Wadham,"  illustrious  all-round  athlete  of  Oxford,  holds  that 
Golf  ia  no  better  than  **  glorified  Croquet.**] 

Oh,  Fry  of  Wadham,  you  've  opened  your  mouth. 
And  "  put  vour  foot  in  it  I "    ilere  in  the  South, 
Talked  to  death  by  wild  golfers,  we  're  likely  to  cry 
Hooray,  to  see  Link-lovers  roasted  by  Fry. 
Golf -glorification 's  a  terrible  tax  on 
The  muscular  Cricketing,  Footballing  Saxon. 
To  whom  thegame  seems  just  a  little  bit  pokev. 
But  Fry  of  Wadham,  Sir,  "  glorified  Croquet '' ! 
Champion  of  Champions,  you  're  going  to  catch  it ! 
Each  man  loves  his  sport,  swears  no  other  can  match  it ; 
Chacun  a  son  gout  I    And  he 's  rather  to  blame 
Who 's  prompt  to  make  game  of  another  man's  Game ! 


TO  MY  BEEP  TEA. 

(B\i  Out  Dyspeptic  Poet.) 


Whek  the  doctor's  stem  decree 
Rings  the  knell  of  libertee, 
And  dismisses  from  my  fright 
All  the  dishe?  that  delight ; 
When  my  temperature  in  high— 
When  to  pastry  and  to  pie 
Duty  bids  me  say  farewell, 
Then  I  hail  thy  fragrant  smell ! 

When  the  doctor  shakes  hi^i  head. 
Banning  wine  or  white  or  red, 
And  at  all  my  well-loved  joints 
Di*^approving  finger  jwints ; 


When  my  poultry  too  he  stops. 
Then,  reduced  to  taking  "  slops," 
I,  for  solace  and  relief. 
Fly  to  thee,  0  Tea  of  Beef! 

But— if  simple  truth  I  tell  - 
I  can  brook  thee  none  too  well ; 
Thy  delights,  0  Bovine  Tea, 
Have  no  special  charm  for  me ! 
Though  thou  oomest  piping  hot. 
Oh,  believe  I  love  thee  not ! 
Weary  of  thy  gentle  reign— 
Givemeoystersand champagne!  i 


"TO    BE  TAKEN   AS   READ." 

Dear  Mr.  Punch.— Thanks  to  the  action  of  the  Circulating 
Libraries,  it  seems  that  the  old-fashioned  three- volume  novel  is 
doomed  to  become  a  work  of  the  past.  Most  of  the  popular  writers 
have  abandoned  it,  and  now  the  publishers  are  beginning  to  fight 

any  of  it.    The  principal  argument, 
I  believe,  in  favour  oi  iU  retention 
is  that  it  gives  a  chance  to  "the 
little  read.'*^  The  Circulating  Libra- 
ries are  called  upon  to  fiU  boxes 
intended  for  the  edification  of  sub- 
scribers  in    the  country,   and  in 
these  receptacles  of  light  literature 
I   believe   the  unpopular  authors 
have  their  greatest  chance.     But 
as  a  matter  of   fact,   although  a 
romance  may  be  sent  to  a  peruser, 
it  is  not  within  the  soope  of  civili- 
sation to  cause  that  romance  to  be 
read.    According  to  statistics  I  be- 
lieve about  sixty  per  cent  of  the 
second   and    third    rate    is    only 
sampled  by  the  recipients  of  the 
-^  aforesaid  boxes.     The  last  couple 
-^^^^   of  pages  of  the  third  volume  are 
^^  -^  largely  read,  whilst  the  remainder 
^  of  the  work    is   saved   from  the 
labours  of  the  paper-knife.    As  this  is  so,  would  it  not  be  as  well  to 
give  a  "common  form"  finale  to  serve  as  a  model  for  novels  in 
extremis  f    To  make  my  meaning  plainer  I  will  give  an  example. 

Let  me  suppose  that  the  country  subscriber  has  received  a  novel  per 
parcels  post  called  The  Deed  in  Drab,  Instead  of  having  to  cut  some 
nine  hundred  pages,  he  finds  gummed  to  the  inside  of  the  cover  what 
I  may  call 

Thb  Last  Chapter. 

And  so  amidst  the  jov  bells  of  the  old  church  and  the  songs  of  the 
nightingales,  and  the  pleasant  laughter  of  the  little  children,  Edwin 
and  Angelina  were  married.  As  they  passed  under  the  oaken  porch 
the  Duke  ^ve  them  his  blessing.    Need  it  be  said  thev  lived  happily 

like  a  pnnce  and  a  princess  in  fairy  tale— for  ever  after  ? 

Captain  Montmorency  Guilt,  kicked  out  of  his  club  and  warned  off 
the  Turf  at  Newmarket,  left  England  with  his  ill-gotten  gains  for 
Cairo.  Arrived  in  Egjrpt,  he  disappeared  into  the  Soudan.  Those 
of  the  Arabs  who  came  from  the  desert  declare  that  there  is  a  white 
ruler  in  Khartoum.  Whether  it  be  he,  who  knows  Y  Still,  the  stories 
of  cruelty  brought  back  by  the  swarthy  traders  are  not  unsuggebtive 
of  the  man  who  brought  poor  Pauline  to  her  grave  and  broke  the 
Bank  at  Monte  Carlo. 

Edward  Watts  did  marry  Mart  Bektlbp,  and  they  are  now  doing 
well  at  Little  Pannington.  The  village  all-sorts  shop  has  grown  into  a 
"  Stores,"  and  those  who  are  in  the  Imow  say  that  at  a  near  date  it 
will  be  converted  into  a  "  Company,  Limited."  ^  Be  this  as  it  may, 
Edward  and  Mart  drive  to  chapel  in  their  own  gig. 

And  what  became  of  Paul  Peterson?  Overwhelmed  with  the 
secret  sorrow  that  could  never  be  shared  by  another,  he  went  his 
wav  to  the  wilds  of  Australia.  And  there,  under  the  starlight 
inifuenoe  of  the  Southern  Cross,  and  amidst  the  glorious  glaciers  of 
the  Boomerang  Mountains,  he  tries  to  forget  the  terrible  and  half- 
forgiven  details  of  the  "  Deed  in  Drab." 

The  Ehd. 

There,  Sir,  you  have  the  ending  of  ninety-nine  novels  out  of 
a  possible  hundred.  In  the  hands  of  an  experienced  writer  the 
sentences  mi^ht  be  so  adapted  as  to  meet  the  requirements  of  the 
book  comi^Ieting  the  century.  Surely  the  suggestion  is  worthy  of 
the  attention  of  a  Mudie,  and  the  consideration  of  a  W.  H.  Smith 
Yours  faithfully,  litized  by    Multfh  in  Parvo. 
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SUPPRESSIO   VERI. 


Mr,  "And  how  old  ark  yoit,  dear  Child?" 
Little  Miss,  '*  I  should  like  to  say  I  'm  eight- 


-BUT  Mamma  wont  let  me  1  * 


TE  GEHTLEMEH  OF  HOLLOD. 

An  Ode  to  the  Dutch  Cbickete&s. 
AlK— **l'c  Mariner i  of  England, ^^ 
I. 
Ye  Gentlemen  of  HoUoDd 

That  guard  your  native  stumps, 
Ye  come  to  bat  on  wickets  damp, 

And  block  the  ball  that  bumps. 
The  **  glorious  game''  yon  play  amain. 

And  may  you  match  the  foe ; 
And  smite  left  and  right, 

While  the  balls  for  '*  boundaries  "  go ; 
While  your  batsmen  run  'em  fast  andloog, 

And  the  balls  for  **  boundaries"  go  I 

n. 
The  spirits  of  your  fathers 

Should  watoh  you  ^m  the  wave  !— 
The  brine,  it  was  their  iield  of  fame ; 

On  turf  you  're  just  as  brave. 
As  Van  Tromp's  and  De  Rutteb's  did 

Your  manly  breasts  must  glow 
As  you  smite  left  and  right, 

While  the  balls  for  "boundaries"  aro ; 
Whilst  the  batsmen  run  'em  fast  and  1  )og. 

And  the  balls  for  "  boundaries  "  go ! 

in. 
Britannia  loves  to  enoounter 

Her  ancient  foes— in  peace. 
Our  march  is  to  the  wickets  green, 

Our  home  is  at  the  crease. 
With  volleys  from  her  native  wood 

She  meets  the  f nendl]r  foe, 
As  they  smite  left  and  right. 

And  the  balls  for  **  boundaries  "  ffo  ; 
While  the  batsmen  run  'em  jfast  ana  long. 

And  the  balls  for  **  boundaries  "  go  ! 

IV. 

The  willows  of  old  England, 
Dutch  willows  shall  not  rpum ! 


Your  team  we  'U  cheer  when  they  depart. 

We  '11  welcome  their  return ! 
Then,  then  ye  willow-warriors. 

Our  song  and  feast  shall  flow 
To  the  fame  of  vour  name. 

When  to  Holland  back  ye  go  j 
When  the  shout  **  How's  that  ?  "  is  heard 
no  more, 

And  to  Dutohland  back  ye  go ! 


PUTTING  HIS  rOOT  IN  IT; 

Or,  The  Wilful  Markee, 

['*  The  House  of  Lords,  for  some  reason,  always 
assumes  special  care  of  Ireland,  a  fact  which  may 
account  for  a  few  of  the  curiosities  of  Irish  political 
and  domestic  economy." — Mr,  FuHchU  Essence  of 
Parliament,  June  3,  1861.] 

Air—"  Widow  Machree," 

Wilful  Markee,  it 's  loike  thunder  ye  frown, 
Ochone!  Wilful  Market/ 

Faith  ye'd  plase  yer  proud  Parthy  by  kicking 
me  down. 
Ochone!  Wilful  Markee ! 

How  haughty  your  air. 

As  you  kick  me  down-stair ! 

Faix,  I  wondher  ye  dare 
in  this  oisle  of  the  free  I 

Ooh,  ye  autocrat  churl. 

Me  poor  head 's  in  a  wnirl. 

Ochone!  Wilful  Markee  ! 

Wilful  Markee,  Oireland's  chance  is  now  come, 

Ochone!  Wilful  Markee  ! 
Whin   everything  smoiles  miist  the  Tories 
look  glum  P 
Ochone!  Wilful  Markee  ! 
Sure  the  Commons,  wid  prayers. 
Have  sint  me  upstairs ; 
Who  is  it  that  dares 

Wid  me  form  disagree? 


Don*t  haughtily  pish 

At  ould  Oireland  s  la^t  wi^h ! 

Ochone!  Wilful  Markee  ! 

Wilful  Markee,  whin  a  Bill  enters  in. 

Ochone!  WUful Markee! 
To  be  kicking  it  out  in  this  stoyle  is  a  sin. 

Ochone!  Wilful  Markee ! 
Surely  hammer  and  tongs 
To  bad  ould  days  belongs ; 
Far  betther  sin^  songs 
Full  of  family  glee. 
Oireland*s  bad  bitter  cap 
Do  not  harshly  fill  up, 

Ochone!  Wilful  Markee ! 

And  do  ye  not  know  wid  yet  bearing  so 
bould,— 
Ochone!  WUful  Markee  ! 
How  ye*re  kaping  the  poor  tinants  out  in  the 
oouldP 
Ochone!  Wilful  Markee! 
Wid  such  sins  on  your  head. 
Sure  your  peace  will  be  fled ; 
Couloyou  slape  in  your  bed 
Widout  tninking  to  see 
My  ghost  or  my  sprite 
That  will  wake  ye  each  night 

Groaning  Ochone  !  Wilful  Markee ! 

Then    take     my   advice    haughty  Wilful 
^f  arkee 
Ochone!  iP'ilful Markee ! 
And  loike    *' Compensation   Bill"    do    not 
trate  me  ! 
Ochone!  Wilful  Markee  ! 
Of  stroif  e  we  all  tire. 
Then  why  stir  the  ould  fire  P 
Sure  hope  is  no  liar 

In  whisperin'  to  me. 
Hate's  ould  ^host  will  depart  j 

When  you  win  Oireland's  heart  Kry  I  /> 
Ochone!  WUful Marki^^^ 
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THE  MESSAGE  FBOM  MARS. 

( Per  favour  of  Mr,  Punch, ) 

Mr,  Punch.  So  you  Ve  not  been  signalling  to  Mother  Earth,  after 
all.  my  noble  Wanior  ? 

Mart  {with  a  tcink).  What  do  you  think?  Why  should  I  dig 
canals  100  miles  wide,  and  2,000  miles  long,  or  build  bonfires  as  big 
as  Scotland,  when  I  can  always  oommunicate  what  I  may  haye  to  say 
through  you  P 

Because  Mars  looks  spotty  or  misty. 
Some  dreamers,  with  intellects  twisty, 
Imagine,  old  horse, 
Mars  is  plajing  at  Morse ! 
All  bosh !    You  ask  Dyson  or  Chbistib. 

Mr,  Punch,  Mr.  Maukdeb  *'  has  you  under  his  special  charge,'' 
hasn't  he? 

Mars,  Much  obliged  to  Mr.  Mavkdeb,  I  'm  sure !  Wants  to  take 
my  photo,  doesn't  he  ?  As  if  I  were  a  mere  politician,  a  popular 
comedian,  or  'Arbiit  at  the  seaside  on  a  Bank  Holiday ! 

Mr,  Punch,  Have  you  anv  Bank  Holidays  in  your  planet  P 

Mars,  Thauk  Sol,  Mr,  Punch,  we  have  outliyea  the  epoch  of 
taking  our  pleasure  in  spasms,  like  your  cockney  victims  of  the 
volgrar  voluptuar/s  St.  Vitus' s  dance  I 

Mr,  Punch,  Don't  be  uppish,  old  man !  'Tis  an  ill-bred  ag^e  of 
Kodaks,  and  Interviews,  and  other  phases  of  popular  Paul  Pryism. 
But  you've  had  your  ignominious  moments.  Mars.  If  a  *' snap- 
shot''could  have  oeen  taken  at  you  when  held  prostrate,  chained, 
aod  captive,  at  the  feet  of  Otus  and  Ephialtes,  or,  still  worse,  when 
caught  with  Venus  in  the  iron  net  of  Vulcan  :— 

All  hearen  beholds,  iroprisonM  as  they  lie. 
And  unextinguish'd  laughter  shakes  the  sky. 

Mars.  Spare  me,  excellent  Punch,  Eugh!  Thank  heaven 
Olympus  knew  no  Kodaks  then,  or  **the  gay  Apollo"  would  yet 
longer  have  had  the  laugh  of  me. 

Mr,  Punch.  Pardon  me  for  awaking  unpleasant  memoTies  I  But 
even  gods  should  not  be  bumptious,  especially  when,  like  the  Second 
Mrs,  Tanotteray,  they  "  have  a  past.'' 

Mars.  WeU,  anyhow  I  've  been  able  to  baffle  the  camera- wielders 
up  to  now.  My  ruddy  countenance  and  **  bluish  radiuice"  have 
beaten  Oreenwioh,  and  even  licked  the  lick !  As  they  themselves 
admit,  **  Mars  up  to  the  present  has  defied  cameral  detection." 

Mr,  Punch,  But  what  about  those  **  bright  spots"  ? 

Mars,  Have  vou  no  **  bright  spots"  even  on  your  dull  and  foggy 
<^  planet  ?  I  nave  often  noticed  one  at  85,  Fleet  Street.  In  June 
aod  December  it  emits  thousands  of  brilliant  sparks  of  a  *'  bluish 
radiance,"  too.    But  I  don't  jump  to  the  conclusion  that  you  are 


*'  signalling "  to  me.    Look,  the  naked  eye  can  see  the  Punchian 
^* projection  lumineuse"  even  from  here ! 

Mr,  Punch,  I  do  not  have  to  **  signal "  my  me8^ages  to  **  Hellas  " 
or  "Lockyer's  Land"  by  canals  or  **ten  million  arc  lights  of 
100.000  candle-power  apiece."  Like  the  Sun,  I  am  self-luminous, 
and  do  not  like  the  finest  planets,  shine  by  reflected  light. 

Mars,  True  for  you.  And  from  your  own  intellectual  observatory, 
like  Teufklsdboscsh  **  alone  with  the  stars,"  you  ofttimes  scan  the 
heavens  when,  as  Lovofellow  says  :— 

** the  first  watch  of  night  is  giren 

To  the  red  planet  Mars." 


[Murmurs  musingly^ 

Thou  beckonest  with  thy  mailed  hand, 
I     And  I  am  strong  again. 

The  star  of  the  unconquered  will 
I      Ue  rises  in  my  breast. 

Serene,  and  resolute  and  still, 
'     And  calm,  and  self-possessed. 


Mr,  Punch,  Precisely! 

And  earnest  thoughts  within  me  rise 

When  I  behold  afar, 
Suspended  in  the  orening  skies 

The  shield  of  that  red  sUr. 

A  star  of  strength !    I  sec  thee  stand 
And  smile  upon  my  pain ; 

Mars,  Ah  yes !  that's  all  very  pretty  and  poetical,  and  I  'm  much 
obliged  to  H^bt  Wadswobth  and  the  other  bards  who  have  lyric- 
ally glorified  me.  But  Punch,  old  man,  f/ou  and  I  know  better  ! 
Mother  Earth  has  ever  paid,  and  payeth  still,  far  too  much  worship 
to  Mars— the  Mars  of  her  own  militant  fancy.  To  tell  you  the  truth. 
Punch,  I  'm  sick  of  my  old  mStier^  especially  since  Science  stepped  in 
and  bedevilled  it  past  bearing  with  ner  big  guns,  and  dynamite- 
bombs,  and  treacherous  torpedoes;  weapons  more  fit  for  grubby 
Vulcan's  subterranean  Cyclops  than  a  god,  a  gentleman  and  a  soldier 
like  me. 

Mr,  Punch.  Hoho !    That 's  the  way  the  ( Lock  yeb'  s)  laud  lies,  eh  ? 

Mars.  Exactly,  /wasn't  signalling  to  your  stupid,  conservative, 
bellicose  old  world,  which,  like  the  Bourbons,  learns  nothing  ana 
forgets  nothing.  Could  I  write  in  plain  Titainic  capitals  across  a 
thousand  square  miles  of  my  smoothest  surface  Mars^s  Straight  Tip 
to  Mother  Earth,  vi2.  :— 

fighting's  aw  expensive  bobe, 

60  DI8ABM  AND  WAB  NO  MOBE  I 

what  effect  would  it  have  on  any  of  you,  from  civilised  England, 
with  you  to  enlighten  it,  to  the  furious  fighting  drajrons  who  are 
tearing  each  other  in  the  eastern  seas  ?  None  I  But  if  any  of  your 
quidnuncs  really  want  to  know  what  I  would  mj  if  I  dtd  i^ignal, 
teU  them  old  Mars,  grown  wiser,  has  turned  up  War ;  has  nailed 
his  raven  to  a  barn-door  as  a  warning ;  has  made  a  pet  of  Peace's 
soft-plumed  dove ;  and  strongly  advises  the  belligerent  loobies  on 
earth  who  lake  his  old  name  in  vain,  and  play  his  abandoned  game 
stilL  to  —go  and  do  likewise  !  !  I 
Mr,  Pun-^  ^^  ♦*-*  oestus  of  Venus,  and  so  I  fill  I M  ^^  ^  i  ^ 
-  Digitized  by  VjVjVJvLC  > 


83 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARL 


[AuouBT  18,  1894. 


ODE  TO  IXION. 

(By  a  SympcUhetic,  hut  Super- 
fieial  Observer,) 

Oh  t  the  hardest  of  hearts  some 

compassion  must  feel 
For  toat  modem  Ixion,   the 

Man  on  the  Wheel! 
See  him  soouring  the  roads  on 

his  sj^indly-spoked  spider, 
Dust-hid  till  you  scarce  tell 

the  **  hike^", from' its  rider; 
His  abdomen  shrunken,    his 

Moulders  up-humi>ed, 
With  the  gaping  parched  lips 

of  one  awfully  pumped. 
Could  a  camel  condemned  to 

the  treadmill  look  worse  ? 
Sure  those  lips,  could  he  close 

them,  womd  shape  to  a  curse 
On  his  horrible  doom!    As  I 

Wjaze  and  stand  by. 
ith  a  i)ang  at  my  heart,  and 
a  tear  in  my  eye. 

I  think  of  Ixion,  the  Wander- 
ing Jew, 

That  Cork-legged  Dutchman 
— the  Flying  One,  too. 

And  other  noor  victims  of  piti- 
less speed ; 

And  I  own.  while  thetr  cases 
were  frightful  indeed^ 

The    Bicyclist's   fate   is   the 
worser  by  far. 

Poor  soul!!!  The  small**  pub," 
anda**pull"atthe**bar,^' 

Appear    your    best    comfort. 
Imagine  the  cheer 

Of  a   slave   of   the  **bike" 
whose  sole  solace  is  beer ! 

You  can't  see  the  prospect; 
your  eyes  are  cast  down 

Like  Bunyan'8  Muck-raker  ; 
your  brows  in  a  frown 


CONJUGAL    EGOTISM. 

**  What  a  stupid  Papbb  this  is,  Robrrt  I     Not  a  word  adout 
Vou  IS  IT  1 " 


Of  purposeless  effort  are  woe- 
fully knit; 
Of  Nature's  best  chaniu  ytra 

perceive  not  a  bit 
The  hedge  your  borizon,  the 

long,  dusty  road 
Is  your  sole  point  of  right. 

Wretched  victim,  what  fr(«l 
Of  Fate,  or  sheer  folly,  tiiM 

urges  you  on  ? 
Old  torments— like  poor  lo's 

gadfly— are  gone. 
And    yet,    like  Orestes,  the 

Fury- whipped,  you 
Wheel    on,    as    some   comet 

wheels  on  through  the  blae 
In  billion-leagued  cycles  less 

dreary  than  is 
The  cycle  on  which  roimd  the 

wide  world  you  whii  I 
Eh?     Cutting  a  record  f  Toa 

likeit?    llie goose!!! 
A  task  without  pleasure,  a  toQ 

without  use ! 
Poor  soul!  You  are  worse  than 

Ixion,  I  feel. 
For  A«  was  not  tied  by  hinuelj 

to  the  wheel ! 


The  Plaint  of  the  Un- 
wiUing  Peer. 
Fbom  my  M.P.'s  seat  I-oh, 
the  pity ! — ^must  mow. 
I  am  one  of  Kank*i  lorrowhl 
heirs; 
For  the  Commons  Fatehidine 
dissemble  my  love. 
But  why  did  she  kick  me 
upstairs? 


On  Tic£.— The  Modeni 
Novel  is  a  blend  of  the  Erotic, 
the  Neurotic,  and  the  Tommy- 
rotic. 


WHERE  TO  GO. 

Antwerp— if  you  are  not  tired  of  Exhibitions. 
Boulogne— M  you  don't  mind  the  mud  of  the  t>ort. 
Cologne— M  you  are  not  particular  about  the  oomfort  of  your  nose. 
Dieppe— \i  you  like  bathing  in  the  foreign 
fashion. 

Etretat—it    aolitude    has   commanding 
charms. 

Florence— it  you  are  partial  to  100'  in  the 
shade. 
Genoa— ii  you  have  no  objection  to  mos- 
r.i  quitoes. 

W/     Heidelberg— ii  you  are  not  tired  of  the 
Y  everlasting  castle. 

Interlacken — if  the  Jungfrau   has   the 
advantage  of  novelty. 

Java  -if  you  wish  to  eat  its  jelly  on  the 
spot 
Kandahar— it  you  are  not  afraid  of  Afghan  treachery. 
Lyoni-ii  you  are  fond  of  riota  and  hneutes. 
Marseilles— ii  you  are  determined  to  do  the  Chateau  D'If. 
Naples— ii  you  are  anzioua  to  perform  an  ante-mortem  duty. 
Ouchy—^ii  you  like  it  better  than  Lausanne. 
Pam— if  you  have  not  been  there  for  at  least  a  fortnight. 
Quebec— a  you  are  qualifying  for  admission  to  a  lunatic  asylum. 
Ronie—ii  you  have  never  naa  the  local  fever  and  want  to  try  i^. 
Strasbourg— ii  you  are  hard  up  for  an  appropriate  destination. 
Turin— ii  it  is  the  only  town  you  have  not  seen  in  Italy. 
Uig—ii  you  affect  the  Isle  of  Skye  in  a  thunder-storm. 
Venice— ii  you  scorn  stings  and  evil  odours. 
Wiesbaden— ii  you  can  enjoy  scenery  minus  gambling. 
Yokohama— ii  you  are  wiUing  to  ride  assault  and  battery. 
Zurich— a  you  can  think  of  no  other  place  to  visit. 

N.B. — The  above  places  are  where  to  go  on  the  keep-moving- 
tourist  plan.  But  when  you  want  to  know  **  Whirx  to  Stat,"— we 
reply,  ''At  Home," 


THE   INCONVENIENCED  TRAVELLER'S  PHRASE-BOOK. 
( To  be  Translated  as  Require  i. ) 

Wht  have  you  thrown  my  boxes  down  with  such  violence  thit 
their  contents  have  become  distributed  on  the  platform  ? 

Why  is  it  neoessary  to  strike  me  on  the  head  with  a  (tick  bectose 
I  am  taking  my  ivroper  place  at  the  tioket-ofBoe  P 

Why  have  you  refused  to  give  me  change  for  a 
sovereign,  minus  the  eighteoipenoe  you  have  the 
right  to  charge  for  my  fare  P 

Why  do  you  dose  tne  door  of  communication  when 
I  offer  a  remonstrance  P 

Why  can  I  not  obtain  redress  upon  complaint  to  the 
station-master  ? 

Why  am  I  chased  off  the  premises  by  a  private 
policeman  when  I  am  anxious  to  oatoh  the  next  train  ? 

Why  is  mv  luggage  being  placarded  with  places 
that  certainly  do  not  correhpond  with  my  desired 
des^nation  P 

Why  can  I  not  have  my  tea  oool  enough  to  drink  P 
and  why  I  am  hurried  out  of  the  refreabment-room 
before  1  can  discuss  my  bread  and  butter  P  l     ») 

Why  must  I  ijav  half-a-orown  for  comettiblei  valued  on  the  ctw 
at  less  than  a  smiling  P  •  u   .J 

Why  am  I  f oroed  into  a  carriage  already  overcrowded  with  ifw 
females,  sickly  children,  and  snaning  spaniels  ?  #.iw  ^ 

Why  can  I  not  have  a  seat,  considering  I  have  paid  the  full  !•«• 
and  amply  tipped  the  guard  ?  %.     i  « 

Why  can  I  not  have  a  window  open,  considering  that  the  p»» 
stands  at  ninety  in  the  shade  ? 

Why  can  I  not  smoke,  having  chosen  a  smoking  carriage  ?        . 

Why  should  I  be  dictated  to  by  a  disameable  and  eUeriy 
stranger,  who  snores  half  the  journey,  and  helpe  herself  to  srdeoi 
spirits  in  the  tunnels  ?  v      it 

Why  should  I  be  threatened  with  imprisonment,  and  be  m 
pardoned  by  repaying  my  fare  because  I  have  lost  my  ticket  r 

And,  lastly  (for  the  present),  why  have  I  been  carried  to  "^ 
Peddlington-on-the-IHtch  when  I  denred  to  reach  the  Bntiah  Cob« 
en  rmtU  for  Paris  P 
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AIRS  RESUMPriYL 

m.— Thb  Rimi  of  thb  Ancient 
Sawbath-Breakbh. 

(B^iMff  a  Record  of  the  VUh,) 

It  was  an  ancient  poacher-man. 
Bronzed  as  a  penny-ban  ;— 

••  By  thy  beady  eye,  now  tell 
me  whjr, 
Thou  offspring  of  a  gun, 

0  tell  me  why  beneath  thy 
Exoeedinff  hoary  tuft[ohin'8 

Precisely  half  a  brace  of  flrouBe 
Hangs,  admirably  stuffed  ? ' ' 

He  blinked  his  beady  eye ;  his 
voice 

Was  sin^rularly  clear ; 
And  as  I  listened  to  his  tale 

I  could  not  choose  but  hear. 

**  Mon,  ye  mun  ken  I  have  not 
aye 

Been  sec  a  feckless  loon ; 
In  me  behold  the  wreck  of  whal 

Was  once  The  McAbgoit. 

Oft  have  I  made  a  merrie  bag 
Across  my  native  heith ; 

Shot   o'er   my  ain   ancestral 
dawgs 
Or  aiblins  undemeaf  h. 

Until  lanff  syne,  a  monie  year— 
Ye  couldna  wed  be  bom — 

The  blessed  twalfth  of  August 
fell 
Upon  a  Sawbath  mom. 

Draw  were  the  birds,  my  gun 
was  braw, 
My  bluid  was  pipin'  hot : 

1  thpcht  it  crime  to  gie  *em 

time- 
-Allowance  like  a  yacht. 

Scarce  had  I  bagged  but  ant- 
wee  bird. 
There  was  the  de'il  to  pay : 
It's  unco  deadly  skaith  wi' 
Soots 
To  break  the  Sawbath  d  ly. 


THE   OBSTINACY   OF   THE    PARENT. 

Emily  Jane,  "Yw.  I'm  always  a-sayin*  to  Fathxs  ah  *e  ofghtbe 

RITIRS  FBOM    THE    CrOSSIN',   BUT    KEEP    AT    IT  'E    WILL,   THOrOH  IT  Alh'T 
JrST  NO  MOBE  'N  THB  BrOOM  AS  'OLDS  'iX  UP  1 " 


The  biDies  wha  the  nioht  before 
Were  f  ou  at  my  expense, 

They  deaved  the    meenister 
aboot 
My  Terra  bad  offtnce. 

An'  a'  the  Kirk  dedand  th«) 
work 
Was  perfect  deevilrie. 
An'  hung  the  bird  by  this 
absurd 
Arrangement  whilk  ye  £ee. 

Twal'   month   an'   mair  my 
shame  I  bear 
Beneath  the  curse  o'  noon, 
A  paltry  wraith  of  what  was 
once 
The  Laird  o'  McAroon. 

An*  aye  when  fa's  the  blessed 
twalfth 

Upo'  the  Sawbath  day, 
I  bear  the  bird  in  this  abburd 

An'  aggravatin'  way." 

The  ancient  ceased  his  sorry 
tale, 
And  craved  a  trifling  boon. 
To  wet  the  whistle  of  it  hat 
was  once 
The  Laird  o'  McAbgok. 


Ditto  to  Mr.  Courtaey. 
As  after  jackdaw  chatter  and 

owl-hooting, 
C^ratefnlly  follows  Philomers 

dulcet  fluting : 
So,  after  Hakburt^s  gibes  and 

H£ALT*8  jeers, 
Courtney's  cool  reason  glad- 
dens patriot  ears. 
O,  9%  ne  omnet !    But  though 

his  sole  ydce 
Sound  *'in  the  wildeme&s," 

yet  some  rejoice 
To  hear,  'midst  blare  of  y«  nom- 

ed  wrath  and  vanity. 
The  moving  tones  of  brave, 

sound-hearted  sanity. 


THE  FLY  EOUTE  TO  CASTLES  IN  THE  AIR. 

(By  Our  Imaginary  Intet viewer,) 

I  FOUND  the  great  man  surrounded  by  plans  and  models  of  any 
number  of  wonderful  inventions.  Here  was  a  clever  scheme  for 
spending  a  week*s  holiday  in  the  Mountains  of  the  Moon,  there  a 
recipe  for  remoing  the  spots  from  the 
face  of  the  sun.  It  would  take  too  long 
to  give  an  inventory  of  all  the  marvels. 
Enough  to  say  their  name  was  legion. 

**  And  80  you  have  discovered  the  secret 
of  aerial  navigation?"    I  a^ked,  after  I 
was  comfortably  seated. 
The  great  man  f>miled.    He  evidently 

;^_ had  solved  the  diflioult  problem. 

*'  I  sunpose  that  now  you  and  all  will  be 
V  ^ "  able  to  ao  without  ships  and  railways  ?  I 
*  presume  we  shall  be  independent  of  cabs 
and  omnibuses  ?  " 
Once  more  there  was  a  smile.  I  was 
answered.  "  Of  course,"  I  continued,**  you  will  be  able  to  take  your 
aerial  contrivances  to  all  the  countries  of  the  earth  P  What  is  there  to 
prevent  you  from  starting  flying-machines  from  London  to  Paris,  or 
Berlin,  or  even  Timbuctooh"    Again  there  was  a  pleasant  smile. 


Evidently  my  guess  was  a  good  one. 
**  You  will  be  j 


able  to  travel  thousands  of  miles  without  the  assist- 
ance of  rails?  Ton  will  dispense  with  land  and  water  ?  All  you  will 
require  will  be  the  atmosphere,  and  that  is  always  with  us— always 
at  our  service." 

Again  my  suggest!  ns  remained  unomtradicted. 

"It  is  truly  marvellous^"  I  remarked ;  **  truly  marvcrllous  I  And 
vou  have  commenced  ?  Ton  have  been  able  to  float  through  the  air 
for  a  dozen,  a  hundred  feet  ?  "    There  was  a  smile  once  again. 

**  And  yet,  perhaps,  as  railways  and  steamships  are  stiU  *  firm '  on 


the  Stock  Exchange,  it  may  be  just  as  well  to  allow  our  holdings  in 
those  securities  to  remain  undisturbed  ?  What  do  you  think  ?  If 
is  scarcely  time  to  speculate  for  a  fall  ?  "  Once  more  he  smiled,  and 
as  smiling  is  infectious,  I  joined  him  in  his  merriment. 


TO  A  VETEBAN   CHAMPION. 
[AtCliftoD,  onAug.  9,  inOIouce«t(r»birer.lliddleflez,Dr.  W.O.Guacr  com- 
pleted his  1000  runs  in  fint-clsM  matches  this  summer.    The  other  pluyiri 
who  share  tbia  diatinction  are  Abel,  Albert  Ward,  and  Bbockwell.] 

Well  hit !  Mr,  Punch  chalks  it  up  once  more— 
Your  ten-hundredth  run  between  the  *'  creates"  I 
Why,  this  (at  tweaty-two  yards  apiece)  is 

Twelve-miles-and-a  half  for  this  season's  score  I 

But  stay !  we  'to  no  business  to  **  notch  "  each  mile  I 
With  your  outs  and  draws,  and  your  drives  and  trick  hits. 
You've  only  to  stand  still  before  the  wickets. 

And  straight  to  the  boundary  **  fours  "  compile ! 

With  Absl,  Waki),  Bbockwxll,  you  hold  your  own, 

As  '94  cricket  now  nears  its  finish ; 

We  *ll  hone  jour  four  figures  will  ne'er  dLmini:sh — 
As  **  Grand  Old  Bat"  you  (hall  e'er  be  known ! 


QUEER  QUERIES.— The  Law  akd  the  Labt.— Can  it  really 
be  true  that  at  a  place  called  Onehunga,  in  New  Zealand,  they  have 
a  lady  as  Mayor  r  Surely  this  is  altogether  **  uUra  ttVes,"  as  well 
as  hting  ultra-virile  I  My  legal  knowledj^e— which  is  considerable- 
convinces  me  that  there  is  a  fatal  flaw  in  the  so-called  election  of  a 
woman  to  the  dbief  post  in  a  municipality,  even  in  New  Bheland— I 
mean  New  Zedand.  It 's  quite  settled  law  that  afemme  tole  cannot 
be  a  Corporation ;  then  how.  I  should  like  to  know,  can  she  preside 
over  a  Corporation  K  Possibly  some  legal  readers  will  say  if  their 
opiLion  coincides  with  mine.  BAKBiSTEa  (imcALLEn  fob). 
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ESSENCE    OF   PARLIAMENT. 

EXTR.VCTED  FROM  THE  DIARY  OF  TOBY,  M.P. 

House  of  Lords,  Monday  Xig?U,  August  6.— Makkiss  expected  to 
continue  to-night  that  speech  around  the  Budget  he  didn't  commence 
on  second  reading  pf  the  Bill.  Sat  mysteriously  quiet  on  that 
occasion.  Unexpectedly  broke  out  at  following  sitting,  wanting  to 
know  what  Herschell  meant  by  8a3rinff  Judicial  Committee  of  Privy 
Council  had  arrived  at  conclusion  that  Lords  had  no  power  to  amend 
a  money  bill.    **  Where 's  your  report  ?  "  he  asked.    "  Produce  it." 

Lord  Chaitcellob  didn't  happen  to  have  it  in  his  waistcoat  pocket 
or  secreted  in  wig.  Mabkiss  gave  notice  that  he  would  to-night 
f oftnaUy  move  few*  production  of  report.  Flutter  of  interest  in  House. 
Commons  flocked  in  prepared  fur  some  fresh  **  blazing  indiscre- 
tion." Found  the  Mabkiss  sitting  on  woolsack  chatting  with  Lobd 
CHAWCfLLOR.  Held  book  between  them,  as 
young  persons  about  to  marry  are  wont  to  do 
when  attending  morning  or  evening  service. 
Vague  idea  that  presently  they  would  rise  and 
sin$r  a  hymn.  Lobd  Chancellob  quite  equal 
t )  it,  being  a  big  gun  at  the  Bar  Musical  So- 
ciety and  very  fond  of  the  Opera.  Nothing 
however  came  of  it,  at  least,  not  in  that  direc- 
tion. When  hour  for  public  business  arrived 
Mabkiss  left  woolsack  carrjiog  the  tune  book 
with  him.  His  motion  for  report  of  Judicial 
Committee  stood  half  way  down  Orders  of  the 
Dav.  When  it  was  reached  Mabkiss  said 
notmng.  Naturally  other  peers  were  silent, 
and  whilst  commoners  accustomed  to  other 
ways  of  transacting  business  were  marvellinr 
as  to  what  had  happened,  and  what  would 
follow,  House  adjourned,  practically  for  a 
week. 

**  Well,"  said  Sabk  for  once  nonplussed: 
**  certainly  if  there  is  a  place  in  the  world 
where  'e  don't  know  where  'e  are,  it's  the 
House  of  Lords.  When  a  peer  is  expected  to 
speak  he  sits  dumb.  When  arrangements  have 
been  made  for  a  quiet  sitting,  the  Mabkiss  or 
some  other  big  gun  is  sure  to  go  off  unex- 
pectedly with  alarming  oonseciuences." 

Business  <^m«.— Irish  Evicted  Tenants  Bill 
passed  Report  Stage  in  Common*. 

Tuesday, — It  is  the  unexpected  that  happens 
in  the  House  of  Commons.  Befel  to-nieht  with 
dramatic  suddenness.  Third  reading  of  Evicted 
Tenants  Bill  moved.  At  eleven  o'clock  Joseph 
resumed  his  seat  with  pleased  consciousness  of 
having  cast  some  balm,  in  the  shape  of  vitriol, 
over  Irish  Question.  House  crowded ;  Devon- 
SHiBE.  in  depression  and  [dinner  dress,  looked 
down  rrom  Peers'  Gallery.  Over  the  clock  sat 
Sandhctbst,  presently  to  move  flrst  reading  of 
Bill  in  House  of  Lords.  Arranged  Bill  should 
Anally  leave  Commons  to-nignt  Only  one 
hour  in  which  Pbince  Abthub  might  speak, 
and  John  Moblet  reply.  Joseph  having  des- 
patched his  final  arrow  at  his  old  friends  the 
Irish  Members,  the  shaft  being  barbed  with 
points  composing  pleasing  legend,  '*  Violence, 
Agitation,  Dishonesty,"  Pbince  Abthub  rose, 
with  evident  intent  of  showing,  as  has  hap- 
pened several  times  this  Session,  how  the  same 
sort  of  thing  may  be  said  with  better  effect  in 
quite  another  way. 

Simultaneously  from  below  gangway  uprose  the  tall  figure  of  John 
Dillon.  Opposition  roared  with  despairing  indignation.  Everv- 
thing  settled,  to  last  button  on  the  gaiter ;  Joseph  nad  had  his  half- 
hour;  Prince  Abthub  would  take  his^  honourably  leaving  John 
Moblet  his  thirty  minutes.  Then  Division  called ;  Bill  read  third 
time ;  sent  on  to  Lords ;  Commons  comfortably  home  by  half -past 
twelve.  And  here  was  John  Dillon  claiming  the  right  to  reply  to 
attacks  and  inuendos  of  the  genial  Joseph  ! 

Tumult  rose  *  Dillon  folded  his  arms  and  faced  if.  A  bad  sign 
that  gesture.  Remember  it  in  years  gone  by,  when  all  things  were 
topsy-turvey ;  when  Foksteb  was  Chief  Secretary,  and,  next  to 
Parnell,  the  hope  of  the  Irish  Members  fighting  for  Home  Rule 
was  Joseph  Chahbeblain. 

Dillon  in  that  attitude  evidently  immoveable ;  various  suggestions 
offered.  Evade  the  Twelve  o' Clock  Rule,  and  sit  till  all  was  over : 
adjourn  the  Debate.  Finally  agreed  that  Debate  should  be  adjourned 
till  to-morrow— to-morrow,  the  day  on  which,  at  end  of  last  real 
fight  of  Session,  most  Members  were  off  on  the  delayed  holiday. 

Out  of  this  dilemma  Princb  Arthur  delivered  a  grateful  House. 
Hiid  nrepared  his  speech  throtigh  long  sitting ;  doubtless  had  many 


The  Macgrei^or  proposes 

next  Session 


bright  things  to  si^y ;  but  what  was  one  speech  among  id  many? 
Pensh  his  speech,  rather  than  the  whole  arrangements  of  Parliamen- 
tary week  be  upset  So  gracefully  stood  aside ;  Dillon  took  bis 
half  hour;  John  Moblet  followed  i^  vigorous  fightiojr  iorm, 
marking  fresh  step  in  steady  improvement  as  Parliamentary  debater; 
and  before  midnight  all  was  over. 

Business  done,  —  Evicted  Tenants  Bill  read  third  time  by  199 
votes  air&inst  167. 

WeSiesday,-~}/L,  de  Londres— the  HangmaUj  as  blunt  Britons  put 
it— <jalled  to-day.  House  engaged  on  Committee  ol  Equalisatwo 
of  Rates  Bill ;  seat  found  for  Monsieur  under  Gallery,  where  private 
secretaries  of  ministers  and  heads  of  public  offices  sit  when  Bills 
affecting  their  departments  are  under  discussion. 

**  Monsieur  has  something  to  do  with  the  Home  Office,  «'e«/  a 
pas  ?  *'  I  asked  Sibk.  **  liooked  in,  I  suppose,  to  help  Asquith?" 
**No,"  said  the  Member  for  S.iBK.  **Ifi 
not  that.  He  's  heard  House  intends  to  m- 
pend  the  Standing  Orders.  Wanto  to  see  how 
we  go  to  work.  JJot  above  taking  a  wrinkle 
even  from  amateurs." 

•'Ah,"  said  W.  P.  Jackson,  throwiMuphw 
hands  with  gesture  of  despair.  "  Knew  it 
would  come  to  this  under  present  Government. 
First  the  guillotine,  then  the  galbws." 
Business  rfow^*.— Quite  a  lot, 
TAtir^iiaj/.— Southerners  long  heard  of  plea- 
surable hours  spent  in  Committee-room  up- 
stairs, where  Scotch  Members  been  enrafu 
for  weeks  in  Grand  Committee  on  their  L)cal 
Government  Bill.  Such  badinage !  audi  per- 
siilage!  not  omitting  refreshing  influences  of 
another  kind  familiar  in  Nodes  AmbroiisM, 
'Tis  said,  when  conversation  flagged  quite  nsoil 
thing  for  J.  B.  Balfoitb  and  ChablesPejlwoi 
to  strip  off  coats  and  waistcoats,  phice  two 
umbrellas  crosswise  on  floor,  and  go  mnm 
sword-dance,  Tbbvblyan  in  the  chair  leading 
off  colourable  imitation  of  bagpipe  acoompam* 
ment,  in  which  Committee  jomed  in  mad 
chorus.  .   . . 

Not  sure  about  that.  Absolutely  no  doubt 
that  on  last  day  of  meeting  all  the  ^^"^ 
f^tood  on  chairs,  with  one  foot  <m  the  table,  and, 
holding  hands,  sang  ''Auld  Lang  Sm, 
Bound  to  say  they  seem  to  have  exhausted  til 
their  hilarity  in  Committee-room.  ?iun 
Smith  still  a  good  deal  to  say ;  Hozier  not 
uncommunicative ;  and  Waltbr  M  Iamh 
(njoys  keen  satisfaction  of  innstinff  onDinnon 
that  presents  smallest  minority  <«  the  senei 
But,  on  the  whole.  House  seemsfilled  with  whit 
SA.BK  tell  me  Edinbursh,  occasionallv  auffenaf 
from  the  visitation,  calls  *'  an  easterly  haar. 

Through  the  cold,  wet,  white  fog,  oqmes  ^e 

gleam  of  light    JoHW  Moblbt  brings  m  a  Bm 

making  further  provision  with  respect  to  imn 

Congested  Districts  Board.    Spraiee  pato  «»• 

tomary  question, "  Who  is  prepared  to  bnng  in 

this   M?"    "Mr.   Abthub  Balpoub  and 

myself,"  responds  the  Chibf  Secbetabt  :  and 

the  House  gratefully  goes  off  into  a  fit  « 

laughter.  ^       ^ 

**  Lovely  in  life,"  exclaims  David  PlOTH, 

to  '•  toM  the  Caber  "—  looking  With  almobt  cqual  affection  on  his  two 

wion  t  rigU  hon.  friends,  "  on  the  Congested^ Distncts 

Board  (Ireland)  BUI  they  are  not  dirided." 

Btisiness  cfo»<'.— Scotch  Local  Government  BUl. 

Fru/ay.— Another  *  *  Nicht  wi'  Bubns.''    Sadder  even  than  theUst 

But  sooner  over.    By  eleven  o'clock  report  stage  agreed  to.      SWJJ 

we  take  third  reading  now,  or  would  you  like  a  third  night  witb  tnf 

Bill  P  "  a*ked  Tbbvelyan.  .  . 

A  shudder  ran  through  the  House ;  when  it  was  over  Bill  nnmea 

past  final  stage.    Business  </o«e.— Winding-up  rapidly. 


THE  NEW  NEWNESS. 
**  Thebe  is  nothing  new  under  the  sun." 

So  said  the  proverbial  preacher. 
But  surely  'twas  only  his  fun  I 

A  modem  and  up-to-date  teacher 
Would  tcdl  him  that  Humour,  and  Art, 

And  Daughters,  and  Wives,  and  Morality, 
All  aim  to  make  a  f  reflh  start 

In  novel  (and  nauseous)  reality : 
And  the  wail  of  the  Wise  Man  will  be,  prettv  soon,    ^  ^ 

"  There  is  nothing  old  under  the  sun— or  the  moon . 
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TO  A  SUHREY  HOSTESS. 

(A  Parodic  VoU  of  Thanks  to  a  Town  Matron, 
who  took  a  ffouae  in  the  Country.) 

Ladt  Clara  8herb  de  Shbrb, 

Through  me  you  now  shall  win  renown ; 
It  nearly  broke  my  country  heart 
To  come  back  to  the  dusty  town. 

In  kindliest  way,  you  bade 
me  stay 
And  nothing  better  I  de- 
sired, 
But  Daty  with  a  great  big  D 
Called  far  too  loud,  and 
I  retired. 

Lady    Clara    Shsrr    dr 
Shere 
I  wonder  if  you'll  like 
your  name ! 
Oh  I  how  you  all  began  to 
chaff 
And  laugh  the  moment 
that  I  came. 
Yet  would  I  take  more  for 
^  the  sake 

<^*»       Of  your  dear  daughter* s 
girlish  charms. 
A  simple  maiden  not  ^et  four 
Is  good  to  take  up  in  one*8  arms. 

Lady  Clara  8hbre  de  Sherb, 

Some  newer  pujnl  you  must  find, 
Who,  when  you  pile  nis  plate  sky-bigh. 

Will  meekly  say  he  does  not  mind. 
You  sought  to  beat  my  power  to  eat, 

An  empty  plate  was  my  reply. 
The  oat  you  left  in  Grosvenor  Square 

Is  not  more  hungry  now  than  1. 

Lady  Clara  8here  de  Sfere, 

You  sometimes  took  a  mother's  view. 
And  feared  lest  winsome  Dorothy 

Should  learn  too  much  from  me— or  }ou. 
Indeed  I  heard  one  bitter  word 

That  scarce  were  fit  for  her  to  hear ; 
Oar  language  had  not  that  repose 

Which  rightly  fits  a  Shkre  de  Shere. 

Lady  Clara  Sherr  de  Shere. 

The  marriage  bells  rang  for  the  Hall. 
The  flags  were  flviog  at  your  door ; 

You  spoke  of  tnem  with  curious  gall. 
How  YOU  decried  the  pretty  bride 

Ana  swore  her  dresses  weren't  by  Worth, 
And  gaily  went  to  church  to  stare 

At  her  of  far  too  noble  birth. 

Trust  me,  Clara  Shere  de  Shere, 

The  man  I  saw  who  *8  rather  bent. 
The  grand  old  gardener  at  your  house 

Prefers  the  bride  of  high  descent. 
However  that  be,  it  seems  to  me 

'Tis  all  important  what  one  eats. 
Milk  pudding 's  more  than  caviare. 

And  simple  food  than  coloured  sweets. 

Clara,  Clara  Shere  de  Shere, 

If  time  be  heavy  on  your  hand^ 
And  there  are  none  within  your  reach 

To  play  at  tennis  on  your  lands. 
Oh  I  fee  the  tennis  court  is  marked. 

And  take  care  that  it  doesn't  rain. 
Then  stay  at  Shere  another  month 

And  ask  me  down  to  stay  again. 


A  VOICE  FROM  "THE  UPPER  SUCKLES." 

Mt  good  Mr.  Pcrch,— I  notice  that  in 
spite  of  all  London  being  out  of  town,  a 
number  of  persons  have  been  holding,  or  pro- 
pose holding,  a  meeting  condemnatory  of  the 
House  of  Lords.  I  f  anof .  reflrardlees  of  the 
dose  of  the  season,  the  site  chosen  has  been 
or  will  be  Hyde  Park.  Perhaps,  under  these 
circumstances,  you,  as  the  representatiTe  of 
the  nation— equally  of  the  aristocraoy  and 


the  democracy— will  allow  me  a  few  lines 
space  in  which  to  express  my  sentiments. 

Mv  good  Sir.  1  am  considerably  past 
middle  age,  and  yet,  man  and  boy,  have 
been  in  the  House  of  Peers  quite  half-a- 
dozen  years.  I  cannot  sav  that  I  was  added 
to  the  number  of  my  colleagues  because  I 
was  an  eminent  lawyer,  or  a  successful 
general  J  or  a  great  statesman.  I  belieyc 
my  claim  to  the  distinction  that  was  con- 
ferred upon  me, — now  many  summers  since, 
— was  the  very  considerable  services  I  was 
able  to  afford  that  most  useful  industry  the 
paper  decoration  of  what  may  be  aptlv 
termed  **the  wooden  walls  of  London. 
When  called  upon  to  select  an  appropriate 
territorial  title,!  selected,  without  hesitation, 
the  Barony  of  Savon  de  Soapleigh.  Savon 
is  a  word  of  French  extraction,  and  denotes 
the  Gorman  origin  of  my  illustrioas  race. 
Not  only  was  I  able  to  assist  at  the  regenera- 
tion of  the  **  great  unwashed,"  but  also  to  do 
considerable  service  to  the  grand  cause  with 
which  my  party  in  politics  is  honourably 
assoclateo.  I  was  able  to  contribute  a  very 
large  som  to  the  election  ^urse,  and  having 
fought  and  lost  several  important  consti- 
tuencies, was  amply  rewarded  by  the  coronet 
that  becomes  me  so  well,  the  more  especially 
when  displayed  upon  the  panels  of  my  carriage. 
You  will  ask  me,  no  doubt  (for  this  is  an 
age  of  questions),  what  I  have  done  since  I 
entered  the  Upper  Chamber?  I  will  reply 
that  I  have  secured  a  pare  in  Burke,  abstabied 
from  voting,  except  to  oblige  the  party  whips, 
and,  before  all  and  above  all,  pleased  my  buiy 
wife.  And  yet  there  are  those  who  would 
wibh  to  abolidi  the  House  of  Peers !  There 
are  those  who  would  do  away  with  our  ancient 
nobility!  Perish  the  thought!  for  in  the 
House  of  Peers  I  see  the  reflection  of  the 
nation's  greatness. 

But  you  may  ask 
me,  "Would  I  do 
anything  to  improve 
that  Chamber?" 
And  I  would  answer, 
**Yes."  I  would 
say,  *•  Do  not  in- 
crease its  numbers; 
it  is  already  large 
enough." 

It  IS  com  men  know- 
ledge that  a  gentle- 
man of  semi-medi- 
cinal rei>ut&tion,  who 
has  beeii  as  beneficial, 
or  nearly  as  beneHcial. 
to  the  proprietors  oi 
H^  hoardinj?s  as  myself. 
wishes  to  bu  ^rtiiiua 
Viscount  Cough  of  Mixture.  Yet  another 
of  the  same  class  desires  to  be  known  to 
generations  yet  unborn  as  Lord  Tobacco  of 
Cigarettes;  whilst  a  third,  on  account  of 
the  attention  he  has  paid  to  the  "under- 
standings" (pardon  the  plaisanterie)  of  the 
people,  is  anxious  to  figure  on  the  roll  of 
honour  as  "  Baron  de  Boots." 

My  frofxl  Mr,  Punch,  such  an  extension 
of  the  House  of  Peers  merely  for  the  satis- 
faction of  the  vanity  of  a  number  of  vulgar 
and  pufiing  men  would  be  a  scandal  to  our 
civilisation.  No,  my  good  Sir,  our  noble 
order  is  larjore  enough.  I  am  satisfied  that 
it  should  not  be  extended,  and  when  I  am 
sati  :.ul  tlu  opinions  of  every  one  else  are 
(and  here  I  take  a  simile  from  an  industry 
that  has  given  me  my  wealth)  **  merely 
bubbles — bubbles  of  soap." 

And  now  I  sign  myself,  not  as  of  old,  plain 
Joe  SirooKS,  but    Yours  very  faithfully, 
Savoh  ds  Sojlpleigh. 
P.S.— I  am  sure  my  long  line  of  ancestors 
would  agree  with  me.    Wnen  that  long  line 
is  discovered  you  shall  hear  the  result. 


BYGONES. 

The  midsummer  twilight  is  dying, 

The  golden  is  turning  to  gray, 
And  my  troublesome  thougnts  are  a-flying 

To  the  days  that  have  vanished  away. 
When  life  had  no 
crosses  for  me, 
love. 

But  Proctors 
and  bulldogs 
and  dons. 
And  I  used  to 
write  sonnets  to 
thee,  love. 
In  the  dreamy 
old  garden  of 
John's. 

By  Jove!  What 
a  time  we  just 
had,  love, 
That  weekyou 
were    up     for 
Commem. ! 
The  dances  aud 
picnics— egad, 
love. 
How    strange 
to  be  thinking 
of  them ! 
How  we  laughed  at  the  dusty  old  doctors. 

And  the  Vice  with  his  gorgeous  gold  gown, 
And  you  thought  it  a  shame  that  the  Proctors 
Were  constantly  sending  me  down. 

We  danced  and  we  dined  and  we  boated. 

Did  the  lions  all  quite  comme  ilfaut, 
And  I  felt  a  strange  thrill  when  you  voted 

Old  Johnioe's  the  best  of  the  show. 
I  remember  your  eager  delight,  love, 

With  our  garden  and  chapel  and  hall— 
And  oh,  for  that  glorious  night,  love. 

When  we  went  to  the  Balliol  ball ! 

There  is  very  jpoor  pleasure  in  dancing 

In  a  stuffv  hot  ball-room  in  June — 
And  the  Balliol  lawn  looked  entrancing 

In  the  silvery  light  of  the  moon. 
I  fancy  the  thought  had  occurred,  love. 

To  somebody  else  besides  me. 
For  I  managed,  with  scarcely  a  word,  love. 

To  get  you  to  smile  and  agree. 

We  sat  on  the  Balliol  lawn,  love, 

And  the  hours  flew  as  fast  as  you  please. 
Till  the  rosy-tipped  fingers  of  dawn,  love, 

Crept  over  the  Trinity  trees. 
A  strauger  might  say  he  had  never 

Heard  trash  in  a  vapider  key ; 
But  no  conversation  has  ever  * 

Been  half  so  delicious  to  mc. 

I  seemed  to  be  walking  on  air,  love ; 

And  oh,  how  I  auivered  when  you 
Fmipped  off  a  wee  lock  of  your  hair,  love, 

And  said  you  were  fond  of  me  too. 
I  clasped  it  again  and  again,  love. 

To  my  breast  with  a  passionate  vow. 
There  ever  since  it  has  Iain,  love, 

And  there  it  is  lying  just  now. 

—But  my  heart  gives  a  horrible  thump,  love, 

I  fiad  myself  gaspinr  for  air. 
For  my  throat  is  choKed  up  with  a  lump, 
love. 

Which  surely  should  never  be  there. 
And  I  radlv  bethink  me  that  life,  love. 

Won't  always  run  just  as  we  will — 
For  you  are  another  man's  wife,  love. 

And  I  am  a  bachelor  still 


TOL.  cvn. 


Common  (Ghas)  Metre. 

'*  Light  metres  "  there  are  many, 

The  lightest  of  the  lot 
Is  what  IS  ealled  **  the  Penny- 

-in-thcSlotr!"  T 
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EMBARRAS  DE  EICHESSE8. 

[''The  Bank  Betum  showi  eoniiderable  addi- 
tiona  to  the  reaenre  and  the  stock  of  bullion.*'— 
"  Tune*,''  on  "  Money  Market:'^ 

RiCHSB  Old  Ladj  you  'U  not  meet. 
Than  this  one,  of  Threadneedle  Street 
Nioer  Old  Lady  none,  nor  neater, 
But,  like  the  boy  in  Strutcwelpeter^ 
That  whilom  ohabby,  niddy  lad, 
The  dear  old  dame  lookB  sour  and  sad ; 
Nay,  lon^  time  hath  she  seemed  dejected. 
And  her  once  fancied  fare  rejected. 

She  screams  out—*'  Take  the  gold  away  I 

Oh,  take  the  nasty  stuff  away ! 

I  won*t  have.any  gold  to-day." 

This  Dame,  like  Danae  of  old 

Has  long  been  wooed  in  showers  of  gold. 

By  Jupiters  of  high  finance ; 

But,  sick  of  that  cold  sustenance, 

Or  surfeited,  or  cross,  or  iU, 

The  dear  Old  Lady  cries  out  still— 

**  Not  any  gold  for  me,  I  say ! 

Oh,  take  the  nasty  stun  away ! ! 

I  wonH  have  any  more  to-day ! ! ! " 

And  on  my  word  it  is  small  wonder, 
Ft>r  in  her  spacious  house,  and  under. 
Of  bullion  she  hath  boundless  store. 
And  scarcely  can  find  room  for  mi^re. 
Filled  every  pocket,  purse,  safe,  coffer. 
And  still  the  crowds  crush  roimd  and  offer 
Thtir  useless,  troublesome  deposits, 
To  cram  her  cupboards,  choke  her  closets. 
What  marrclthen  that  she  should  say — 
*'  Oh,  take  the  nasty  stuff  away ! 
I  won't  have  any  more  to-day  I !  ** 

The  poor  Old  Lady  once  felt  pride  as 

A  sort  of  modem  mrs,  Midas ; 

For  all  she  touches  turns  to  gold 

Within  her  all-embracing  hold ; 

Gold  solid  as  the  golden  leg 

Of  opulent  Miss  KUmanse^ge^ 

But,  like  that  lady,  poor-ndi,  luckless, 

She  values  now  the  yellow  muck  les^, 

Though  once  scraped  up  with  assiduity, 

Because  of  its  sheer  superfluity. 

It  blocks  her  way,  it  checks  the  breath  of  her; 

She  dreads  lest  it  should  be  the  death  of  her. 

With  bullion  she  could  buUd  a  Babel, 

So  screams,  as  loud  as  she  is  able, — 

**  Not  any  more,  good  friends,  I  say ! 

For  goodness  gracious  go  awav ! ! 

I  ufonH  take  any  more  to  day  f  I ! " 

They  beg,  they  pray,  they  strive  to  whet  die 

The  Old  Lad7  of  the  Street  Threadneedle. 

The  cry  is  stiJl  they  come  I  they  come ! 

Men  worth  a  •*  million  "  or  a  *'  plum," 

The  *•  goblin,"  or  the  "  merry  monk  "  ; 

Constantly  cninketh^  chink-chank-chunk  I 

In  **  Gladstone"  or  in  canvas  bag ; 

But  sourly  she  doth  eye  the  **  swag,'' 

Peevishly  gathers  round  her  skirt, 

As  though  the  gold  were  yellow  dirt. 

Crying,     Oh,  get  away  now,  do! 

I  'm  really  getting  sick  of  you. 

The  proffered  '  stuff '  I  must  refuse ; 

I  have  far  more  than  I  can  use. 

I  've  no  more  need  or  wish  for  money 

Than  a  surfeited  bee  for  honey. 

Money 's  a  drug,  a  nauseous  dose. 

At  cash  the  Market  cocks  its  nose. 

'Tis  useless  as  the  buried  talent, 

Olr  the  half-crown  to  a  poor  pal  lent ; 

As  gilded  oats  to  hungry  nag. 

Away  with  bulging  purse  and  bag ! 

They  are  a  bother  and  a  pest, 

I  vM  not  store.  I  eanH  invest. 

With  your  *  old  stocking '  be  content, 

/can't  afford  you  One  per  Cent. 

Bullion 's  a  burden  ana  a  bore. 

I  cannot  do  with  any  more  I 
Not  any  more  for  me,  I  say 
Oh,  take  the  nasty  stuff  away 
I  iro/i't  have  any  gold  to-day ! ! ! " 


SIDE. 


Brown,  **By  Gborgb,  Jokes,  that  's  a  handsomi  UmbbellaI    Whbbx  did  tou  git  itT 

JontS.    "  I   DECLINE  TO  ANSWER  UNTIL  I  *VE  CONSULTED  MY   LaWTEB  I " 


THE  NEW  AIR. 

(To  an  Old  Tune,) 

0  Ratleioh  now,  this  raell*^  strange  is 

This  New  Nitrogen ! 
Air  that  into  water  changes 

Seem  not  new  to  men, 
(All  our  atmosphere  this  summer 

Has  been  •' heavy  wet,") 
But  sheer  solid  air  seems  rummer. 

More  Munchausenieh  vet ! 
New  things  now  are  awfully  common ; 

And  it  seems  but  fair, 
With  New  Humour,  Art.  and  Woman, 

We  should  have  New  Air. 
**  Lazy  air,"  one  oalli  it  gaily ; 

Seasonable,  very ! 
Will  it  quiet  us.  dear  Ratlugh, 

Soothe  us,  make  us  merry  ? 


Still  the  flurry,  cool  the  fever. 

Calm  the  nervous  stress  ? 
If  it  be  so,  you  for  ever 

Punch  will  praise  and  bless. 
Will  the  New  Air  set-^h !  grand  Sir !— 

Life  to  a  new  tune  P 
Lead  us  to  a  Lotos-Land,  Sir, 

Always  afternoon  P 
One  per  cent,  seems  rather  little ! 

Can't  you  make  it  more  F 
When  'hs  solid  is  it  brittle  P 

Liquid,  does  it  vour  t 
Ratleigh  P    No  P    You  don*t  say  to ! 
What  lots  of  funny  things  you  know ! 


The  Diffsberge  BSTwxsir  a  bad  Gxbmav 
I  Bakd  asd  a  BSAiEir  Cbicxkt  Team.— One 
I  faila  to  play  in  time,aiid  the  other  to  *'play 
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walls,  biff  fouiposter,  carved  ceiling,  great  fireplace  with  blazing 
logs,— if  uiis  is  now  thev  do  a  vet  here,  what  price  the  other  fellows' 
rooms  P  And  to  think  I  shall  have  to  do  without  dinner,  just  when  I 
was  getting  on  with  'em  all  so  swimmingly  I  I  must,  I  can't,  for 
the  credit  of  the  profession — to  say  nothing  of  the  firm— turn  up  in  a 
monkey  jacket  and  tweed  bags,  and  that's  all  /'to  got  except  a 
nightgown  I . .  .  It's  all  very  well  for  Lady  Maisie  to  say  **  Take 
eyerything  as  it  comes,"  but  if  she  was  in  my  fix !  .  .  .  And  it 
isn't  as  if  I  hadn*t  got  dress  things  either.    If  only  I  'd  brought  'em 

down,  I  'd  have  miurched  in  to  dinner  as  cool  as  a {he  lighUapair 

of  candles, )  Hullo !  What '  s  that  on  the  bed  P  {He  approaches  it, ) 
Shirt!  white  tie!  socks!  coat,  waistcoat,  trousers — they  are  dress 
clothes !  .  . .  And  here's  a  pair  of  brushes  on  the  table !  I  'U  swear 
thev  're  not  mine — there 's  a  monogram  on  them—*  *  U.  G."  What  does 
it  ail  mean  P  Why,  of  course  I  regular  old  trump,  Sir  Rupebt.  and 
naturallv  he  wants  me  to  do  him  credit.  He  saw  how  it  was,  and  he 's 
gone  and  rigged  me  out !  In  a  house  like  this,  thev  're  ready  for 
emergencies— keep  all  sizes  in  stock,  I  daresay. ...  It  isn't  **  U.  G." 
on  the  brushes— it*s  **  G.  U."— "  Guest's  Use."  Well,  this  is  what  I 
call  doing  the  thing  in  style !  Cinderella 's  nothing  to  it !  Only  hope 
they 're  a  decent  fit.  {Later^  as  he  dresses,)  Come,  the  shirt 's  all 
right ;  trousers  a  trifie  short— but  they  'U  let  down ;  waistcoat — whew, 
must  undo  the  buckle— hang  it,  it  is  undone !  1  feel  like  a  hooped 
barrel  in  it !  Now  the  coat— easy  does  it.  Well,  it's  on  ;  but  I  shall 
have  to  be  peeled  like  a  walnut  to  ret  it  off  again. . .  .  ShoeaP  ah« 
here  they  are— ^r  of  pumps.  Pnew— must  have  oome  from  the 
Torture  Exhibition  in  Leicester  Square:  glass  slippers  nothing  to 
'em !  But  they  '11  have  to  do  at  a  pincn ;  and  they  do  pinch  like 
blazes !  Ha,  ha,  that 's  good !  I  must  tell  that  to  the  Captain.  (He 
looks  at  himself  in  a  mirror,)  Well,  I  can't  say  they  're  up  to  mine 
for  cut  and  general  style ;  but  they  're  passable.  And  now  I  'U  ffo 
down  to  the  Drawing  Room  and  get  on  terms  with  all  the  smartiesT 
IHe  saunters  out  with  restored  eomplaceticy. 


SOCISTT  FOB  THE  ADVANCEMEHT  OF  LITEBATUBE 

The  first  annual  meeting  of  this  society,  which,  as  our  readers  will 
remembcnr,  has  been  in  process  of  formation  for  some  years  past,  was 
held  yesterday.  We  cannot  congratulate  the  society  on  its  decision 
i>  to  exclude  reporters.    It 

is  true  that  our  represen- 
tative, on  seeking  admis- 
sion, was  informed  that 
his  presence  would  be  un- 
neoessaij,  as  members  of 
the  society,  having  for 
some  time  past  done  their 
own  reviewing,  intended 
for  the  future  to  report 
themscdves.  The  public, 
bowever,  whose  eager  in- 
terest in  literature  is 
sufficiently  attested  not 
only  by  the  literary  page 
of  democratic  news- 
papers, but  by  the  columns  which  even  reactionary  journals  devote 
to  higner  criticism  and  literary  snippets— the  pubhc,  we  sav,  will 
not  brook  this  absurd  plea,  and  wul  refuse  to  accept  any  but  an 
impartial  report  of  a  gathering  such  as  was  held  yesterday.  This 
we  have  obtained,  and  we  now  proceed  to  publish  it  for  the  benefit 
of  the  world. 

The  meeting  opened  with  a  prayer  of  two  thousand  words  specially 
written  for  the  occasion  by  Mr.  Kichabd  L-  G-lli-nne  in  collabora- 
tion with  Mr.  Robert  B-cn-N-ir.  As  this  is  shortly  to  be  published 
in  the  form  of  a  joint  letter  to  the  Daily  Chronicle  it  is  only 
necessarv  to  say  at  |)resent  that  it  combines  vigour  of  expression 
with  delicacy  of  sentiment  and  grace  of  style  in  the  very  nighest 
degree.  By  the  way,  we  may  mention  that  the  new  Prayer-book  of 
the  Society  is  to  be  published  by  Messrs.  E-k-n  M-tth-W8  and  J-hn 
L-XE,  at  the  **  Bodley  Head,"  before  the  end  of  the  year.  It  will  be 
profusely  illustrated  by  Messrs.  A-be-y  B-a.ed-l-y  and  W-lt-r 
8-CK-RT,  who  have  also  designed  for  it  a  special  fancy  cover.  Only 
three  hundred  copies  will  be  issued.  To  return,  however,  to  the 
meeting. 

After  harmony  had  been  restored,  Mr.  W-lt-r  B-s-nt  asked  leave 
to  say  a  few  words.  His  remarks,  in  which  bo  was  understood  to 
advocate  the  compulsory  expropriation  of  publishers,  were  at  first 
listened  to  with  favour.  Happening  incautiously  to  say  a  word  or 
two  in  praise  of  a  Mr.  Dickevs  and  a  Mr.  Thaceerat  he  was  groaned 
down  after  a  sturdy  struggle,  ^r.  Diceeitb  and  lj[r.  Thaceerat 
were  not,  we  understand,  present  m  the  room  at  the  time. 

Mr.  H-B-RT  Cr-ce-eth-rps  rose  and  denounced  the  previous 
speaker.    Literature,  he  declared,  must  be  va^ne.    What  was  the 

use  of 
know 


use  of  knowing  what  you  were  driving  at  P    What  was  the  i 
anyone  knowing  anything  P    PeraonaUy  he  didn't  mean  to 


more  than  he  could  help,  and  he  oould  assure  the  meeting  that  he 
could  help  a  great  deal;  yes,  he  oould  help  his  fellow-oreatures  to  a 
right  understanding  of  the  value  of  patchwork  and  jerks.  That  was 
the  reliftion  of  humanity. 

Mr.  X-Rx-E  G-LS  said  he  wasn't  much  good  speaking,  but  he 
oould  do  something  in  the  dairy  and  orchard  style.  He  tnen  gave 
the  following  example : — 

Enter  Celia,  robed  in  white, 

Cklia  *s  been  a-milking. 
Cblia  daily  doth  indite 
Praiies  to  the  Pill-king. 

Cslia's  flocks  and  Cxlia's  herds 

rOnly  she  can  teach  'em) 
All  produce  their  cream  and  eurdi, 

Helped  by  Mr.  B-ch-m. 

A  loud  cheer  greeted  the  recital  of  this  charming  pastoral,  and  one 
editor,  who  is  not  often  a  victim  to  mere  sentiment,  said  it  reminded 
him  of  his  happy  childhood,  when  he  used  to  take  Dr.  Greoort's 
powders  after  a  day  spent  in  the  neighbouring  farmer*  s  orchard. 

The  next  speaker  was  G-orge  £o-ri-e.  All  women,  she  said, 
must  be  Georoes.  Georoe  Saed  and  Gbobge  Eliot  were  women 
she  believed.  Georoe  Meredith  was  an  exception,  but  that  only 
proved  her  rule.  Women  were  a  miserable  lot :  it  was  their  own 
fault.  WhymarrvP  ("Hear,  hear,"  from  Mrs.  Moea  Caird.)  Why 
be  bom  at  all P    Bhenansed for  a  reply. 

At  this  point  Mr.  W.  T.  St-ad  entered  the  room  and  off ered  to  talk 
about  **  Julia,  in  Chicago,"  but  the  meeting  broke  up  in  confusion, 
without  the  customary  vote  of  thanks  to  the  Chair. 


HOW  IT  WILL  BE  DONE  HEREAFTER. 

(A  Serene  Dueal  Bomanu  of  the  Futwrt,) 

Bib  Highness  was  smoking  a  pijpe  at  the  close  of  the  day  in  the 
fair  realm  of  Utoma.  He  had  mushed  dinner,  and  was  discussing 
his  lager  beer,  which 
had  quite  taken  the 
place  of  coffee. 

"Dear  me,"  said 
the  Duke,  rather 
anxiously,  as  he  no- 
ticed the  Premier  was 
seating  himself  in  a 
chair  in  his  near 
neighbourhood ;  "I 
am  afraid  I  am  in- 
disgrace." 

"Not  at  all.  Sir,' 
replied  the  Minister, 
graciously.  "  On  the 
contrary,  in  the  name 
of  thepeopleof  Utopia, 
I  beg  to  offer  you  my 
sincere  thanks." 

"For  what  P"  que- 
ried the  Duke. 

"  For  doing  your  duty,  my  liege.  Not  that  that  is  a  novelty,  for, 
as  a  matter  ai  fact,' you  are  always  doing  it" 

"  I  am  pleased  to  hear  you  sav  so,"  observed  His  Highness ;  "  as  I 
was  under  the  impression  that  I  nad  rather  shirked  my  engagements." 

"  Not  at  all.  Sir— not  at  alL  If  you  consult  your  memory,  you 
will  find  vou  carried  out  to-day's  programme  to  the  letter." 

"  Had  I  not  to  lay  a  foundation  stone,  or  something,  this  morning  ?" 

"  Assuredly ;  and  vou  touched  a  cord  as  you  were  getting  up,  and 
immediatelv  the  machinery  was  set  in  motion,  and  the  stone  was  duly 
laid.  Much  better  than  driving  miles  to  have  to  stand  in  a  drafty 
marquee." 

"  And  had  I  not  to  open  an  exhibition  P  " 

"  Why,  yes.  And  you  opened  it  in  due  oourse.  Your  equerry  repre- 
sented you  and  ground  out  your  speech  from  the  portable  phonograph." 

"  WeU,  really,  that  was  very  ingenious,"  remarked  His  Highness. 
"But  was  I  not  missed P" 

**  You  would  have  been.  Sir,"  returned  the  Premier,  "  had  we  not 
had  the  forethought  to  send  down  the  lantern  that  gives  3rou  in  a 
thousand  different  attitudes.  By  revolving  the  diec  rapidly  thfl 
most  life-like  lyresentment  was  offered  immediately." 

"  ExoellentT  and  did  I  do  anything  else?" 

"  Why  your  Highness  has  been  hard  at  work  all  day  attending 
reviews,  oi>ening  canals,  and  even  presiding  at  public  dinners, 
Thanks  to  soienoe  we  can  reproduoe  your  person,  your  speech,  youl 
veiyproacnoe  at  a  moment's  notice." 

"Exceedingly  dever ! "  exclaimed  His  Highness.  "  Ah,  how  mucb 
better  is  the  twentieth  century  than  its  predecessor  I " 

And  no  doubt  the  sentiment  of  His  Highness  will  be  approved  by 
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HOLIDAY  CHARACTER  SKETCHES. 

LiTTLl  BiNKS  LOTm  ClUUA  PcKKISB,  WHO  L0TE8  BlO  STANLEY  JONBS,  WHO  LOVBB  BIMSELr  AND  MOBODT  XLBX  IK  THX  WoBLD  t 

Which  is  thi  most  to  bk  piriitD  op  the  thkbe? 


COUNTING  THE  CATCH. 

A  fFaUonian  Fragment, 
FirsLPiscator^  R-8-B-BT.    Second  PUcator,  H-sc-xt. 

First  Piscator.  Oh  me,  look  yon,  master,  a  fish,  a  fish  I    [  Losei  it. 

Second  Piscator,  Aye,  many.  Sir,  that  was  a  good  fish;  if  I  had 
had  the  lack  to  handle  that  rod,  'tis  twenty  to  one.  he  should 
not  have  hroken  my  line  as  you  suffered  him :  I  would  haye  h<eld 
him,  as  you  will  learn  to  do  hereafter ;  for  I  tell  you.  soholer,  fishing 
is  an  art,  or  at  least  it  is  an  art  to  oatoh  fish.  Verily  that  is  the 
second  hrave  Salmon  you  haye  lost  in  that  pool  I 

First  Piscator,  Oh  me.  he  has  hroke  all  *  there 's  half  a  line  and  a 
good  flie  lost.    I  have  no  tortune,  and  that  Peers'  Pool  is  fatal  fishitig. 

Second  Piscator »  Marry,  hrouier,  so  it  seemes— to  you  at  least! 
Wei,  wel,  'tis  as  small  use  crying  over  lost  fish  as  spilt  milk ;  the 
sunne  hath  sunk,  the  daye  draweth  anigh  its  ende ;  let  us  up  tackle, 
and  away  I 

First  Piscator.  Look  also  how  it  hegins  to  rain,  and  hy  the  clouds 
(if  I  mistake  not)  we  shal  presently  have  a  smoaking  showre.  Tmly 
it  has  heen  a  long,  roogh  day,  and  hut  poorish  sport 

Second  Piscator.  Humph  I  I  am  fairly  content  with  my  catch, 
and  had  all  heen  landed  that  have  heen  hookt— hut  no  matter! 
*'  Fishers  must  not  rangle,"  as  the  Angler^s  song  hath  it. 

jFYra^  P*«cator.  Marry,  no  indeed !    (Sings.) 


0  the  brare  fiaher*!  life 
It  ia  the  best  of  any ! 
He  who  M  mar  it  with  mere  strife 
Sore  must  be  a  zany. 

Other  meo, 

Kow  and  then, 

Have  their  wan, 

And  their  jart; 

Our  iiile  stil 

Is  goodwill 
As  we  gaily  angle. 


We  hare  hooks  about  our  hat, 

We  hare  rod  and  gaff  too ; 

We  can  cast  and  we  can  chat, 

Play  our  fish  and  chaff  too. 

None  do  here 

Use  to  swear, 

Oathes  do  fray 

Fish  away. 

Our  rule  stil 

IsgoodwilL 
Fishers  must  not  rangle. 


Second  Piscator.  Well  sung,  hrother !  Oh  me,  hut  eyen  at  ow 
peaceful  and  vertuous  pastime,  there  hee  certain  contentious  and 
obstruotiye  spoil-sports  now.  These  ahide  not  good  old  Anglers' 
Law,  hut  hoh  and  splash  in  other  people's  swims,  fray  away  the  fish 
they  cannot  catch,  and  desire  not  that  experter  anglers  should,  do 
muddy  the  stream  and  hlock  its  course,  do  net  and  poach  and  foul- 


hook  in  such  noisy,  conscienceless,  unmannerly  sort,  that  eyen  honest 
angling  heoometh  a  hitter  lahour  and  aggravation. 

First  Piscator,  Marry,  ^es  hrother !  the  Contemplatiye  Man's  Re- 
creation is  yerily  not  what  it  once  was.  What  would  the  sweet  singer, 
Mr.  WiLUAV  Basse,  say  to  the  husy  B*s  of  our  day ;  Dttbaktas  to 
B-KTL-T.  or  Mr.  ThokasBabkxb,  of  pleasant  report,  to  Tomvt  B-wl-s? 

Second  Piscator,  Or  worthy  old  CoTXOir  to  the  cocky  Macullux 
More? 

First  Piscator.  Or  the  equally  cocky  BBumcAGEM  Bot  ? 

Second  Piscator,  Or  Dame  Juluna  Bernsbs  to  B-lf-ux  P 

First  Piscator,  Or  Sir  Humfheet  Davy  to  the  haughty  autocrat 
of  H-tf-ldP 

Second  Piscator,  Wel,  wel,  I  hate  contention  and  obstruction  and 
all  unsportsmanlike  devices— when  I  am  fishing. 

First  Piscator,  And  so  gay  I.    (Sings.) 

The  Peers  are  full  of  prqadice. 

As  hath  too  oft  heen  tn*d ; 

High  trolollie  lollie  loe, 

high  trolollie  lee ! 

Second  Piscator,  The  Commons  full  of  opulence. 
And  both  are  full  of  pride. 
Then  care  away 
and  fish  along  with  me! 

First  Piscator.  Marry,  brother,  and  would  that  I  could  always  do 
so.  But  doomed  as  we  often  are  to  angle  in  different  swims,  I  may 
not  always  land  the  Wg  fish  that  you  hook,  or  even 

Second  Piscator,  Wel,  honest  soholer,  say  no  more  about  it,  hut 
let  us  count  and  weigh  our  day's  catch.  By  Jove,  but  that  bigge 
one  I  landed  after  soe  long  a  fignt^  and  which  you  were  so  luckie  as 
to  gaff  in  that  verie  sna^gv  and  swirly  pool  itself e.  maketh  a  right 
brave  show  on  the  grassie  bank !  And  harkye,  soholer,  'tis  a  far  finer 
and  rarer  fish  than  manie  woule  suppose  at  first  sight  I 

[Chuckleth  inwardk. 

First  Piscator.  You  say  true,  master.  And  indeed  the  other  fisL 
thouffh  of  lesser  bigness,  bee  by  no  manner  of  meanes  to  be  sneesed 
at.  Marry,  Master,  'tis  none  so  poor  a  daj*s  sport  after  all— oaa- 
sidering  the  weather  and  the  much  obstruction,  eh  ? 

Second  Piscator.  May  bee  not.  may  bee  not !  Stil.  I  oould  fsis 
wish|  honest  scholer,  you  had  sately  landed  those  two  bigge  ones  m 
lost  in  Peers'  Pool,  out  of  which  awkward  bit  of  water,  indeed,  I 
oould  fain  desire  we  might  keep  all  our  fish ' 
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TO    A   WOULB-BE  AUTHORESS. 

Though,  Maud,  I  respect  your  ambition, 

I  fear,  to  be  brutally  plam. 
No  proud  and  exalted  position 

\  our  stories  are  likely  to  gain ; 


And,  frankly,  1  cannot  wretend  I 
Regard  with  the  smaflest  delight 

The  vile  cacoethes  scn'bendi 
Which  led  you  to  write. 

Your  talk  is  most  charming,  I  know  it, 

You  readily  fascinate  all. 
But  yet  as  a  serious  poet 
^  Your  worth,  I  'm  afraid,  is  but  small ; 
Your  features,  though  well-nigh  perfection, 

Of  the  obstacle  hardly  dispose 
That  vou  haven't  the  faintest  conception 

Of  now  to  write  prose ! 

You  think  it  would  be  so  delightful 

To  see  your  productions  in  print  Y 
Well,  do  not  consider  me  spiteful 

For  daring  discreetly  to  hint 
That  in  this  too-crowded  profession. 

Where  prizes  are  fewer  than  blanks. 
You  'U  find  the  laconic  expression, 

"  Rejected — with  thanks." 

And  80,  since  you  do  me  the  pleasure 

To  ask  for  my  candid  advice, 
Allow  for  your  moments  of  leisure 

Some  other  pursuit  to  suffice  ; 
And,  if  you  would  really  befriend  me. 

One  wish  I  will  humbly  confess,— 
Oh,  do  not  continue  to  send  me 

Those  reams  of  MS. ! 


A  MODERN  TRAGEDY. 

OuK  hostess  told  us  off  in  pairs^ 

I  had  not  caught  my  partner  s  name. 
But  learned,  when  half  way  down  the  stairs. 

She  long  had  been  a  Primrose  Dame ; 
And,  ere  the  soup  was  out  of  sight. 

She'd  found,  and  left  behind,  her  text  on 
A  speech,  if  I  remember  right, 

Attributed  to  Mr.  Sextox. 

And  I— I  sat  and  gasped  awhile. 

And  only  when  we  reached  the  pheasant, 
Assumin^f  my  politest  smile. 

And  with  an  air  distinctly  pleasant, 
Attempted  firmly  to  direct 

Her  flow  of  talk  to  other  channels. 
Books— ahope— the  latest  stage-effect— 

The  newest  ways  of  painting  panels. 

I  tried  in  Tain.    **  Ah,  sres,"  she  said, 
"  And  that  reminds  me-^^diis  Dissent " — 

And  thereapon  began,  instead, 
DiKosssing  Disestablishment ! 


The  case  was  clearly  hopeless,  so 
I  hazarded  no  more  suggestions. 

But  merely  answered  Yes  or  No 
At  random,  to  her  frequent  questions. 

Yet,  while  that  gushing  torrent  ran, 

I  made  a  solemn  nrivate  vow 
That,  though  no  araent  partisan. 

Those  Ministers  I  *11  vote  for  now 
Who  *11  introduce  a  drastic  bill 

To  bring  about  her  abolition. 
To  banish  utterly,  or  kill 

The  modem  lady-TX)litician ! 


THE  OYSTER  AND  THE  SPARROW. 

A  Pessimistic  Tale, 

At  Whitstable  one  summer  day. 
An  oyster  ^ave  his  fancy  wings ; 

He  very  indolently  lay 
In  bed,  and  thought  of  many  things ; 

Of  what  his  Hf  e  had  been ;  of  weeks 
AU  spent  in  having  forty  winks — 

You  know  an  oyster  never  speaks. 
But  lies  awake  in  bed,  ana  thinks. 

He  thought,  with  pardonable  pride. 
That  he  had  never  worked — a  plan 

Which  showed,  it  cannot  be  demed. 
That  he  was  quite  a  gentleman. 

He  lived  more  calmly  in  his  sea 
Than  any  Bishop ;  never  crossed 

In  anv  sort  of  wishes,  he 
Had  never  loved,  and  never  lost. 

Xo  cruel  maid  had  ever  spumed 

His  heart,  such  grief  no  oyster  knows ; 
Nor  hatred  ever  in  him  burned 
MHO  Against  the  rival  whom  she  chose. 


Yet,  when  considered,  all  appeared 

Too  softly  calm,  too  free  from  strife ; 
He   thought,    and,    sighing,    stroked 


hi^ 


**  There  does  not  seem  much  use  in  life." 

By  chance,  upon  this  very  day 
A  London  sparrow,  for  a  nunute. 

Was  thinking  somewhat  in  this  waj 
Of  life,  and  what  the  deuce  was  in  it. 

And  how  he  fluttered  up  and  down, 
Like  Berthas,  Doras,  Trunks,  or  Yankees— 

His  nest  was  far  above  the  town. 
Upon  the  buildings  known  as  Hankey^s. 

He  thought,  with  pardonable  pride. 
Unlike  a  pampered,  gay  canary, 

He  worked — it  cannot  be  denied 
That  **  Labor  are  est  orare,*^ 

He  worked  with  all  his  might  and  main. 
Yet  now  he  chirped  with  some  misgiving, 

**  Shoot  me  if  I  know  what  I  gain, 
There  does  not  seem  much  use  in  living." 

Soon  after  this  the  bird  and  fish 
Were  slain  by  old,  rdentleis  foes. 

When  death  was  near,  each  seemed  to  wish 
To  keep  his  life— why,  no  one  knows. 


The  bird  was  knocked  upon  the  head— 
A  crack  no  gluing  could  repair ; 

The  oyster  rudely  dragged  from  oed. 
Died  from  exposuro  to  the  air. 

They  helped  in  one  great  work,  at  least. 
To  make  some  greedy  beings  fat ; 

The  oyster  graced  a  City  feast, 
The  bird  was  eaten  by  the  cat. 


Thus,  though  they  led  such  different  lives, 
One    fat    from    sloth,    from   work    one 
thinner. 

Their  end  was  that  for  which  man  strives, 
And  mostly  ends  his  days  with— dinner ! 


VERSES  TO  THE  WEATHER  MAIDEH. 

Ladt,  the  best  and  brightest  of  the  sex, 
Whose  smile  we  value,  and  whose  frown 
we  fear, 
Let  me  proclaim  the  miseries  that  vex 
The  numerous  throng  who  all  esteem  you 

dear* 
'Tis  not  tnat  you  habituaUy  appear 
Serenely  contemplating  the  Atl  mtio 

In  raiment  which,  if  fa^hicnible  here. 
Would  greatly  shock  the  properly  pedantic. 
Make  Glasgow  green  with  rage,  and  Mrs. 
Gbundt  frantic ; 

Your  olassioal  costume  a  true  delight  is 
To  all  who  study  you  from  day  to  day, 
And  even  if  it  hastens  on  bronohitis 
It  serves  your  graceful  flgure  to  display : 
But  now  your  thousand  fond  admirers 
pray 
Amid  the  tumult  of  the  London  tra£So 

And  in  each  rural  unfrequented  way — 
**  0   weatiier-goddess,    look    with    smile 
seraphic 
And  prophesy  *  Set  Fair  *  ^rithin  the  Daily 
Graphic!" 

Too  long,  too  long,  each  worshipper  relates, 

You've  told  of  woe  with  melancholy 

glance, 

Predicted    new    •'depresions "   from   the 

States, 

Or  **  Y-shaped  cyclones  "  nearing  us  from 

France ; 
Our  summer  flies,  oh,  herald  the  advance 
Of  decent  weather  ere  its  course  be  ended, 
Put  your    umbrella   down,  and   if   by 
chance 
PifiCATOE  grumble,  let  him  go  unfriended. 
Heed   not  his    selflah  moan,    but   give  ub 
sunshine  splendid ! 

Oar  confidence  towards  you  never  flinches, 
Let  others  be  unceasingly  emploved 

In  working  out  the  barometric  inones. 
Or  tapping  at  the  fickle  aneroid. 
Wet  bulb  and  dry  we  equally  avoid. 

In  Tou,  and  you  alone,  our  hopes  remain. 
Then  be  not  br  our  forwardness  annoyed. 

Nor  let  our  sappiications  rise  in  vain,— 
Oh,  Daily  Graphic  maid,  smile,  smile  on  ns 
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THE  YELLOW  RIDINC-NABIT. 

Chako,  he  had  a  yellowjaoket 
Fittinff  rathermce  and  slick ; 
When  the  garment  got  the 
saok,  it  [riok ; 

Made  him   Bimj)l7  deathly 
And  he  swore,  with  objurga- 
tions, [hung— 
It  was  due — or  he  'd  be 
To  the  fiendish  machinations 
Of  a  man  who  rhymed  with 
Bung. 

But  his  lord  in  mild,  celestial, 

Manner  moralised  and  said— 
**  There  are  other  really  bestial 

Things  I  might  have  done 

instead ;  [tied  you 

Might,  in  point  of  fact,  have 

To  a  poplar  with  a  splice. 
And  explicitly  denied  you 

Every  claim  to  Paradise. 

Nay,  I  even  wondered  whether 

I  should  play  another  card, 
And  reduce  your  dorsal  tether 

By  a  matter  of  a  yard ; 
Or  curtail  your  nether  raiment, 

(This   I   waived  as  rather 
coarse») 
Or  appropriate  your  payment 

As  a  marshal  of  the  fores. 

But  I  gave  you  just  a  gentle. 

If  humiliating,  shock. 
Much  as  any  Occidental 

Castigates  the  erring  jock, 
Who  in  place  of  f  redy  plug- 
SrinfiT 

At  a  reasonable  rate, 
By  irregularly  lugging 

Lets  a  rival  take  the  plate. 


PEARLS  BEFORE  SWINE. 

Ths  Fiear,  "What  do  toit  think  of  that  Bubgundy?     It's  the 
LAST  Bottle  of  some  the  dear  Bishop  gave  me.    It  cost  him  Eiqhtemx 

SHILUNOa  A  BOTTLB I  " 

The  Mcy'or.  **Veby  nice  1    Bit  I  should  ji'st  like  tou  to  tby  some 
/  GAVE  Twelve  Shilunqs  a  Dozen  for!" 


Thus  I  delicately  hinted 

It  was  time  to  jog  your  gee; 
And  the  proper  view  is  printed, 

In  the  pagan  P.  M,  G,, 
Namely,  that  you  might  be 
ohary 

Of  a  deal  of  sultry  dirt, 
And  do  better  in  an  airy 

Waistcoat    with   a  eotton 
shirt. 

Doubtless  habits  have  a  lot  to 
Do  with  character  as  sudi, 
Yet  the    prophet  warns  u 
not  to 
Trust  in  oolonr  verv  mndi ; 
And  indeed  your  yE^low  cos- 
tard ' 
Came  to  smack  of  rottefij 
cheese,                         ' 
Since  they  took  to  mikirgi 
mustard                     | 
Books  and  Astersover-seas.*'  i 


Noble  Half  Hundred!!! 

*  *  We  mean  to  keep  our  EmpiR 
intheEast!^ 
So  sang  the  mmio  halliwitli 
noisy  nous. 
Well,  one  thing  now  is  rery 
dear  at  least. 
Our  Empire  in  the  East  can't 
keep — a  House ! 
Is   our    Indian    Ooveroment 
fairly  oheap  ?  men  ask 
Are   Anglo-Indian  rulers 
wise  and  thrifty? 
The  Commons  meet  to  tackle 
that  big  task. 
And  FowLEB*8   speech  is 
listened  to  hy— Fifty! 


EOBEET  AT  QRINNIDGE. 

How  werry  pirtioklar  sum  people  is  in  bavin?  it  ad  wertised  where 
they  have  gone  to  to  spend  their  summer  holliday.  I  wunoe  saw  it 
stated,  sum  years  ago,  that  the  Markia  of  So&lsbebbt  had  gone  with 
the  Marchoness  to  Dee^,  I  think  it  was,  and  then  foflered  the 
sti^ffermg  annownoement  that  Mr.  Deputy  Muggins 
and  Mrs.  Muggdts  was  a  spending  a  hole  week  at 
Gravesend  I  I  'm  a  having  mine  at  Grinnidge,  and 
had  the  honner  last  week  of  waiting  upon  the 
Ministerial  Gents  from  Westminst^,  and  a  werry 
jowial  lot  of  Gents  they  suttenly  seems  to  be. 

I  likes  Grinnidge  somehow ;  it  brings  back  to  fond 
memmory  the  appy  days  when  I  fust  preposed  to  my 
Misses  BoBBBT  in  Grinnidge  Park,  and  won  from  her 
blushing  lips  a  fond  awowal  of  her  loving  detachment 
for  me  I 

Ah!   them   was  appy   days,    them   was,    and 

never  oums  more  than  wunoe  to  us ;  no,  not  ewen 

in  Grinnidge  Park. 

I  'm  told  as  how  as  Appy  Amsted  is  not  at  all  a  bad  plaoe  for  this 

sort  of  thing;  but  I  cannot   speak  from   werry  much  pussonal 

xperience  there  myself. 

Having  a  nour  or  two  to  spare  before  the  Westminster  Dinner,  I 
took  a  strol  in  the  buUf ul  Park.  Not  quite  the  place  for  adwenters, 
but  I  had  a  little  one  there  on  that  werry  particklar  day  as  I  shant 
soon  forget. 

I  was  a  setting  down  werry  oumferal  on  a  nice  cumferal  seat,  when 
a  nice  looking  Lady  came  up  to  me,  and  setting  herself  down  beside 
me  asked  me  wery  quietly  if  I  ooud  lend  her  such  a  thing  as  harf  a 
crown!  I  was  that  estonished  that  I  ardly  knew  what  to  say, 
when  to  mv  great  suiprise  she  bust  out  a  crying,  and  told  me  as 
how  as  she  nad  bin  robbed,  and  had  not  a  pennv  to  take  her  home 
to  London !  What  on  airth  coud  I  do  P  i  couon't  say  as  I  hadn*t 
no  harf  crown  coz  I  had  one,  and  I  camt  werry  well  teU  a  hun- 
blushing  lie  coz  I  allers  blushes  if  I  tries  one,  so  I  said  as  how  sis  it 
was  the  only  one  as  I  had,  and  so  I  hoped  as  she  woud  return  it  to 
me  to-morrow,  and  I  told  her  my  adress,  when  she  suddenly  threw 
her  arms  round  my  neck  and  aeshally  kist  me,  and  then  got  up 
and  ran  away !  and  I  have  lived  ever  since  in  a  dredf  nl  state  ot 
dowt  and  unsertenty  for  fear  as  she  shoud  call  when  I  was  out 
and  tell  Mrs.  Robebt  the  hole  partioklers  I  and  ewen  expect  her  to 
believe  it  I  Robkbt. 


THE  NEXT  WAIL 

{Fragment/rom  a  Romance  of  the  Fuiure,) 

The  successful  General,  after  winning  the  great  victory,  acted 
with  decision.  He  cut  all  the  telegraph  wires  with  his  ownliaods, 
until  there  was  but  one  left  in  the  camp— that  which  had  its  outlet 
in  his  own  tent.  He  called  for  the  special  cor- 
respondents. They  came  reluctantly,  writing 
in  their  note-books  as  they  approached  him. 

**  Gentlemen  "  said  he,  with  polite  severity, 
**  I  have  no  wish  to  deal  harshly  with  the  Press. 
I  am  fully  aware  of  the  services  it  does  to  the 
country.  But,  gentlemen,  I  have  a  duty  to 
perform.  I  cannot  allow  you  to  commumcate 
to  your  respective  editors  the  glorious  result  of 
this  day's  fighting.  For  a  couple  of  hours  you 
must  be  satisfied  to  restrain  your  impatience." 

**  It  will  yet  be  in  time  for  the  hve  o'clock 
edition,"  murmured  one  of  the  scribes.  i*' 

**  And  I  shall  be  able  to  get  it  into  the  \ 
Special,"  murmured  another.  ^  1' 

Then  the  General  bowed  and  retired  to  his  I 
own  tent.    At  last  he  was  alone.    Over  the  re-  ^y 
ceiver  to  the  telephone  was  a  board  inscribed  > 
with   various  numbers,  with  names  attached  ,,  . 

thereto.  He  saw  that  114  stood  for  **  Wife,"  12,017  for  "Mothtf- 
in-law  "  and  10  for  *  *  Junior  United  Service  Qub.^'  But  he  selected 
none  of  these.  i 

"No.  7,"  he  cried,  suddenly  applying  his  lips  to  the  reoarer  m 
ringing  up,  **  are  you  there  ?  " 

*^  Why,  certainly ;  what  shall  I  do  ? "  ,      .  , 

*•  Why,  buy  30.000  Consols  for  me,"  was  the  prompt  reply-  ff 
then  the  General  a  few  minutes  later  added,  *'  Have  you  done  it. 

**  I  have— for  the  next  account."  ^ 

And  then  the  warrior  smiled  and  released  the  Press-men.  Aiji 
more,  he  ordered  the  tel^raph  wires  to  be  repaired.  All  ^JJ 
and  satisfaction.  The  glorious  news  was  fliuhed  in  •.  "*°2?^ 
different  directions.  The  name  of  the  general  received  unme(i»^ 
immortality.  ^^^ 

And  the  neat  commander  was  more  than  satisfied.  His  torw 
was  assured.  Before  allowing  the  news  to  be  spread  ^^'^'^^J?^ 
taken  the  precaution  to  do  a  preUmiHary  deal  with  his  stookto**- 
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AH  ALPIKE  BAILWAT. 

Abomtnabls  work  of  man, 
Defacing  nature  where  he  can 

With  en^neeringr ; 
On  plain  or  hill  he  neyer  fails 
To  ran  his  execrable  rails ; 
Golds,  dirt,  smoke,  passengers 
and  mails, 

At  once  appearing. 

To  Alpine  summits  daily  go 
The  locomotives  to  and  fro. 

What  desecration  I 
Where    playfiil    kids     once 

blithely  skipped. 
Where  rostic  goatherds  gaily 

tripped. 
Where  dnmsv  dlmbers  aome- 

times  slipped. 
He  builds  a  station. 

Up  there,  where  once  upcm  a 

time  [would  climb 

Determined    mountaineers 

To  some  far  chdlet  ; 
Up  there,  above  the  carved 
wood  toys,  [boys 

Above  the  bcirgars,  and  the 
Who  play  the  Itanz  des  Vaches 
—such  noise 
Down  in  the  Thai,  eh? 

Up  there  at  sunset,  rosy  red, 
And  sunrise— if  you  're  out  of 
bed— 

You  see  the  summit, 
Msjestic,  high  above  the  vale. 
It  is  not  difficult  to  scale — 
The  fattest  folk  can  go  by  rail 

To  overcome  it. 

For  nothing,  one  may  often 

hear. 
Is  sacred  to  the  engineer ; 
He's  much  too  clever. 
Well,  I  must  hurry  on  again. 
That  mountain  summit  to  at- 
tain, [train. 
Oood-bve.    I  'm  going  by  the 
I  climb  it?    Never! 


"FAR   FROM  THE   MADDING   CROWD." 

Tourist  from  London  {to  young  local  Minister),  **  How  quist  ako  psackful 

IT  SSKM S  BIBB  1  " 

Minister,  "Eh,  FanND,  rr   seems   peacepu',     Wha   wad   thihk   we 

WERE  WITHIN  SbVES  MiLES  O*  PeRBLIS  1 " 


AS  ASOLO-BTISSlAN 
ECHO. 

[At  Baku,  on  the  Csipian,  a 
Society  ha«  been  formed  to 
abolish  hand-shakiDg  and  kiening, 
on  the  ground  that  bacilli  are 
propagated  by  luch  personal 
contact.  The  ladiea,  however, 
have  protests  agaioat  this  to 
the  Oovemor-GeneraL 

Dail^  TehgraphJ] 

Baxtj  is  apUce  that  is  pretty 

well  Gmmdyfied, 
Where  the  good  folks  have  aU 

frolic  and  fnn  defied, 
Where  I  'd  be  shnnned,  if 

rd 

Play  at  Whit-Mondayfied 
Games  snch  as  ** Catch-can" 
and  Kiss-in-the-ring  I 

For  the  greybeards,  it  seems, 

of     this    naptha-metio- 

nolis 
(Really,  their  reason  abont  to 

o*ertopple  is) 
All  o*er  the  shop  *11  hiss. 
Hollering.  **  Stop !  Poliee  I 
Hi,  there!  hand-shaking  the 

mischief  will  bring  ! " 

And  kissing,  they  think,  only 

lesds  to  diphtheria- 
Well,  I  should  say,  snoh  a 

dread  of  bacteria 
Quite  beyond  query,  a- 
-monnts  to  hysteria ! 
No,  it  won't  •*  wash  "—they 
don't  either,  I  fear  I 

But  SoKiA  and  Oloa.  and  V^ba 
are  mutinous. 

Rightly,  I  think,  at  snch  non- 
sense o^erscrutinous. 

**  This  rot  take  root  in  us  ? 

No,  keep  salutin'  us  I " 

Echo  our  Mabels  and  Mauds 
over  here  I 


ESSENCE   OF   PARLIAMENT. 

EXTBACTED  FROM  THB  DIART  OF  TOBT,  M.P. 

House  of  Lords,  Monday^  Auaust  13. — Sorry  I  didn't  hear  the 
Duke  of  Abotll.  Have  been  told  ne  is  one  of  iioest  orators  in  House ; 
a  type  of  the  antique ;  sometlunff  to  be  cherished  and  honoured. 

"Were  you  ever,"  Saek  asked,  **  at  Oban  when  the  games  were 
golag  on?  Very  well  then,  you  would  see  the  contest  among  the 
pipers.  You  have  watched  them  strutting  up  and  down  with  head 
thrown  back,  toes  turned  out,  cheeks  extended,  and  high  notes  thrill- 
ing through  the  shrinking  air.  There  you  have  Duke  of  Asotll— 
Ood  bless  nim  I — addressing  House  of  Lords.  He  is  not  one  piper, 
bat  many.  As  he  proceeds,  intoxicated  with  sound  of  his  own  voice, 
ecstatic  in  deamess  of  his  own  vision,  he  competes  with  himself  as 
the  pipers  stmgffle  with  each  other  until  at  last  he  has,  in  a  Parlia- 
mentary sense  of  course^  swollen  to  such  a  size  that  there  is  no  room 
in  the  stately  chamber  for  other  Peers.  Nothing  and  nobody  left  but 
His  Orace  the  Duke  of  AseTLL.  Towards  end  of  sixty  minutes 
speotade  bejgins  to  pall  on  wearied  senses ;  but  to  begin  with,  it  is 
almost  subhme.  For  thirbr-two  years,  he  told  Rosibebt  just  now, 
he  had  sat  on  the  opposite  oenches,  a  Member  of  the  Liberal  Party. 
He  sat  elsewhere  now,  but  why  P  Because  he  was  the  Liberal  Party ; 
all  the  rest  like  sheep  had  gone  astray.  Pretty  to  see  the  Maekisb 
with  blushing  head  downcast  when  Abotll  turned  round  to  him  and, 
with  patroninng  tone  and  manner,  hailed  him  and  his  friends  as  the 
only  party  with  whom  a  trae  Libml  might  coUoffue.  Li  some  dr- 
oumstanoes,  this  bearing  would  be  insupportably  bumptious.  Li  the 
Doke,  with  the  time  limit  hinted  at,  it  is  delightful.  He  really^  un- 
feignedly  beUerea  it  alL  Sometimet  in  the  dead  unhappy  night, 
when  the  rain  is  on  the  roof  (not  an  uncommon  thing  in  Inverary)  he 
thinks  in  sorrow  rather  than  in  anger  of  multitudes  of  men  hopelessly 
in  the  wrong ;  that  is  to  say,  m^  differ  from  his  view  on  partioular 
•nhieots  at  given  timee." 

Business  dbfi«.— Second  T^^^i«g  of  Evicted  Tenants  Bill  moved  in 
Lords. 


Tuesday,— YoT  awhile  last  niffht,  whilst  Lansdow^te  speaking, 
Clanricardr  Bat  on  rear  Cross  Bench  immediately  in  front  of  Bar 
where  mere  Commoners  are  permitted  to  stand.  Amongst  them  at 
this  moment  were  TiM  Healt,  O'Briek,  and  Sexton,  leaning  over 
rail  to  catch  Lansdowke's  remarks.  Before  them,  almost  within 
band  reach,  certoinlv  approachable  at  arm's  length  ^ith  a  gocd 
shillalegh,  was  the  bald  pate  of  the  man  who,  from  some  points  of 
view,  is  The  Irish  Question.  Clakeicabde  sat  long  unconscious  of 
the  proximity.  Sake,  not  usually  a  squeamish  person,  after  breaUi- 
lessly  watching  this  strange  suggestive  contiguity,  moved  hastily 
away.  This  is  a  land  of  kw  and  order.  Differences,  if  they  exist, 
are  settled  bjr  judicial  processes.  But  human  nature,  especially 
Celtic  nature,  is  weak.  The  bald  pate  rested  so  conveniently  on  the 
edfre  of  the  bench.  It  was  so  near ;  it  had  schemed  so  much  for  the 
uadoing  of  hapless  friends  in  IreUmd.    What  if  *  *  * 

To-night  Clanricabde  instinctively  moved  away  from  this 
locality.  Discovered  on  back  bench  below  ffangway^  from  which  safe 
quarter  he  deliTered  speech,  showing  how  Dlessed  is  the  lot  of  the 
hght-hearted  peasant  on  what  he  called  **  my  campaign  estates." 

The  Mareiss  and  Clakricabdi  rose  together.  It  was  ten  o'clock, 
the  hour  appointed  for  Leader  of  Opposition  to  interpose;  in  anticipa- 
tion of  that  event  the  House  crowded  from  floor  to  side  galleries  gar- 
landed with  fair  ladies.  Privy  Councillors  iostled  each  other  on  steps  of 
Throne ;  at  the  Bar  stood  the  Commons  closely  packed ;  Tm  Healt, 
anxious  not  again  to  be  led  into  temptation,  deserted  this  quarter ; 
surveyed  scene  from  end  of  Galleij  over  the  Bar.  The  MASKin 
stood  for  a  moment  at  the  table  manifestly  surprised  that  any  should 
question  his  right  to  speak.  Accordinjg  to  Plan  of  Campaign  prepared. 
beforehand  by  Wliips  now  was  Ids  time ;  Ro6EBXBT  to  xoUow ;  and 
Division  taken  so  as  to  dear  House  before  midnight.  CLAinucABDi 
recks  little  of  Plans  of  Campaign :  stood  his  ground  and  finally 
e\nct«d  the  Mark  188;  cast  him  out  by  the  roadside  with  no  other 
compensation  than  the  sympathy  of  Hajjbbxtbt  and  of  Rutlasd,  who 
sat  on  either  side  of  him. 

When  opportunity  M~     '    "   "oas  rote  to  it.    Speeeh  delightful 
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to  hear;  every  sentence  a  lesson  in  style. 
Hard  task  for  youn^  Premier  to  follow  so  old 
and  so  perfect  a  Parliamentary  hand.  Makkiss 
spoke  to  enthusiast  icallv  fnendlv  audience. 
RosEBEBY  recognised  in  himself  therepresen- 
tatiye  of  miserable  minority  of  thirty ;  un- 
daunted, undismayed,  he  played  lightly  with 
the  jx)naerous  personalities  of  Abotll,  and 
looking  beyond  the  heads  of  the  crowd  of  idly 
indifferent  Peers  before  him,  seemed  to  see 
the  multitude  in  the  street,  and  to  hear  the 
murmur  of  angry  voices. 

Buainfsa  done, — Lords  throw  out  Evicted 
Tenants  Bill  by  249  votes  against  30. 

Thunday^  Midnight,— Spent  reBttvl  even- 
ing with  Indian  Budf^et.  There  is  nothing 
exceeds  indignation  with  which  Members  re- 
sent postponement  of  opportunity  to  consider 
Indian  Budget,  except  the  unanimity  with 
which  they  stop  away  when  it  is  presented. 
Number  present  during  Fowler* s  masterly 
exposition  not  equal  to  one  per  ten  million  of 
the  population  concerned.  Later,  Chaplin 
endeavoured  to  raise  drooping  spirits  by  few 
remarks  on  bi-metollism.  Success  only  par- 
tial. Clabk  did  much  better.  Genially 
began  evening  by  accusing  Squibs  of  Mal- 
wooD  of  humbuggiog  House.  That  worth  at 
least  a  dozen  votes  to  Government  in  Division 
that  followed.  Tm  Healt,  who  can't  abear 
strong  language,  was  one  who  meant  to  vote 
against  proposal  to  take  remaining  time  of 
Session  for  Ministers.  After  Clabk's  speech, 
voted  with  and  for  the  SQtJiBE. 

Clabk  closed  pleasant  evening  by  insisting 
on  Division  upon  Statute  Law  Ilevision  Bill 
running  through  Committee. 

**Will  the  hon.  Member  name  a  teller," 
said  Chairman,  blandly. 

"  Mr.  CoNTBEAHE,"  responded  Clabk,  in- 
stinctively thinking  of  Member  for  Camborne 
as  most  likely  to  help  in  the  job  he  had  in 
hand. 

But  Contbeabe  is  a  reformed  character. 
Even  at  his  worst  must  draw  line  somewhere. 
Drew  it  sharply  at  Clahk.  Appeared  as  if 
game  was  up.  On  the  oontraij  it  was  Wehu 
Deliberatelv  fixing  a  pair  of  cantankerous 
pince-nez  that  seem  to  be  in  chronic  condition 
of  strike,  Weib  gazed  round  angered  Com- 
mittee. With  slowest  enunciation  in  pro- 
foundest  chest  notes  he  said,  *'  I  will  tell  with 
the  hon.  Member." 

Committee  roared  with  anguished  despair  * 
but,  since  nrocedure  in  case  of  frivolous  and 
vexatious  DiTidon  seems  forgotten  by  Chair, 
no  help  for  it.  If  there  are  two  Members  to 
"tell,^  House  must  be  '*told."  But  there 
tyranny  of  two  ceases.  You  may  take  horse 
to  water  but  cannot  make  him  drink. 
Similiarlv  you  may  divide  House,  but  cannot 
compel  Members  to  vote  with  you.  Thus  it 
came  to  pass  that  after  Division  Clabk  and 
Weib  marched  up  to  table  with  confession 
that  thej;  had  not  taken  a  single  man  into  the 
Lobby  with  them.  They  had  told,  but  they 
had  nothing  to  tell. 

**  They  're  worse  off  by  a  moiety  than  the 
Squire  in  the  Canterbury  Tales,*^  said  Sabk— 
"  Him  wbo  left  half  told 
The  story  of  Combuecan  bold." 

**  Tes,  poor  needy  Knife-grinders,"  said  the 
other  Squibe  ;  **  ii  they  M  only  thought  of  it 
when  a^ked  by  the  Clerk,  *  How  many  ?  *  they 
might  have  answered,  *  Members,  ucd  bless 
you,  we  have  none  to  telL' " 

Business  done.— Indian  Budget  through 
Committee. 

J^*M/aj^.— Something  notable  in  question 
addressed  by  Bbtk  Robebts  to  Hoke  Secbz- 
tabt.  Wants  to  know  '*  whether  he  is  aware 
that  the  Mr.  Williams,  the  recently  appointed 
assistant  inspector,  who  is  said  to  have  worked 
at  an  open  quarry,  never  worked  at  the  rock 
but  simply,  when  a  young  man,  used  to  pick 


up  slabs  cast  aside  by  the  regular  quarrymen, 
and  split  them  into  slates;  and  that,  erer 
since^  ne  has  been  engaged  as  a  pupil  teacher 
and  a  schoolmaster,^' 

Shall  put  notice  on  paper  to  ask  Bettt 
Robebts  whether  the  sequence  therein  set 
forth  is  usual  in  Wales,  and  whether  picking 
up  slabs  and  splitting  them  into  slates  is  the 
customary  pataway  to  pupil  teachership. 

Long  night  in  Conunittee  of  Supply ;  fair 

S ogress  in  spite  of  Weib  and  Clabk.  Tim 
EALT  sprang  ambush  on  House  of  Lords: 
moved  to  stop  supplies  for  meeting  their  house- 
hold expenses.  JNearly  carried  proposal,  too. 
Vote  sanctioned  by  majority  of  nine,  and  these 
drawn  from  Opposition. 
Business  done,—  Supply. 


A  HAWARDEN  PASTORAL; 

Or,  The  Grand  Old  Georgie, 

["  The  whole  care  of  poultry,  the  production  of 
eggs,  care  of  bees,  and  the  manufacture  of  butter 
—of  it»«»lf  a  moat  important  branch  of  commerce  — 
are  really  included  within  the  purposes  of  thin 
little  institution." — Mr,  GUuUtone  tm  **  Small 
Culture,**  at  (he  Hauardett  jigricuUural  and 
Horticttlfmal  Fete,  August  14, 189k] 


0,  O,  Melibceus  sings  .— 
What  am  I  piping  about  to-day  ? 

Butter^  and  eggs,  and  the  care  of  bees  ! 
What  shall  I  praise  in  my  pastoral  way  ? 

Butter,  and  eggn,  and  the  care  of  bees  ! 
Here  I  am,  smiUng,  afar  from  strife, 
(Indifferent  substitute,  true,  for  my  wife  !) 
Discussing,  as  though  they  'd  absorbed  my  life: 

Butter,  and  eggs,  and  the  care  of  bees  ! 

A  Georgie,  my  lads,  is  my  task  this  time. 

Butter,  and  eggs,  and  the  care  of  bees  ! 
HoHACE  I  've  Englished  in  so-so  rhyme. 

Butter,  and  eggs,  and  the  care  of  bees  ! 
To-day  I  am  in  a  Yirgilian  vein, 
My  pastoral  ardour  I  cannot  restrain ; 
And  so  I  will  sing,  like  some  Mantusn  swain. 

Butter,  and  eggs,  and  the  care  of  bees  ! 

Home  Role  ?    Dear  me,  no !    Not  at  all  in  the 
mood! 
Butter,  and  eggs,  and  the  care  of  bees  ! 
(Though  Irish  butter,  you  know,  U  good.) 
Butter,  and  eggs,  and  the  care  of  bees  ! 
I  hear  they're  yet  wrangling  down  West- 
minster way ; 
The  '*  Busy  B's  "  there  are  still  having  their 
say.  [lay. 

Now  the  care  of  those  B's—but  that  is  not  my 
Butter,  and  eggs,  and  the  care  of  bees! 

**  The  frugal  bee,"  (as  the  Mantuan  sings). 
Butter,  and  eggs,  and  the  care  of  bees  ! 

Is  valued  for  honey,  and  not  for  stings, 
Butter,  and  eggs,  and  the  care  of  bees  ! 

Poor  HARCOUErs  hive  has  a  good  many 
drones  J  [Uiat  groans? 

And  more  sting  than  honey.    Eh!    Who's 

Well,  well,  let  me  sing,  in  melliflaous  tones, 
Butter,  and  eggs,  and  the  care  of  bees! 


The  ladies  have  taken  to  speeches  of  late,     , 
Butter,  and  eggs,  and  the  care  of  beet!     \ 

Serious  matter,  dear  friends, — ^for  the  State!  i 
Butter,  and  eggs,  and  the  care  of  beet! 

On  Female  Suffrage  I  hardly  dote. 

Bat  ladies  may  speak,  whue  they  have  not  i 
the  vote.—  I 

Beg  pardon!    That's  hardly   the  pastml 
note ! 
Butter,  and  eggs,  and  the  care  ofbesi !     I 

Not  only  to  flowers  we  look^  l>ut  fruits ; 

Butter,  and  eggs,  and  the  care  of  beet ! 
Nay,  not  to  them  only,  but  also  to  roots.       t 

Butter,  and  eggs,  and  the  care  of  beet!     \ 
The  root  of  the  matter,  in  Iridi  affairs, 
Of  course  is  Home  Rule — ^bnt  there,  aobodj  | 

cares 
For  such  subjects  here  I    Lef  a  sing  podlr;.  | 
and  pears,  > 

Butter,  and  eggs,  and  the  care  of  beet!     > 

This  **  little  culture  **  's  the  liieme  Td  tooci ! 

Butter,  and  eggs,  and  the  care  of  bees! 

(Tories   pooh-pooh   it! — they've   none  too' 

much ! )  ' 

Butter,  and  eggs,  and  the  care  of  beet!     i 

But  **  mickles  "  soon  merge  into  **  mn^la" 

you  know. 
And  from  *' little  cultures"  big  aggregttf^l 
grow.  I 

Jtt^t  as  small  majorities— Woa,  there,  woa!- , 
Butter,  and  eggs,  and  the  care  of  beet ! 

Hawarden's  example  wiU  do  much  good,—    , 
Butter,  and  eggs,  and  the  care  of  beet !     I 

Nay,  friends,  I  am  not  in  a  militant  mood,—  { 
Butter,  and  eggs,  and  the  care  of  beet!     . 

S)  I  don't  mean  mine,  but  your  own  example. ! 

The  powers  of  the  soil  are   abundant  uuli 
ample; 

Fcm'U  teach  men    to  furnish— and  np  tc 
sample — 
Butter,  and  eggs,  and  the  care  of  bees! 


I'm  a  little  bit  tired—in  a  physical 

Butter,  and  eggs,  and  the  care  of  beet ! 
But  my  pieasiure  in  pastoral  things  U  immense, 

Butter,  and  eags,  and  the  care  of  beet! 

My  Georgie  to-aay  I  must  cut  short,  I  fw, 

But— if  jou  desire— and  we  're  all  of  us  here,  i 

I  may  give  you  a  much  longer  Edogue-next  I 

year!  I 

Butter,  and  eggs,  and  the  care  of  beet !     I 


RHYME  TO  ROSEBERY. 

(On  his  Bevival  of  the  Afinistenal  IFkHtkU 
THnner  at  the  **Ship,'*  Greenwich,  fid- 
nesday,  August  15,  1894.) 
Good.Pbihbose!    If  not  a  fanatical**  Saint," 

At  least  you  're  a  genial  **  Sinner." 
At  the  thought  of  a  Race-— and  a  Win— yw 
won*t  faint, 
Nor  squirm  at  a  loss— with  a  Dinner! 
Plndc,  patience,  and  cheer  make  good  States- 
manlike form.  .  , 
We  trust  that  you  relished  the  trip,  Sir. 
If  not— ye^— **  the  Pilot  who  wcathend  tke 
Storm," 
You'ro  the  Skipper   who   stuck  by  Iw 
"Ship,"  Sir  1 


The  Old  (Parliamentary)  Adam. 
(Oi%  the  Eve  tf  Prerogetion,) 
Would-be  Abdiel  (M,P.)  loquitur  r- 
With  rest-thirst  and  holiday-yearning  to 

I  stnve,  out  in  August  begin  to  despair. 

I  pity  poor  Evb  with  Uie  thirst  at  her  thnw^' 

Though  what  tempted  her  was  asnskeaodiB 


apple, 
My  lures  are 


abraoe"and4i"p«r/' 


y  a  brace"  and-a  " 

LiOOgle 


Diyiii^od  by 


SCFTBMBER   1,    1894.] 
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!i"  CONTRIBUTIONS   THANKFULLY   RKiEiVED." 

Lardy-Dardy  Swell  [who  is  uncertain  as  to  the  age  of  Inginue  he  is 
addxessvig),  '*  You  'be  ooiko  to  oivb  a  Ball.    Will  tou  permit 

MB  TO  SEKD    TOU  A  BoUQUET  ?     AnD  18  THEBB  AITTTHINO  ELSE  TOU 
WOULD  LIKE  ?  " 

Ifig^ve.    "0,  THANKS  1    The  Bouquet  would  be  deliqbtful! 
and" — [hesitating,  then  after  some  consideration}—** I  'm  sure  Mamma 

WOULD  LIKE  THE  ICES  AND  SPONOE  CaKBS  1  " 


THE  TALE  OF  TWO  TELEQEAMS. 

ANOTHER  DOLLT  DIALOGUE. 

[By  St,  Anthony  Hope  Carter,) 

The  redeeminR  feature  of  the  morning  batch  of  letters  was  a  short 
note  from  Lady  Micklehav.  Her  ladyship  (and  Archie)  had  come 
back  to  town,  and  the  note  was  to  say  that  i  might  call,  in  fact  that 
I  was  to  call,  that  afternoon.  It  so  happened  that  I  had  two  en^^e- 
ments,  whien  seemed  to  make  that  impossible,  but  I  spent  a  shilhng 
in  telegrams,  and  at  4.30  (the  hour  Dollt  had  named)  was  duly 
ringing  at  the  Mickleham  town  mansion. 

**  I  'm  delighted  you  were  able  to  come,"  was  Dollt's  greeting. 

**  I  wasn't  able,''  I  said ;  **  but  I  We  no  doubt  that  what  I  said  in 
the  two  telegrams  which  brought  me  here  will  be  put  down  to  your 
account." 

*'No  one  expects  truth  in  a  telegram.  The  Post-Offioe  people 
themselves  wouldn't  like  it." 

DoLLT  was  certainly  looking  at  her  very  best.  Her  dimples 
(everybody  has  heard  of  Dollt'b  Dimples—or  is  it  Dolly  Dimflb  ; 
but  after  all  it  doesn't  matter)  were  as  delightful  as  ever.  I  was 
just  hesitating  as  to  my  next  move  in  the  Dialogue,  which  I  badly 
wanted,  for  I  had  promised  my  editor  one  by  the  middle  of  next 
week.  The  choice  lay  between  the  dimples  and  a  remark  that  life 
was,  after  all,  only  one  prolonged  telegram.  Just  at  that  moment  I 
noticed  for  the  iirst  time  that  we  were  not  alone. 

Now  that  was  distinctly  exasperating,  and  an  unwarrantable 
breach  of  an  implied  contract. 

**  Two 's  company,"  I  said,  in  a  tone  of  voice  that  was  meant  to 
indicate  something  of  what  I  felt. 

**  So 's  three,"  said  Dollt,  laughing,  **  if  the  third  doem't  count." 

**  Quod  est  demonstrandum.^^ 

**  WeU,  it's  like  this.    I  obser^-ed  that  you've  already  published 


twenty  or  so  '  Dolly  Dialogues.' "  (The  dimples  at  this  period  were 
ab8olutel)r  bewitching,  but  I  oontrolJled  myself.)  **  80  it  occurred  to 
me  that  it  was  my  turn  to  earn  an  honest  penny.  Allow  me  to 
introduce  you.    Mr.  Brown,  Mr.  Carter— Mr.  Carteb,  Mr.  Brown." 

I  murmured  that  any  friend  of  Lady  Micklsham*s  was  a  friend 
of  mine,  whereat  Mr.  Brown  smiled  afiably  and  handed  me  his  card, 
from  which  I  gathered  that  he  was  a  shorthand 
writer  at  some  address  in  Chanoerv  Lane.  Then 
I  understood  it  all.  I  had  exploited  Dolly. 
Dolly  was  now  engaged  in  the  process  of  ex- 
ploiting me. 

**  I  hope,"  I  obser^'ed  rather  icily,  **  that  you 
will  choose  a  respectable  paper." 

'*  You  don't  mean  that." 

**  Perhaps  not.  But  if  we  are  to  have  a 
Dialogue,  perhaps  we  might  begin.  I  have  an 
engagement  at  six." 

'*Telegr^h,  and  put  the  contents  down  to 
my  account.^' 

I  noticed  now  that  Dolly  had  a  pile  of  pa- 
pers on  her  table,  and  that  she  was  playing 
with  a  blue  pencil. 

*'  Yes,  Lady  Micxleham,"  I  said,  in  the 
provisional  way  in  which  judges  indicate  to 
counsel  that  thev  are  ready  to  proceed. 

**  Well,  I  've  oeen  reading  some  of  the  Press  Notices  of  the  Dia- 
logues, Mr.  Carter." 

I  trembled.  I  remembered  some  of  the  things  that  had  been  said 
about  Dolly  and  myself,  which  hardly  lent  themselves,  it  appeared 
to  me,  to  this  third  partv  procedure. 

*•  I  thought,"  pursued  Dolly,  **  we  might  spend  the  time  in  dis- 
cussing the  critics." 

**I  shall  be  delighted,  if  in  doing  that  we  shall  dismiss  the 
reporter." 

*  Have  you  seen  this  ?  It  'a  from  a  Sootch  paper— Scottish  P  you 
suggest— well.  Scottish.  *  The  sketches  are  both  lively  and  elegant, 
and  their  lightness  is  just  what  people  want  in  the  warm  weather.' " 

**It's  a  satisfaction  to  think  that  even  our  little  breezes  are  a 
source  of  cool  comfort  to  our  fellow-oreatures." 

**  Here 's  another  criticism.  *  It 's  a  book  which  tempts  the 
reader ' " 

**  It  must  have  been  something  vou  said." 

•*  * a  book  which  tempts  the  reader  to  peruse  from  end  to 

end  when  once  he  picks  it  up.' " 

** '  Read  at  a  Sitting :  A  Study  in  Colour.' " 

**  Please,  Mr.  Brown,  don't  take  that  down." 

**  Thank  you,  Lady  Mickleham,"  said  I.  *'  Litera  scripta  manet'^ 

*'  Tou  are  not  the  Chancellor  of  the  Exchequer,  Mr.  Carter,  and 
you  must  break  yourself  of  the  habit." 

"The  next  cutting?" 

•*  The  next  says,  *  For  Mr.  Carter,  the  hero  or  reporter ' " 

**  It 's  a  calumny.    I  don't  know  a  single  shorthand  symbol." 

•*Let  me  go  on.  *  Reporter  of  these  polite  conversations,  we 
confess  we  have  no  particular  liking.' " 

**  If  you  assure  me  you  did  not  write  this  yourself,  Lady  Mickle- 
ham, Icare  not  who  aid." 

*'That,  Mr.  Brown,"  said  Dolly,  in  a  most  becoming  frown, 
**  must  on  no  account  go  down." 

**When  you  have  nnished  intimidating  the  Press,  perhaps  you 
will  iinish  the  extract." 

'*  *  His  cynicism,' "  she  read,  **  *  is  too  strained  to  commend  him  to 
ordinary  mortals '  " 

**  No  one  would  ever  accuse  you  of  being  in  that  category." 

•** but  his  wit  is  undeniable,  and  his  impudence  delicious.' 

Well,  Mr.  Carter?" 

**  I  should  like  the  extract  concluded."  I  knew  the  next  sentence 
oommenced— '*  As  for  Dolly,  Lady  Mickleham,  she  outdoes  all  the 
revolted  daughters  of  feminine  Hction." 

Then  an  annoying  thing  happened.  Archie's  voice  was  heard, 
saying,  "Dolly,  haven't  tou  finished  that  Dialoipe  yet?  We 
ought  to  dress  for  dinner.    It  '11  take  us  an  hour  to  drive  there." 

So  it  had  been  all  arranged,  and  Archie  knew  for  what  I  had  been 
summoned. 

Yet  there  are  compensations.  Dolly  sent  the  Dialogue  to  the  only 
paper  which  I  happen  to  edit.  I  regretfully  declined  it.  But  the 
fact  that  she  sent  it  may  possibly  explain  why  I  have  found  it  so 
easy  to  give  this  account  of  what  happened  on  that  afternoon  when 
I  sent  the  two  telegrams. 


The  Ory  of  Chaos. 

••  Vive  V Anarchic  f  "—Fools  I    Chaos  shrieks  in  that  cry ! 
Did  Anarchy  live  soon  would  Anarchists  die. 
One  truth  lights  all  history,  well  understood, —  . 

Diwrdei^— like  Saturn— devours  its  own  brood.     005 1^ 
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UNEARNED   INCREMENT. 

Experienced  Jock  (during  preliminary  canter,  to  Stahle-hoy,  who  hoe  been  put  up  to  make  the  running  for  him).  **Now,  TOUKO  'UK,  AM 

SOON  AS  WS  're  off,   TOU  GO  TO  WOBK  AND  MAKK  THE  PaCB  A  HOT  'UN  1  " 

StahU-hay  {Irish).  "  Beoorra  thin  Oi  'm  tbinkij^'  it  's  meseut  rojdes  the  Race,  and  you  pockets  all  the  credit  o*  Winnin*  1 " 


''ROOM  FOR  A  BIG  ONE!'' 

[**  Mr.  Hi&BEBT  Gladstone,  si  Fint  Coxnmif- 
lioner  of  Workt,  informed  the  House  that  *no 
■eriet  of  historical  personsget  could  be  complete 
without  the  inclutioii  of  Cromwell,'  and  though 
he  had  no  sum  at  his  disposal  for  defraying  the 
cost  of  a  statue  this  year,  Sir  William  Har- 
couRT,  as  Chancellor  of  the  Exchequer,  had  pro- 
mised to  make  the  necessary  provision  in  the 
Estimates  for  next  year." —Spectator.] 

Roov  for  the  Regidde  Rmongst  our  EingrB? 

Horrible    thought,    to   set   some  bosoms 

flutteriug  I 

The  whirligig  m  time  does  bring  some  things 

To  set  the  very  Muse  of  History  muttering. 

Well  may  the  brewer*s  son,  uncouth  and 

rude. 
Murmur— in  soom— *  *  I  hope  I  don't  intrude ! " 

Boom,  between  Chables  the  fair  and  un- 

yeraoious, — 

Martyr  and  liar^madeoomely  by  Vandyke, — 

And   Chables    the    hireling,   callous   and 

salacious  ? 

Strange  for  the  sturdy  Huntingdonian  tyke 

To  stand  between  Court  spaniel  and  sleek 

hound! 
Surely  that  whirligig  halh  run  full  round ! 

Exhumed,  cast  out!— amoDg  our  Kings  set 

higk! 
(Which  were  the  true  dishonour  Noll 

might  ouestion.) 
The  sleek  false  Stuabts  well  might  shrug 

and  sigh 
Make  room— for  Aim  f    A  monstrous,  mad 

suggestion ! 
0  Bight  Divine,   most  picturesque  quaint 

craze, 
How  art  thou  fallen  upon  evil  days ! 


What  will  White  Rose  fanatics  say  to  this  P 
Stuartomaniacs  will  ye  not  come  wailing ; 
Or  fill  these  aisles  with  one  greg[ariouB  hiss 

Of  angrv  scorn,  one  howl  of  bitter  railing  ? 
To  think  that  Chablbs  the  trickster,  Chables 

thedroU, 
Should  thus  be  hob-a-nobbed  by  red-nosed 
Noll  I 

Methinks  I  hear  the  black-a- vised  one  sneer 
'*  Ods  bobs,  Sire,  this  is  what  I  've  long 
expected ! 
If  they  had  him,  and  not  his  statue,  here 
Some   other   *  baubles '    might    be    soon 
ejected. 
Dark  Stbaffobi)— I  mean  Salisbtjbt— iw>>A< 

loose 
More  than  his  Veto,  did  he  play  the  goose. 

*'  He'd  find  perchance  that  Huntingdon  was 

stronger 
Than  Leeds  with  all  its  Programmes.   Noll 

might  vow 
That   Measure-murder    should    go    on    no 

longer ; 
And  that  Obstruction  he  would  check  and 

cow. 
Whidi  would   disturb   Macallum   Mob£*s 

comixMure ; 
The  Axe  is   yet  more  summary  than  the 

Closure  f 

*'  As  for  the  Commons— both  with  the  Bad 
*Bump' 
And   Tory   *Tail'   alike  he  might  deal 
tartly. 
He  'd  have  email  mercy  upon  prig  or  pump ; 
I  wonder  what  he  'd  think  of  B-wl-s  and 
B-btl-y  ? 
Depend  upon  it,  Noll  would  purge  the  place 
Of  much  oedde  Sir  Habbt  and  the  Mace." 


Your  Maiesties  make  room  there— for  a  Man! 

Tes,  alter  several  centuries  of  waiting, 
It  seems  that  Smug  OffidaHsm's  plan 
A  change  from  the  next  Set  sion  may  be 
dating. 
You  tell  us,  genial  Hkbbsbi  Gladstovb, 

that  you 
Maj/  find  me  funds,  next  year,  for  CboM' 
wxll's  Statue ! 

Boom  for  a  Big  One  I    Well  the  Stuabt  pair 
May  gaze  on  that  stout  shape  as  on  a 
spectre. 
Subject  for  £ngland*s  sculptors  it  is  rare 
To  find  like  that  of  England's  Great  Pro- 
tector; 
And  he  with  bigot  folly  is  imbued. 
Who  deems  that  Cbomwell's  Statute  can 
intrude! 


"OH,  YOU  WICKED  STOBY!" 

{Cry  of  the  Cockney  Street  Child.) 

Speabino  of  our  Neo-Neurotic  and  **  Per- 
sonal" Novelists,  James  Patk  says:  **None 
of  the  authors  of  these  works  are  story- 
tellers." No,  not  in  his  own  honest,  whole- 
some, stirring  sense,  certainlv.  But,  like 
other  naughty— and  nasty-minaed— children, 
they  "  tell  stories  "  in  their  own  way ;  "  great 
big  stories,"  too,  and  **  tales  out  oi  school " 
into  the  bargain.  Having,  like  the  Needy 
Knife-grinder,  no  story  (in  the  true  sense)  to 
tell,  they  tell— weU,  let  us  say,  tara-diddles ! 
Truth  is  stranger  than  even  their  fiction,  but 
it  is  not  always  so  **  smart"  or  so  **  risky  "  as 

"cal  and 
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LYRE   AND    LANCET. 

{A  Story  in  Scenes,) 

PART  IX.— THE  MAUVAIS  QUART  D'HEURE. 

Scene  XVI. — The  Chinese  Drawing  Room  at  Wyvern, 

TniE~7.50.    Lady  Cctlterin  is  alone^  glancing  over  a  written  list. 

Lady  Cantire  (entering),  Down  already,  Albikia  ?  I  thought  if  I 
made  haste  I  ahonld  get  a  qniet  chat  with  you  before  anybody  else 
oame  in.  What  is  that  paper  ?  Oh,  the  list  of  couples  for  Rctpert. 
May  I  see?  {AsljsAyQmsvBis  surrenders  it.)  My  dear,  vou're 
not  goinff  to  inflict  that  mindng  little  Piluneb  boy  on  poor  Maisde  ! 
That  reuhr  wonH  do.  At  least  let  her  have  somebody  sae  's  used  to. 
Why  not  Captain  Thickhessb  ?  He  *s  an  old  friend,  and  she 's  not  seen 
him  for  months.  I  must  alter  that,  if  you 'ye  no  objection.  (She  does,) 
And  then  you  'ye  giyen  my  poor  Poet 
to  that  Spkl WANE  girl!    Now,  irAyf  ' 

Lady  Culverin,  I  thought  she 
wouldn't  mind  putting  up  with  him 
just  for  one  evening. 

Lady  Cant,  Wouldn't  mind!  Put- 
ting up  with  him  I  And  is  that  how 
you  speak  of  a  celebrity  when  you  are 
so  fortunate  as  to  have  one  to  entertain  P 
ReaUy,  Albihia  ! 

Lady  Cult,  But,  my  dear  Rohesia, 
you  must  allow  that,  whatever  his 
talents  may  be,  he  is  not— well,  not 
qttite  one  of  Us.    Now,  m  heP 

Lady  Cant,  (blandly).  My  dear^  I 
never  neard  he  had  any  connection 
with  the  manufacture  of  chemical 
manures,  in  which  ^our  worthy  PajMi 
so  greatly  distingmshed  himself— if 
that  is  what  you  mean. 

Lady  Culv,  (with  some  increase  of 
colour).  That  is  not  what  I  meant, 
Rohesia— as  vou  know  perfectly  well. 
And  I  do  say  that  this  iCr.  Spubbell's 
manner  is  most  objectionable ;  when  he's 
not  obsequious,  he 's  horribly  familiar ! 

Lady  Cant,  (sharply).  I  have  not 
observed  it.  He  strikes  me  as  well 
enough— for  that  dass  of  person.  And 
it  is  intellect,  soul,  all  that  kind  of 
thing  that  /  value.  I  look  hehw  the 
surface,  and  I  find  a  rreat  deal  that  is 
very  original  and  onarming  in  this 
younff  man.  And  surely,  my  dear^  if 
I  Una  myself  able  to  associate  with 
him,  ffou  need  not  be  so  fastidious! 
I  consider  him  my  protSgS^  and  I  won't 
have  him  slighted.  He  Ib  far  too  good 
for  Vivien  Spelwabe  ! 

Lady  Culv,  (with  just  a  suspicion  of  -. 
maUee),  Perhaps,  Rohesia,  you  would 
like  him  to  take  you  in  ? 

Lady  Cant,  That,  of  course,  is  nuite 
out  of  the  question.  I  see  you  have 
given  me  the  Bishop— he 's  a  poor,  dry 
stick  of  a  man— never  forgets  he  was 
the  Headmaster  of  Swisham— but  he 's 
always  glad  to  meet  me,  I  freshen 
him  up  so. 

Lady  Culv.  I  really  don't  know  whom 
I  can  give  Mr.  Spubbell.    There's 
Rhoba  Cokatne,  but  she's  not  poe- 
tical, and  she'll  get  on  much  better  with  Abchie  Beabpabk.    Oh, 
I  forgot  Mrs.  Bbooke-Chattebis— she 's  sure  to  talk,  at  all  events. 

Lady  Cant,  (as  she  corrects  the  list),  A  lively,  agreeable  woman- 
she '11  amuse  him.    JVbir  you  can  give  RiTPEBT  the  list. 

[Sir  RupEBT  and  various  members  of  the  house^partt/  appear  one 
by  one ;  Lord  and  Lady  Lullinoton,  the  Bishop  of  Bib- 
CHESTEB  and  Mrs.  Rodney,  and  Mr.  and  Mrs.  EIabwakeb, 
an(^Mr.8H0BTH0BN  are  announced  at  intervals;  salutations, 
recognitions,  and  commonplaces  are  exchanged. 

Lady  Cant,  (later-^to  the  Bishop,  genially).  Ah,  my  dear 
Dr.  Rodney,  you  and  I  haven't  met  since  we  had  our  great  battle 
about— now,  was  it  the  necessity  of  throwing  open  the  Public  Schools 
to  the  lower  classes— for  whom  of  course  they  were  originally 
intended-^ar  was  it  the  failure  of  the  Church  to  reach  the  Working 
Man  P    I  really  forget. 

The  Bishop  (who  has  a  holy  horror  of  the  Countess).  I -ah— fear 
I  cannot  charge  mv  memory  so  precisely,  my  dear  Lady  Cantibe. 
We— ah  —differ  unfortunately  on  so  many  suojects.    I  trust,  how- 

T,  we  may— ah— agree  to  suspend  hostihties  on  this  occasion  ? 


**  I M  rather  a  job  to  get  these  thin^  on ;  but  they  *re  really  a 
wonderful  fit,  considering !  *' 


Lady  Cant,  (with  even  more  bonhomie).  Don't  be  too  sure  of  that. 
Bishop.  1  've  several  crows  to  pluck  with  you,  and  we  are  to  go  in 
to  dinner  together,  you  know ! 

The  Bishop,  Indeed  P  I  had  no  conception  that  sudi  a  pleasure 
was  in  store  for  me !  (To  himseff,)  This  must  be  the  nenance  for 
breaking  my  rule  of  never  dining  out  on  Saturday !  Bevere— but 
merited! 

Lady  Cant,  I  wonder.  Bishop,  if  you  have  seen  this  wonderful 
volume  of  poetry  that  everyone  is  talking  about— ^n(^rom«<fa  f 

The  Bishop  (conscientiously),  I  chanced  only  this  morning,  by 
way  of  momentary  relaxation,  to  take  up  a  journal  containing  a 
notice  of  that  work,  with  copious  extracts.  The  impression  left  on 
my  mind  was— ah— unfavourable ;  a  certain  talent,  no  doubt,  some 
felicity  of  expression*  but  a  noticeable  lack  of  the— ah— retioence. 
the  diecipline,  the— the  scholarly  touch  which  a  training  at  one  of 
our^rreat  Public  Schools  (I  forbear  to 
particularise),  and  at  a  University, 
can  alone  impart  I  was  also  pained 
to  observe  a  crude  discontent  with  the 
existing  Social  System  —  a  system 
which,  if  not  absolutely  perfect,  cannot 
be  upset  or  even  modified  without  the 
gravest  danger.  But  I  was  still  more 
distressed  to  note  in  several  passages  a 
decided  taint  of  the  morbid  sensuous- 
ness  which  renders  so  much  of  our 
modem  literature  sickly  and  unwhole- 
some. 

Lady  Cant.  All  prejudice,  my  dear 
Bishop;  whyLVOu  naven't  even  read 
the  book!  However,  the  author  is 
staying  here  now,  and  I  feel  convinced 
that  u  you  only  knew  him,  you'd 
sltBr  your  opinion.  Such  an  unas- 
suming, inoffensive  creature  I  There, 
he's  just  come  in.  I '11  call  him  over 
here. . . .  Goodness,  why  does  he  shuffle 
along  in  that  way ! 

SpurreU(meettng  Sir  Rupert).  Hope 
1  've  kept  nobody  waiting  for  m«,  &t 
Rupert.  (Confidentially,)  I'd  rather 
a  job  to  get  these  tmngs  on;  but 
they're  really  a  wonderful  fit,  con- 
sidering ! 

\^He  passes  on,  leaving  his  host 
speechless. 
Lady  Cant,  That's  right,  Mr.  Spttr- 
RXLL.  Come  here,  and  let  me  present 
vou  to  the  Bishop  of  BiRCHESTER.  The 
Bishop  has  just  been  telling  me  he 
considers  your  Andromeda  Mckly,  or 
unhealthy,  or  something.  I  'm  sure 
you'll  be  able  to  convince  him  it's 
nothing  (^  the  sort 

[She  leaves  him  tcith  the  Bishop, 
who  is  visibly  annoyed, 
Spurr,  (to  himself  overawed).  Oh, 
Lor !  Wish  I  knew  the  right  way  to 
talk  to  a  Bishop.  Can't  call  him  no- 
thinff— so  doosid  familiar.  (AlowL) 
Andromeda  sickly,  jour—itentatirelifl 
—your  Right  Reverence  P  Not  a  fait 
of  it— sound  as  a  roach  I 

The  Bishop,  If  I  had  thought  my 
—ah— criticisms  were  to  be  repeated — 
I  might  say  misrepresented,  as  the 
Countess  has  thought  proper  to  do, 
Sptjrrkll,  I  should  not  have  ventured  to  make  them.    At  the 
same  time,  you  must  be  conscious  yourself,  I  think,  of  certain 
blemishes  which  would  justify  the  terms  I  employed. 

Spurr,  I  never  saw  any  in  Andromeda  myself,  your— your  Holi- 
ness. You  're  the  first  to  find  a  fault  in  her.  I  don*t  say  there 
majm't  be  something  dicky  about  the  setting  and  the  turn  of  the  tail, 
but  that 's  a  trifle. 

The  Bishop,  I  did  not  refer  to  the  setting  of  the  tale,  and  the 
portions  I  object  to  are  scarcely  trifles.  But  pardon  me  if  I  prefer  to 
end  a  discussion  that  is  somewhat  unprofitable.  ( To  himself,  as  he 
turns  on  his  heel,)  A  most  arrogant,  self-satisfied,  and  conceited 
young  man— a  truly  lamentable  product  of  this  half -educated  age ! 

Spurr,  (to  himself).  Well,  he  may  be  a  dab  at  dogmas— he  d<m*t 
know  much  about  dogs.  Dritmmy  's  got  a  constitution  worth  a  dosen 
of  Am.' 

Lady  Culv,  (approaching  Aim),  Ob,  Mr.  Spurrsll,  Lord  Luixivg- 
TOV  wishes  to  know  you.  If  you  will  come  with  me.  (7b  herseff^ 
as  she  leads  him  up  to  Lord  L.)  I  do  wish  Rohesia  woiildn't  fxane 
me  to  do  this  sort  of  thing !  #  [She  presents  him, 
Digitized  by  V3 ' 
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Lord  LuUingUm  {to  him$e{f).  I  sappoae  I  ought  to  know  all  about 
his  novel,  or  wEateyer  it  is  he  'a  done.  [Aloud,  with  courtUneis,)  Very 
pleased  to  make  your  aoquaintanoe,  Mr.  Spubbkll  ;  you  'ye— ah— 
delighted  the  world  bv  your  Andromeda,  When  are  we  to  look  for 
your  next  production  r    Soon,  I  hope. 

Spurr,  {to  himself).  He*s  after  a  pup  now!  Neyer  met  such  a 
doggy  lot  in  my  life  I  {Aloud,)  Er--well,  my  lord,  I've  proniBed 
Bo  many  as  it  is,  that  I  hardly  see  my  way  to 

Lord  Lull,  {paternally).  Take  my  adyioe,  my  dear  young  man, 
leave  yourself  as  free  as  possible.  Expect  you  to  give  us  your  best, 
you  know.  [JJ«  turns  to  continue  a  conversation, 

Spurr,  (to  himself).  Oive  it  I  He  won't  get  it  under  a  flve-pound 
note,  I  can  tell  him.  (Me  makes  his  way  to  Mibs  Spelwaits.)  I  say, 
what  do  you  think  the  old  Bishop's  been  up  toP  Pitching  into 
Andromeda  like  the  very  doooe— says  she 's  sickly  I 

Miss  Spelwane  (to  herself).  He  brings  his  literary  disajmointments 
to  me.  not  Maisis!  (Aloud,  with  the  sweetest  sympathy,)  How 
dreadfully  unjust  I  Oh,  I've  dropped  mv  fan— no,  pray  don't 
trouble ;  I  can  pick  it  up.  My  arma  are  so  long,  you  know-like  a 
kangaroo's— no,  what  is  that  animal  whidi  has  sudi  long  arms? 
You  're  so  clever,  you  ought  to  know ! 

Spurr.  I  suppose  you  mean  a  gorilla  ? 

Miss  Spelw,  ilow  crushing  of  you !  But  you  must  go  away  now, 
or  else  you  '11  find  nothing  to  say  to  me  at  dinner— you  take  me  in, 

you  know.   I  hope  you  fed  privileged.  I  feel But  if  I  told  you, 

I  might  make  you  too  conceited  I 

Spurr,  Oh,  no,  you  wouldn't. 

[Sir  RuPBBT  approaches  with  Mr.  Bhobthobk. 

Sir  Rupert,  Vivien,  my  dear,  let  me  introduce  Mr.  Shorthobit— 
Misa  Spelwanji.  (To  Spuhbell.)  Letmesee— ha— yes,  voutakein 
Mrs.  Chaitebis.  I)on't  know  her  P  Come  this  way,  and  1  ^11  find  her 
for  you.  [He  marches  Spubbsll  of. 

Mr.  Shorthorn  (to  Miss  Spelwahe).  Good  thinff  getting  this  ram 
at  last ;  a  little  more  of  this  dry  weather  and  we  should  have  had  no 
grass  to  speak  of ! 

Miss  Spelw.  (who  has  not  quite  recovered  from  her  disappoint- 
ment). And  now  you  wiU  have  some  grass  to  speak  of  r  How 
fortunate ! 

Spurr,  (as  dinner  is  announced,  to  Lady  Maisis).  I  say.  Lady 
Maisie,  I  've  just  been  told  I  've  jg:ot  to  take  in  a  married  lady.  I 
don't  know  what  to  talk  to  her  about.  I  should  feel  a  lot  more  at 
home  with  you.    Couldn't  we  manage  it  somehow  P 

Lady  Maisie  (to  herself).  What  a  fearful  suggestion— but  I 
simply  daren't  snub  him !  (Aloud.)  I'm  afraid,  Mr.  Spxtbbell.  we 
must  both  put  up  with  the  partnen  we  have ;  most  distressing,  isn't 
\i—hut !  [She  gives  a  little  shrug. 

Captain  Thicknesse  (immediately  behind  her^  to  himself).  Gad. 
ihat*B  pleasant!  I  knew  I'd  better  have  gone  to  AldershotI 
(Aloud.)  I  've  been  told  off  to  take  you  in,  Lady  Maisis,  not  my 
fault,  don't  you  know. 

Lady  Maisie.  There's  no  need  to  be  so  apologetic  about  it.  (7b 
herself.)    Oh.  I  hope  he  didn't  hear  what  I  said  to  that  wretch. 

Capt,  Thick,  Well,  I  rather  thought  there  might  be,  i>erhaps. 

Lady  Maisie  (to  herself).  He  did  hear  it  If  he's  going  to  be  so 
stupid  as  to  misundentand,  I  'm  sure  /shan't  explain. 

[They  take  their  place  in  the  procession  to  the  Dining  HalL 


First  the  initial 


RATIONAL  DRESS. 
(A  JReformer's  Note  to  a  Current  Centroverty.) 

Oh,  unffallant  must  be  the  man  indeed 
Who  calls  •*  nine  women  out  of  ten  "  **  knock- 
kneed"! 
And  he  should  not  remain   in  peace  for 

long, 
Who  says  **  the  nether  limbs  of  women  "  are 

"aU  wrong." 
Such  are  the  arguments  designed  to  prove 
That  Woman  'a  ill-advised  to  make  a  move 
To  mannish  clothes.    These  arguments  are 

sudi 
As  to  be  of  the  kind  that  prove  too  much. 
If  Woman's  limbs  in  tmtn  unshapely  grow. 
The  present  style  of  dress  just  makes  them  so ! 


aUEER  QUERIES.— A  aussrioir  of  Teems.— I  am  sometimes 
allowed,  by  the  kindness  of  a  warder,  to  see  a  newspaper,  and  I  have 
just  read  that  some  scientific  cove  sajrs  that  man's  natural  life  is  105 
years.  Now  is  this  true  P  I  want  to  know,  because  I  am  in  here 
for  what  the  Judge  called  **  the  term  of  my  natural  life,"  and,  if  it 
is  to  last  for  105  years,  I  consider  I  hare  been  badly  swindled.  I  say 
it  quite  respectfully,  and  I  hope  the  Governor  will  aUow  the  ex- 
pression to  pass.  Please  direct  answen  to  Her  Majesty's  Prison, 
Princetown,  Devon.— No.  67. 


IN   THREE   VOLUMES. 

Volume  1,— Awakening, 

And  so  the  work  was  done.  BsLnrDi,  after  a  year's  hard  writing, 
had  completed  her  self-appointed  task.  Douglas  the  Doomed  One 
had  grown  by  degrees  into  its  present  proportions,  ^'^^  ^^'  --'^-^ 
volume  was  completed ;  then  the  second 
was  finished ;  and  now  the  third  was 
ready  for  the  printer's  hands.  But  who 
should,  have  it?  Ah,  there  was  the 
rub !  Belikda  knew  no  publishers  and 
had  no  influence.  How  coidd  die  get 
anyone  to  take  the  novel  up  P  And  yet, 
if  she  was  to  believe  the  Author,  there 
was  plenty  of  room  for  untried  talent. 
According  to  that  interesting  periodical 
publishers  were  constantly  on  the  look- 
out for  undiscovered  genius.  Why 
should  she  not  tiy  the  mm  of  Messrs. 

BnrDnrG  and  PiuhtP  She  made  up  her  mind.  She  set  her  face 
hard,  and  muttered,  '*  Yes,  they  shall  do  it !  Douglas  the  Doomed 
One  shall  appear  with  the  assistance  of  Messrs.  Bikdino  and 
Pbiht  ! "  And  when  Bsuin)!  made  up  her  mind  to  do  anjrthing, 
not  wild  omnibus-horses  would  turn  her  from  her  purpose. 

Volume  11,—  Wide  Awake, 

Messrs.  Bivdino  axd  Pbikt  had  received  their  visitor  with 
courtesy.  They  did  not  require  to  read  Douglas  the  Doomed  One, 
They  had  discovered  that  it  was  sufficiently  long  to  make  the  regula- 
tion three  volumes.  That  was  all  that  was  necessary.  They  would 
aoc^t  it    They  would  be  happy  to  Dublish  it. 

**  And  about  terms  ?  "  murmimd  Belinda. 

**  Half  profits,"  returned  Mr.  Bindino,  with  animation. 

"  When  we  have  paid  for  the  outlay  we  shall  divide  the  residue," 
cried  Mr.  Print. 

And  do  you  think  I  shall  soon  get  a  cheque?"  asked   the 
anxious  authoress. 

'Well,  that  is  a  question  not  easv  to  answer.  You  see,  we 
usually  spend  any  money  we  make  in  advertising.  It  does  the  work 
good  in  the  long  run,  although  at  first  it  rather  checks  the  profits." 

BsLnn)A  was  satimed,  ana  took  her  departure. 

**We  must  advertise  Douglas  the  Doomed  One  in  the  Skate- 
maker's  (Quarterly  Mafoxine/*  said  Mr.  Bikdsr. 

**  And  m  the  Crossing  Sweeper^s  Annual,^*  replied  Mr.  Pbint. 
Then  the  two  partners  smiled  at  one  another  knowingly.  They 
laughed  as  they  remembered  that  of  both  the  periodicals  they  had 
mentioned  they  were  the  proprietors, 

VoLUMB  lJI,—Fast  Asleep, 
^  The  poor  patient  at  Slooum-on-Slush  moaned.    He  had  been  prac- 
tically awake  for  a  month,  and  nothing  could  send  him  to  sleep. 
The  Doctor  held  his  wrist,  amd  as  he  felt  the  rapid  beats  of  his  pulse 
became  graver  and  graver. 

••  Ana  you  have  no  friends,  no  relatives  P  " 

**No.  My  only  visitor  was  the  man  who  brought  that  box  of 
books  from  a  metropolitan  library." 

**  A  box  of  books  I "  exclaimed  tiie  the  Doctor.  *'  There  may  yet  be 
time  to  save  his  life ! " 

The  man  of  science  rose  abruptly,  and  approaching  the  casket  con- 
taining the  current  literature  of  the  day,  roughly  forced  it  open.  He 
huniedly  inspected  its  contents.  He  turned  over  the  volumes  im- 
patiently until  he  reached  a  set. 

I*  The  very  thing  I "  he  murmured.  *'  If  I  can  but  get  him  to  read 
this  he  will  be  saved."  Then  turning  to  his  patient  he  continued, 
**  You  should  peruse  this  noveL  It  is  one  that  I  recommend  in  cases 
such  as  yours.'' 

**  I  am  afraid  I  am  past  reading,"  returned  the  invalid.  '*  How- 
ever, I  will  do  my  best." 

An  hour  later  Uie  Doctor  (who  had  had  to  make  some  calls)  re- 
turned and  found  that  his  patient  was  sleeping  peacefully.  The  first 
volume  of  Douglas  the  Doomed  One  had  the  aesired  result. 

**  Excellent,  excellent,"  murmured  the  medico.  **  It  had  the  same 
effect  unon  another  of  my  patients.  The  crbis  is  over  I  He  will  now 
recover  like  the  other,  insomnia  has  been  conquered  for  the  second 
time  by  Douglas  the  Doomed  One,  and  who  now  shall  say  that  the 
three-volume  novel  of  the  amateur  is  not  a  means  of  spreading 
civilisation  P    It  must  be  a  mine  el  wealth  to  somebody." 

And  Messrs.  Butdiko  and  Pbint.  had  they  heard  the  Doctor's  re- 
mark, would  have  agreed  with  him ! 

All  the  Difference. 

**Thb  Sfsaksb  then  called  Mr.  LrrrLE  to  order." 
Quite  right  in  our  wise  and  most  vigilant  warder. 
He  calls  us  to  order  I  Oh  that,  without  f  us4. 
The  Spsakxb  could  only  call  Order  to  U9 1 
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"My  pore  Yabbit  's  deid  !" 


RES   ANGUSTA   DOMI. 

{In  a  Children' 8  Hospital,) 
"flow  8AD  !"       "Dadda  killed  my  pore  Yabbit  in  Back  Kitchen  1" 

**  I  HAD  TaTBBS  WIY  MY  PORE  YaBWT  I  " 


*0h  DRARl" 


''A  LITTLE  TOO  PREVIOUS!'' 

["  I  deaire  to  submit  that  this  is  a  yery  great  question,  which  will  have  to 
be  determined,  but  upon  a  very  different  rround  from  that  of  the  salaries  of 
the  officers  of  the  House  of  Lords.  ...  if  there  is  to  be  a  contest  between 
the  House  of  Lords  and  the  House  of  Commons,  let  us  take  it  upon  higher 
ground  than  this." — Sir  WiUiam  Hareourt,] 

There  was  a  little  urohin,  and  he  had  an  old  horse-pistol. 
Which  he  rammed  witli  powder  damp  and  ahou  of  lead,  lead, 
lead; 

And  he  oriei  *'  I  know  not  fear !    I  'U  j^o  stalking  of  the  deer ! " 
For  this  little  ooyo  was  slightly  off  his  head,  head,  head. 

This  ambitious  little  lad  was  a  Paddy  and  a  Rad, 
And  himself  he  rather  f  anoied  as  a  shot,  shot,  shot ; 

And  he  held  the  rules  of  sport,  and  close  season,  and,  in  short, 
The  **  regulation  rubbish"  was  all  rot,  rot,  rot. 

He  held  a  *'  bird  "  a  thing  to  be  potted  on  the  wiog, 

Or  perched  upon  a  hedge,  or  up  a  tree,  tree,  tree : 
And,  says  he,  **  If  a  foine  stag  I  can  add  to  my  small  bag, 

A  pistol  or  a  Maxim  will  suit  me,  me,  me ! " 

And  so  upon  all  fours  he  would  crawl  about  the  moors. 

To  the  detriment  of  elbows,  knees,  and  slack,  slack,  slack ; 
And  he  says,  **  What  use  a-talking  ?    If  I  choose  to  call  this  *  stalk- 

And  /  bag  my  garne^  who  *s  going  to  hould  me  back,  back,  back  F  " 

Says  he,  **  I  scoff  at  raisons,  and  btale  talk  of  toimes  and  saisons ; 

i  'm  game  to  shoot  a  fox,  or  spear  a  stag,  stag,  stag ; 
Nay,  I  *d  net,  or  club,  a  salmon ;  your  old  rules  of  sport  are  gammon. 

For  wid  me  it 's  just  a  question  of  the  bag,  bag,  bag ! 

**  There  are  omadhauns,  I  know,  who  would  let  a  foine  buck  go 
Just  bekase  'twas  out  of  toime,  or  they  'd  no  gim,  gun,  gun ; 

But  if  oi  can  hit,  and  hurt,  wid  a  pistol— or  a  squirt—- 
By  jabers,  it  is  all  the  betther  fun,  fun,  fun  !^' 

So  he  scurryf  unged  around  with  his  stomach  on  the  ground 
(For  stalking  seems  of  crawling  a  mere  branch,  branch,  branch). 

And  he  spied  "  a  stag  of  ten,"  and  he  cried,  "  Hurroo !    Now  then, 
I  fancy  I  can  hit  /iim— ii  the  haunch,  haunch  haunch ! 


**  Faix !    I  'II  bag  that  foine  Stag  Boyal,  or  at  any  rate  oi  *1I  troy  all 
The  devoices  of  a  sportshman  irom  the  Oiale,  Oisle,  Oisle. 

One  who 's  used  to  shoot  asprawl  from  behoind  a  hedge  or  wall. 
At  the  risks  of  rock  and  heather  well  may  smoile,  smoile,  smoile !  *' 

But  our  sportsman  bold,  though  silly,  by  a  stalwart  Highland  gillie. 
Was  right  suddenly  arrested  ere  he  tired,  fired,  fired. — 

'* Hoots!    If  you'll  excuse  the  hint,  that  old  thing,  with  look  of 
flint. 
As  a  weapon  for  thii  sport  can't  be  admired,  mired,  mired ! 

**  It  will  not  bring  down  that  quarry,  your  horse-pistol  I    Don't  you 


That  Royal  Stag  we  '11  stalk,  boy,  in  good  time,  time,  time ; 
But  to  pop  at  it  just  now,  and  kick  up  an  awful  row. 
Scare,  and  m%9$  it  were  a  folly,  nay  a  crime,  crime,  crime ! 

**  Be  you  sure  *  Our  Party '  will  this  fine  quarry  track  and  kiU ; 

Our  guns  need  not  your  poor  toy  blunderbuss,  buss,  buss. 
This  is  not  the  time  or  place  for  a-following  up  this  chase ; 

So  just  clear  out  and  leaye  this  game  to  us,  us,  us ! " 


IK  HEKORIAM. 

[Baron  Munut,  the  founder  of  the  valuable  Vienna  Voluntary  Sanitary 
Ambulance  Society,  mighty  foe  of  disease  and  munificent  dispenser  of  charity, 
shot  himself  on  Thursday,  August  23,  on  the  banks  of  the  Danube,  at  the 
advanced  age  of  72.] 

Geleat  sanitary  leader  and  reformer, 
Disease's  scourge  and  potent  pest-hou6e  stormer ; 
Successful  foe  of  cholera  aforetime, 
Perfeoter  of  field-ambulance  in  war-time ; 
Dispenser  of  a  fortune  in  large  charity  ; 
VaU  !    Such  heroes  are  in  sooth  a  rarity. 
Alas,  that  you  in  death  should  bhock  Dame  G&undt  ! 
That  we  should  sigh  *'  Sic  transit  gloria  Mtody  I  " 


A  Clothjbs  Division  (of  Opinion).— It  is  Raid  that  Woman  can- 
not afford  to  alter  her  style  of  dress,  since  her  limbs  are  **  all  wion^.*' 
Clear,  therefore,  that  however  much  Woman's  Wrongs  need  re- 
dressing.  All- Wrong  Women  don't  I  ^j^j^^^  ^^  VjOOglg 


n 


^ 


p 

SI 


I 

s 

H 


O 

a 
K 

21 

a 


§ 


H 
f 

H 
O 
O 

O 

d 


a 
o 


o 


33 

► 


OJ 


a 

H 

S3 


00 


Digitized  by 


Google 


Digitized  by 


Google 


Sbptbmbbr  1,  1894.] 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARL 


105 


•  What  's  up  wi*  Sal  ? " 


Q.   E.  D. 

'*  Ain't  teb  erd  ?    Sbs  'h  MARaiXD  aoix  1" 


AUXIUABT  A8SISTAHCE' 
THE  PEOVIWCES. 


nr 


{A  Tragedy-Farce  in  several  painful  Scenes, 
with  inany  unpleasant  Situations.) 

Locality — The  Interior  of  Country  Place 
taken  for  the  Shooting  Season,  Pre- 
parations for  a  feast  in  all  directions. 
It  is  Six  o^Chck,  and  the  household  are 
eagerlff  waiting  (he  appearance  o/Moy- 
TAOU  Maiuiabijke,  the  Auxiliary  Butler, 
sent  in  hy  Contract.  Enter  Montagu 
Mabmaduite,  in  comic  evening  dress. 

Master  (looking  at  Montagu  trt^A  an  ex- 
pressitm  ofdisappointnfnt  on  his  face).  What 
are  wm  tne  man  thej  have  sent  me  ? 

itontaifu.  Tesflir.  And  I  answers  to  Mon- 
tagu Mabxaduke,  or  some  ftentlemen  prefers 
to  c^  me  bv  my  real  name  Binxs. 

3f<w<er.  Oh,  Montagu  will  do.  I  hope  you 
know  your  duties  ? 


3fbw.\Which  I  was  in  service,  Sir,  with 
Sir  Baknaby  Jinks,  for  twent}'-six  years, 

and 

Master.  Very  well,  I  daresay  you  will  do. 
I  supiwsevou  know  about  the  wine  ? 

3/0/1.   lessir.    Inoourse.    I 've  been  a  tee- 
totaler ever  since  I  left  Sir  Barnaby*8. 

Master    (retiring).    And    mind,    do    not 

murder  the  names  ot  the  gfuests.  [Exit. 

[The  time  goes  on,   and   Company   arrive, 

Montagu  ushers  them  upstairs,,  and  an- 

<3»  nounces  them  under  various  aliases.    Sir 

«-  Henby  Eistebfodd  is  introduced  as  Sir 

•   'EnebyEastebegg,  ^c,  j-c.  After  small 

talk^  the  guests  find  their  way  to  the 

dining-room, 

Mon.  (to  Principal  Guest).  Do  you  take 

sherry,  claret,  or  ^ock,  my  Lady? 

Principal  Guest  (interrupted  in  a  convert 
satidn).  Claret,  please. 

\)/LovTkQJj  vrompUy  pours  the  reqttired  liquid 
on  to  the  table-cloth. 


Master,  I  must  ajwlonse,  but  our  Butler, 
who  is  on  trial,  is  very  snort-sighted. 

P.  Guest,  Evidently. 
[The  wine  is  brought  round ;  Montagu  in- 
terrupting the  conversation  with  his  hos- 
pitable suggestions^   and  pouring  claret 
into  champagne  glasses^  and  champagne 
into  sherries. 
Nervous  Guest  (in  an  undertone  to  Mon- 
tagu). Do  you  think  you  could  get  me,  by- 
and-by,  a  piece  of  bread  ? 

Mon,  Bread,  Sir,  yessir!  (In  stentorian 
tones.)  Here,  Nisbet,  bring  this  gent  some 
bread ! 

[The    unfortunate   guest,   who  is   overcome 

with   confusion  at  having  attracted  so 

much  attention^  is  waited  upon  by  Nisbet. 

Master  (savagely).    Can't   you   go  about 

more  quietly  ? 

Mon.  (hurt).  Certainly,  Sir.    When  I  was 
with  Sir  Babnaby (Disappears  murmur- 
ing to    himself,    and   returns  with    entree, 
which  he  lets  fall  on  dress  of  Principal  Guest). 
BefjT  pardon,  my  Lady,  but  it  was  my  stud, 
which   would  come   undone.      Very   sorry, 
indeed.  Mum,  but  if  you  will  allow  me— ; — 
[Produces    a   soiled   dinner-napkin  with  a 
flourish. 
P.  Guest  (in  much  alarm).  No  thanks  I 
[General  commiseration,  and,  a  little  later, 
disappearance   of  ladies.      After    this, 
Montagu  does  not  reappear  except  to 
call  obtrusively  for  carnages,  and  tout 
for  tips, 
P.  Guest  (on  bidding  her  host  good-night). 
I  can  assure  you  my  gown  was  not  injured 
in  the  least.      I  am  quite  sure  it  was  only 
an  accident. 

Master  (bowing).  You  are  most  kind. 
( With  great  severity.)  As  a  matter  of  fact, 
the  man  only  came  to  us  this  afternoon,  but, 
after  what  has  happened,  he  shall  not  remain 
in  my  service  another  hour  I  I  shall  dismiss 
him  to-nij?ht ! 

[Exit  Prmcipal  Guest.  Master  pays  Mon- 
tagu the  agreed  fee  for  his  services  for 
the  evening.     Curtain, 


TO  A  PHILANTHROPIST. 

You  ask  me,  Madam,  if  by  chance  we  meet, 
For  money  just  to  keep  unon  its  feet 
TTiat  hospital,  that  scnool,  or  that  retreat. 
That  home. 

I  help  that  hospital  ?    My  doctor's  fee 
Absorbs  too  much.    Alas !  I  cannot  be 
An  inmate  there  myself ;  he  comes  to  me 
At  home. 

Do  not  suppose  I  have  too  close  a  list. 
Rent,  rates,  bills,  taxes,  make  a  fearful  list ; 
I  should  be  homeless  if  I  did  assist 

That  home. 

I  must— it  is  my  impecunious  lot — 
Economise  the  fittle  I  have  got ; 
So  if  I  see  you  coming  I  am     not 

At  home." 

My  clothes  are  shabby.    How  I  should  be 

dunned 
Bv  tailor,  hatter,  hosier,  whom  I  've  shunned, 

II  I  supported  that  school  clothing  fund, 

That  home! 

I  'd  help  if  folks  wore  nothing  but  their  skins ; 
This  hat,  this  coat,  at  which  the  street-boy 

grins, 
Remind  me  still  that  *^  Charity  begins 
At  home." 


Kiss  versus  Kiss. 

On  1h«  cold  cannon's  mouth  the  Kiss  of  Peace 
Should  fall  like  flowers,  and  bid  its  bellow- 

ingsceaseT— 
But  ah !  that  Kiss  of  Peace  seems  very  far 
From  being  as  strong  as  the  i/o/cAkiss  of  Warf 
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QUALIFIED  ADMIRATION. 


CimiUry  Fiear.  "Well,  John,  what  do  you  think  of  London  1" 

Vol-el.  "Lur'  blkrs  yer.  Sir,  it  'll  be  a  Fine  Place  H'j<rciir  n'a  FmiSBEt)! 


PACE  FROM  "ROSEBERY'S  HISTORY  OF 
THE  COMMOHWEALTH." 

( WUh  Mr,  Punch**  Compliments  to  the  Gentieman 
who  will  have  to  design  "  that  statue") 

•*You  really  must  join  the  Army,"  said 
the  stem  old  Pnritan  to  the  Lord  Protector. 
**The  fate  of  this  fair  realm  of  England 
depends  upon  the  promptness  ivith  which 
you  assume  command." 

Olitkk  Cboxwell  paused.  He  had  laid 
aside  his  buff  doublet,  and  had  donned  a  coat 
of  a  thinner  materisl.  His  sword  also  was 
ftone,  and  hanging  by  his  side  was  a  pair  of 
double  spy-glasses— new  in  those  days— new 
in  very  deed. 

'*  I  cannot  go,"  cried  the  Lord  Protector  at 
last,  *'  it  would  be  too  great  a  sacrifice." 


•'  You  said  not  that,"  pursued  Iketon— for 
it  was  he — **  when  you  called  upon  Chaslis 
to  lose  his  head." 

**But  in  this  case,  good  sooth,  I  would 
wish  a  head  to  be  won,  or  the  victory  to  be 
by  a  head ; "  and  then  the  Unorownea  King 
laughed  long  and  heartily,  as  was  his  wont 
when  some  jest  tickled  him. 

•*  This  is  no  matter  for  merriment,"  ex- 
claimed Ibston  sternly.  **  Outer,  yon  are 
playing  the  fool.  You  are  sacrificing  for 
pleasure,  business,  duty." 

'*  Well,  I  cannot  help  it,"  was  the  response. 
*'  But  mind  you,  iBETOir,  it  shall  be  the  last 
time." 

**  What  is  it  that  attracts  vou  so  strongly  ? 
What  is  the  pleasure  that  lures  you  away 
from  the  path  of  duty  ?  " 

•*  I  will  tell  you,  and  then  you  will  pity, 


perchance  f  orgiTe  me.  To-dav  my  horse  runs 
at  Epsom.  With  luck  his  chance  is  a  cer- 
tainty. So  farewell."  Then  the  two  old 
friends  grasped  hands  and  parted.  One  went 
to  fight  on  the  blood-stained  field  of  battle, 
and  the  other  to  see  the  race  for  the  Derby. 

ON  A  CLUMSY  CRICKETER. 

At  Tdcbebtgis  his  Captain  rails 

As  one  in  doleful  dumi>s : 
Oft  given  **  leg  before  "—the  bails. 

Not  bat  before— the  stumps. 
The  Oenevese  Professor  Yuho 

Believes  the  time  u>proaches 
When  man  will  lose  hia  legs,  ill-slunff. 

Through  trams,  cars^  cabs,  and  ooachea; 
Or  that  ukose  nether  limbs  will  be 

Hie  merest  of  survivals. 
The  thought  fills  Tdcbertosb  with  glee. 

No  more  he  '11  fear  his  rivals. 
**  Without  these  bulky,  blundering  pegs 

I  shall  not  fail  to  score. 
For  if  a  man  has  got  no  legs. 

He  can't  get  *  leg-before,' " 


SITTING  ON  OUR  SENATE. 

Six, — It  struck  me  that  the  best  and  sim- 
plest way  of  finding  out  what  were  the  inten- 
tions of  the  Government  with  regard  to  the 
veto  of  the  Peers  was  to  write  and  ask  each 
individual  Member  his  opinion  on  the  sub- 
ject. Accordingly  I  have  done  so,  and  it 
seems  to  me  that  there  is  a  vast  amount  of 
significance  in  the  nature  of  the  replies  I  have 
received,  to  anyone  capable  of  reading 
between  the  lines ;  or,  as  most  of  the  com- 
munications only  extended  to  a  single  line, 
let  us  say  to  anyone  capable  of  reading 
beyond  me  full-stop.  Lord  Rosebkrt's 
Secretary,  for  example,  writes  that  "the 
Piime  Mmister  is  at  present  out  of  town  "— 
at  present^  you  see,  but  obviously  on  the 
point  of  coming  back,  in  order  to  grapple 
with  my  letter  and  the  question  generally. 
Sir  William  HAECoritT,  his  Secretary, 
writes,  **is  at  Wiesbaden,  but  upon  his 
return  your  communication  will  no  doubt 
receive  nis  attention  " — receive  his  attention^ 
an  ominous  phrase  for  the  Peers,  who  aeem 
hardly  to  realise  that  between  them  and 
ruin  there  is  only  the  distance  from 
Wiesbaden  to  Downing  Street.  Then  Mr. 
MoBLBT  **  sees  no  reason  to  alter  his  published 
opinion  on  the  subject  **^aUer,  how  readily, 
by  the  prefixing  of  a  single  letter,  that  word 
becomes  holler  !  I  was  unable  to  effect  per- 
sonal service  of  my  letter  on  the  Aitornet- 
Oknsbal,  possibly  because  I  called  at  his 
chambers  during  the  Long  Vacation ;  but  the 
fact  that  a  card  (hould  have  been  attached  to 
his  door  bearing  the  words  **  Back  at  2  p.m." 
surely  indicates  that  Sir  Jobn  Rigbt  will 
hack  up  his  leaders  in  any  approaching  attack 
on  the  fortress  of  feudalisonl  Then  surely 
the  circumstance  that  the  other  Ministers  to 
whom  my  letters  were  addressed  have  not  at 
yet  sent  any^  anstcer  shows  how  seriously  they 
regard  the  situation,  and  how  disinclined  they 
are  to  commit  themselves  to  a  too  habty  replv! 
In  fact,  the  outlook  for  the  House  of  Lords, 
judging  from  these  Ministerial  communica- 
tions. IS  decidedly  gloomy,  and  I  am  inclined 
to  think  tiiat  an  Autumn  Session  devoted  to 
abolishing  it  is  a  most  probable  eventuality. 
Yours,       FussT-cuss  Exspectaks. 

Sib,— The  real  way  of  dealing  with  the 
Lords  is  as  follows.  The  next  time  that 
they  want  to  meet,  cut  off  their  gas  and 
water!  Tell  the  butcher  and  baker  not  to 
call  at  the  House  for  orders,  and  dismiss  the 
charwomen  who  dust  their  oloated  benches. 
If  this  doesn't  bring  them  to  reason,  nothing 
will.  HiGH-xnn>SD  Dsxoc&at. 
^ __— 
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IN  PEAISE  OP  BOYS. 

[By  an  *' Oid  Oner) 

["  A  Mother  of  Boys,"  aner;- 
with  Mr.  Jambs  Payx  for  nu 
dealings  with  *'that  barbarous 
nee,**  sagffests  that  as  an  amende 
honorahU  he  should  write  m  book 
in  praise  of  boys.] 

Ik  praise  of  boys  P    In  praise 

of  boys P 
Wbo  mess  the  honse,    and 

make  a  noise, 
And  break  the  i)eaoe,    end 

smash  their  toys. 
And  dissipate  domestic  joys. 
Do    eyersrthing    that     most 

annoys. 
The  Bobs  and  Billts,  Ralfhs 

and  Rots  ?— 
Just  as  well  praise  a  hnrrioane. 
The  buzzing  fly  on  the  wia- 

dow-pine,  [p»?- 

An  earthquake  or  a  rootingr 
No,  young  or  old,  or  small  or 

Dig,  fsoourge, 

A  boy^s  a  pest,  a  plague,  a 
K  dreiid  domestic  deminr^^e 
Who  brings  the  home  to  (^aos' 

verge. 
The  ofi/y  reason  I  can  see 
For  praising  him  is— well,  that 

ne,  [tum  ran— 

As  WoHDSWOKTH-so  his  dic- 
Dedared,  is  **  father  to   the 

man." 
Aud  even  then  the  better  plan 
Would  be  that  he,  calm,  sober. 

sage,  [age! 

Wfre — born  at  true  paternal 
Did  all  boys  start  at  twenty- 
five 
I  were  the  happiest  "Boy" 

alive! 


A    LITTLE    "NEW  WOMAN." 

Ee.  "  What  a  8ha¥I  it  is  that  Mssr  mat  ask  Wombn 

TERM,   AND  WOMKN  MATN'T  ASK  MeK  ! " 

She.  **0h,  will,  Top  KNOW,  I  surrosB  thet  can  always  o 
OF  Bint!"  Be,  '*  What  do  tod  mkan  bt  a  HtsTf* 

She.  "Will— tbkt  can  always  sat,  *0h,  I  do  Love  tou 


to  Marrt 

IVE  A  80 BT 

sol*" 


THE  PULLMAN  CAJL 
(Air—"  The  Law-hacked  Car.") 

I  RATHER  like  that  Car,  Sir, 
'Tis  easy  for  a  ride. 
But  gold  galore 
May  mean  strife  and  gore. 
If  'tis  stained  with  greed 
and  pride,    [b'ghtful, 
Though  its  ctmforts  are  de- 
And  its  cushions  made  with 
taste,  [me 

There's  a  spectre  sits  bende 
That  I'd  gladlyfly  inhaste- 
As  I  ride  in  the  JPollman  Car ; 
And  echoes  of  wrath  and  war. 
And  of  Labour*8  mad  cheers. 
Seem  to  sound  in  my  ears 
As  I  ride  in  the  Pullman  Car ! 


QUEER  QUERIES.— ••Sci- 

ENCE    FaLSELT    So    CALLED." 

—What  is  this  talk  at  the 
British  Association  about  a 
"new  gas"?  Isn't  the  old 
good  enough?  My  connection 
— as  a  shareholder— with  one 
of  our  leading  gas  companies, 
enables  me  to  state  authorita- 
tively that  no  new  gas  is  re- 
quired by  the  public.  I  am 
Rurpri^that  a  nobleman  like 
Lord  Ratleioh  should  even 
attempt  to  make  such  a  tho- 
roughly useless,  and,  indeed, 
revolutionary  discovery.  It  is 
enough  to  tum  anyone  into  a 
democrat  at  once.  And  what 
was  Lord  Salisburt,  as  a  Con- 
servative, doing,  in  allowing 
such  a  subject  to  be  mooted  at 
Oxford  P  Why  did  he  not  at 
once  tum  the  new  gas  off  at 
the  meter  P         Indio  na  nt. 


OUR  BOOKma-OFFICE, 

From  Hknrt  Sotheran  &  Co.  (so  a  worthy 
Baronite  rejorts)  comes  a  second  edition  of 
Game  Birds  and  Shooting  Sketches^  by 
John  Guille  Millaim.  Every  sportsman  who 
is  something  more  than  a  mere  bird-killer 
ought  to  buv  this 
beautiful booK.  Mr. 
Millais*  drawings 
are  wonderfully  de- 
licate, and,  so  far 
as  I  can  judge,  re- 
markably accurate. 
He  has  a  fine  touch 
for  plumaffe,  and 
renders  with  extra- 
ordinary sucoessthe 
bold  and  resolute 
t;  bearing  of  the 
.  "  British   game-bird 

in  the  privacy  of  hii  own  peculiar  haunts. 
I  am  glad  the  public  have  shown  themselves 
sufficiently  appreciative  to  warrant  Mr.  Mil- 
lais in  puttme  forth  a  second  edition  of  a 
book  which  is  the  beautiful  and  artistic  result 
of  very  many  days  of  patient  and  careful 
observation.  By  the  way,  there  is  an  illus- 
tration of  a  Bladccock  Tournament,  which  is. 
for  knock-about  primitive  humour,  as  good 
as  a  pantomime  rally.  One  more  by-the- 
way.  Are  we  in  future  to  spell  CapeNaihde 
with  an  extra  1  in  place  of  the  z,  as  Mr.  Mil- 
lais spells  itP  Surely  it  is  rather  wanton 
thus  to  annihilate  the  pride  of  the  sportsman 
who  knew  what  was  what,  and  who  never 
pronounced  the  z.  If  you  take  away  the  z 
vou  take  away  all  merit  from  hbi.  Perhaps 
Mr.  Millais  will  consider  the  matter  in  his 
third  edition.  The  Baboit  be  B.-W. 


WET-WILLOW. 

A  SoKG  OF  A  Sloppt  Skason. 

(By  a  JFashed'Out  WUlow-  Wielder,) 

Air—"  TitwiUow:' 

In  the  dull,  damp  pavilion  a  popular  **  Bat " 

Sang  "  Willow,  wet-willow,  wet-willow ! " 

And  I  said  **  Oh  I  great  slogger,  pray  what 

are  you  at. 

Singing^  Willow,  wet- willow,  wet- willow*  ? 

Is  it  lowness  of  average,  batsman,"  I  cried ; 

**  Or  a  bad  '  brace  of  ducks '  that  has  lowered 

your  pride  ?  " 
With  a  low-muttered  swear-word  or  two  he 
replied, 
*•  Oh  willow,  wet-willow,  wet- willow  I " 

He  said  '*  In  the  mud  one  can't  score,  anyhow, 
Singing  willow,  wet- willow,  wet-willow  I 

The  people  are  raising  a  deuce  of  a  row, 
Oh  wulow,  wet-willow,  wet-willow ! 

I  've  been  waiting  all  day  in  these  flannels— 
they  're  damp ! — 

The  spectators  impatiently  &hout,  shriek,  and 
stamp,  [Oamp, 

But  a  batsman,  vou  see,  cannot  play  with  a 
Oh  willow,  wet-wiUow,  wet-willow  I 

*' Now  I  feel  just  as  sure  as  I  am  that  my  name 

Isn't  willow,  wet-willow,  wet-willow. 
The  people  will  swear  that  I  don't  play  the 
gume. 
Oh  willow,  wet-willow,  wet-willow  I 
My  spirits  are  low  and  my  scores  are  not 

high. 
But  day  after  day  we  've  soaked  turf  and 
grey  sky,  [get  dry, 

And  I  shan't  have  a  chance  till  the  wickets 
Oh  willow,  wet-willow,  wet-willow ! ! ! " 


INYALIDSD! 

DeplorahU  RetuU  of  the  Forecatt  of  Avg.  23  on 
the  "i>.  (?."  Weather  OirL 


FoascAST.— Fsir^wtrmer.  WAiLXDros.»KoDe 
inued.  Actual  WEATHaa.— Baining  cats  and 
dogs.  Jforo/.— Wear  a  insokint^ish  over  your 
clMsical  costume. 


A  auestion  of  ''  Bank." 
"His Majesty  EingOrouse,  noblest  of  game!" 
So  toasted  Host.    Replied  the  Guest,  with 
dryness, — 
"  I  think  that  in  this  house  the  fitter  name 
Would  be  His  Royal  Highneu  !  " 
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ESSENCE   OF   PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED  FROM  THE  DIARY  OP  TOBY,  M.P. 

House  of  Commons^  Monday^  August  20. — ^Ashickad-Babtlett 
(Knight)  18  the  Casabiai^ca  of  Front  Opposition  Bench.  All  hut  he 
haye  fled.  Now  his  opportunity;  will  show  jealous  ooUeagues, 
watchful  House,  and  interested  country,  how  a  party  should  he  led. 
Had  an  innings  on  Saturday,  when,  in  fayourite  character  of 
Dompter  of  British  and  other  Lions,  ne  worried  Under  Secretaries 
for  Foreign  Affairs  and  the  Colonies.  Didn't  get  much  out  of  them. 
In  fact  what  happened  seems  to  confirm  quaint  theory  Sabk 
advances. 

Says  he  helieves  those  two  astute  young  men,  Edward  Gret  and 
Sydney  Buxton,  "control "  the  Sheffield  Knight  They  are  actiye 
and  ambitious.  Still  only  juniors.  Moreover,  things  are  mantged 
so  well  both  at  Foreign  Office  and  Colonial  Office  that  they  have  no 
opportunity  of  distinguishing  themselves.  The  resrular  representa- 
tives on  the  Front  Oj^position  Bench  of  Foreign  Affairs  ana  Colonies 
say  nothing ;  patriotically  aci^uiescent  in  manaffement  of  concerns  in 
respect  of  which  it  is  the  high  tradition  of  English  statesmanship 
that  the  political  game  shall  not  be  played.  In  such  circumstances 
no  opening  for  able  young  men.  But,  suppose  they  could  induce 
some  blatant,  irresponnble  person,  i>ersistently  to  put  groundless 
questions,  and  make  insinuations  derogatory  to  the  character  of 
British  statesmen  at  home  and 
British  officials  abroad?  Then 
they  step  in,  and,  amid  applause 
on  Doth  sides  of  House,  Knock 
over  the  intruder.  Sort  of  game 
of  House  of  Commons  nine-pins. 
Nine-pin  doesn't  care  so  that 
it 's  noticed ;  admirable  practice 
f oryoung  Parliamentary  Hands. 

Ijiis  is  Sark's  suggestion  of 
explanation  of  phenomenon. 
Fancy  much  simpler  one  might 
be  found.  To-night  Bartlett- 
Ellis  in  better  luck.  Turns 
upon  Attorney  -  Qeneral  : 
darkly  hints  that  escape  oi 
Jabez  was  a  put-up  job,  of 
which  Law  Officers  of  the  Crown 
might,  an'  they  would,  disclose 
some  interesting  partioularF. 
Rio  BY,  who,  when  he  bends 
his  step  towards  House  of  Com- 
mons, seems  to  leave  all  his 
shrewdness  and  knowledge  of 
the  world  in  his  chambers,  rose 
to  the  fly;  played  Babhmead- 
Artlett*s    obvious    game    by 


getting  angry,  and  delivering 

long  speech  wnilst  progress  of  votes,  hitherto  going  on  swimmingly, 

was  arrested  for  fully  an  hour. 

Business  c/on^.— Supply  voted  with  both  hands. 

Tuesday,— A  precious  n^htj  one  worthy  of  the  painter's  or 
sculptor  s  art,  to  fee  majestic  figure  of  Squire  of  Malwood 
standing  between  House  of  Lords  and  imminent  destruction.  Irish 
members  and  Radicals  opposite  have  sworn  to  have  blood  of  the  Peers. 
Sage  of  Queen  Anne*  s  Gate  is  taking  the  waters  elsewhere.  In  his 
absence  do  the  best  we  can.  Sat  up  all  last  night,  the  Radicals 
tr^iog  to  get  at  the  Lords  by  the  kitchen  entrance;  Squire 
withstanding  them  till  four  o*c1ock  in  the  morning.  Began  again  to- 
night. Education  Vote  on,  involving  expenditure  of  six  millions 
and  welfare  of  innumerable  children.  Afterwards  the  Post  Office 
Vote,  upon  which  the  Po^tmaster-G^eral,  St.  Arnold-le-Orand, 
endeavours  to  reply  to  Hennixer-H baton  without  betraying  con- 
sciousness of  Ixxuly  existence  of  such  a  i>er8on.  These  matters  of 
great  aod  abiding  interest ;  but  onlv  few  members  present  to  discuss 
them.  The  rest  waiting  outside  till  the  lists  are  cleared  and  battle 
rages  once  more  round  citadel  of  the  Lords  sullenly  sentineled  by 
detachment  from  the  Treasury  Bench. 

When  engagement  reopened  Squire  gone  for  his  holiday  trip, 
postponed  by  the  all-night  sitting,  John  Morley  on  guard.    ^Breaks 
force  of  assault  by  protest  that  the  time  is  inopportune.    By-and-by 
the  Lords  shall  be  handed  over  to  tender  mercies  of  gentlemen  below  \ 
gangway.    Not  just  now,  and  not  in  this  particular  way.    Chief  i 
Secretary  remembers  famous  case  of  absentee  landlord  not  to  be  in- 
timidated by  the  shooting  of  his  agent.    So  Lords,  he  urges,  not  to 
be  properly  punished  for  throwing  out  Evicted  Tenants  Bill  by  i 
having  the  salaries  of  the  charwomen  docked,  and  Black   Rod  | 
turned  out  to  beg  his  bread.  i 

Radicals  at  least  not  to  be  denied  satinfaction  of  division.  Salaries 
of  House  of  Lords  staff  secured  for  another  year  by  narrow  majority 
of  31.    Buiiness  Joni^.— Nearly  all.  ' 


Wednesday.— The  Squire  of  Malwood  at  last  got  off  for  hia  well- 
eamed  holiday.  Carries  with  him  consdousnesa  of  havinf  done 
supremely  well  amid  difficulties  of  peculiar  oon^plicatioR.  As  Joseph 
in  flush  of  unexpected  and  still  unexplained  fnnkneaa  teadfied,  the 
Session  will  in  ita  accompliahed  work  beat  the  record  of  any  in 
modem  timea.  The  Squire  been  admirably  backed  by  a  rare  team 
of  colleagues :  but  in  House  of  Commons  everjrthinff  dependa  on  the 
Leader.  Had  the  Session  been  a  failure,  upon  his  head  would  have 
fallen  obloquy.    As  it  haa  been  a  success,  hia  be  the  praise. 

**  Well,  good  bye,"  said  John  Morley,  tears  standing  in  hb 
tender  eyes  as  he  wrung  the  hand  of  the  almost  Lost  Leader.    **  But 
you  know  it 'a  not  all  over  yet.    There 'a  the  Appropriation  BilL 
What  ahall  we  do  if  Weir  cornea  up  on  Second  ReaXng  ?  " 
*'  Oh,  dam  Weir,"  said  the  Squire. 

John  Morley  inexpreasibly  diocked.  For  a  moment  thought  a 
usually  equable  temper  had  been  ruffled  by  the  almost  oontinuoos 
work  of  twenty  months,  oulminating  in  an  all-ni{(ht  sitting.  On 
reflection  he  saw  that  the  Squire  was  merely  adapting  an  engineer- 
ing phrase,  deacribing  a  proceeding  common  enough  on  river  courses. 
Hie  onl^  point  on  which  remark  open  to  criticism  is  that  it  u 
tautological.  • 

Business  (^ite.— Appropriation  Bill  brought  in. 
Thursday.— Qeorqe  Newnes  looked  in  just  now ;  much  the  same 
as  ever ;  the  aame  preoccupied,  almost  pensive  look ;  a  mind  weighed 
down  by  ever-multiplying  circulation.    Troubled  with  consideratioii 

of  proposal  made  to  him  to  pub- 
lish special  edition  of  Strand 
Magazine  in  tongue  under- 
standed  of  the  majority  of  the 
peoples  of  India.  Bfaa  conquered 
the  English-speaking  race  from 
Chatham  to  Chattanooga,  from 
Southampton  to  Sydney.  Now 
lo !  the  poor  Indian  brings  hia 
annas,  and  bega  a  boon. 

Meanwhile  one  of  ihe  candi- 
dates for  vacant  Poet  Laureate- 
isAiip  has  broken  out  into  ele^ac 
verse.  **  Newnes,"  he  exclaims, 
'*Nbwne8,  noble  hearted,   ahiue, 
for  ever  shine ; 
Though  not  of  royal,  yet  of  hal- 
lowed line." 
That    sort    of   thing  would 
make  some  men  vain.    There 
is  no  couplet  to  parallel  it  since 
the  famous  one  writtoi  by  Pope 
on  a  place   fremiented  by  a 
Sovereign  whose  death  is  noto- 
rious, a  place  where 
Great  Anna,  whom  three  realms 
obey,  [tometimes  tea. 

Did   sometimes   counsel   take  and 
The  poef,  whose  volume  bears  the  proudly  humble  pseudonymn  **  A 
Village  Peasant."  diouldlook  in  at  tne  House  of  Commons  andoontinne 
his  studies.    There  are  a  good  many  of  us  here  worth  a  poet's 
attention.    Sark  says  the  thing  is  easy  enough.    *'  Tosa  'em  off  in 
no  time,"  sa^s  he.    ''  There 's  the  Squire  now,  who  has  not  lately 
referred  to  his  Plantagenet  parentage.    Apostrophising  him  in  Com- 
I  mittee  on  Evicted  Tenants  Bill  one  might  have  said : — 
SQUiaB,  noble  hearted,  shine,  for  cv«-r  shine ; 
Though  not  of  hallowed  yet  of  royal  line." 
I     Business  </o>i«.— Appropriation  Bill   read   second  time.     Wbie 
I  turned  up.    Sir  Wilfrid  Lawson  and  others  aaid  **  Dam." 

iSis^tirc/ay.— Appropriation   Bill   read   third  time  thia  morning. 
Prorogation  aervcd  with  five  o'clock  tea. 

"  Parleyment ! "  paid  one  of  the  Houae  of  Commons  waitera  loitering 
at  the  gateway  of  Palace  Yard  and  replying  to  inquiring  viaitor  from 
the  country.    **  Parlevment  's  horff."    So  am  I. 
Business  done, — All. 


The  Imperial  Sheffield  Xine-pin. 
Invaluable  to  Bttdding  Statesmen. 


TO  DOROTHY. 

(My  Four-year-old  Sweetheart.) 

To  make  sweet  bay  I  was  amazed  to  find 
You  absolutely  did  not  know  the  way. 
Though  when  you  did,  it  seemed  much  to  your  mind 
To  make  sweet  hay. 

We  wandered  out.    It  was  a  perfect  day. 

I  asked  if  I  might  teach  you.    You  were  kind 
Enough  to  answer,  **  Why,  of  course^  you  may." 

I  kissed  your  pretty  face  with  bay  entwined, 
We  made  sweet  hay.    But  what  will  Mother  aay 

If  in  a  dozen  years  we  're  still  inclined^ 
To  make  sweet  hay  Y 


"bogle 
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IS  THE  BAR  A  PROFITABLE  PROFESSION « 

{A  Que^y  to  he  ansioered  during  the  Long  Vacation,) 

I AK  always  reluctant  to  obtrude  my  personality  upon  the  British 
Public.  All  the  world  know  my  address  in  the  Temple,  and  so  long 
as  my  learned  friends  who  act  as  intermediaries  between  myself  and 
the  litigation-loTing  public  bear  me  in  mind,  I  require  no  further 
advertisement.  However,  I  cannot 
cbse  my  eyes  to  Duty,  and  Duty  points 
to  the  pages  of  a  paper  that  may  be 
aptly  (Milled  the  organ  of  the  B^oh, 
the  Jury,  and  the  Bar.  1  fed  compelled 
to  publish  the  following  short  story  in 
the  columns  of  that  organ  as  a  proof  of 
the  deffeneracy  of  the  profession  to 
which  I  have  me  honour  to  belong.  I 
fhall  be  only  too  pleased  if  my  Spartan- 
like conduct  proves  of  benefit  to  my 
feUow-counseL  I  write  in  their  service, 
and  without  an  eye— yes,  I  venture  to 
say  half  an  eye— to  the  main  chance. 
My  narrative  will  prove  that  ignorance, 
and,  if  I  may  be  permitted  to  lay  so, 
unpardonable  ignorance  exists  at  the 
Law  Courts.  I  have  kept  silent  until  the  Long  Vacation  has  com- 
menced. My  reason  for  this  reticence  is  not  difficult  to  discover. 
Had  I  taken  the  public  into  my  confidence  at  an  earlier  date,  it  wotdd 
be  obvious  that  I  mi^ht  have  suffered  in  professional  status.  Now 
that  the  Long  Vacation  has  been  reached,  there  is  ample  time  for  the 
process  known  as  *'  living  it  down."    But  I  will  not  anticipate. 

I  must  confess  that  I  was  not  a  little  pleased  the  other  day  to  learn 
from  my  excellent  clerk,  Portivoton,  that  a  representative  of  the 
firm  of  Clogs,  Judas,  aitd  F&£abs,  were  anxious  to  see  me  on  a 
matter  of  business. 

**Have  I  had  them  as  clients  before?"   I  asked  my  worthy 
assistant. 
"  Oh,  no,  Sir,"  returned  Pobtiitotox.     **  You  see,  for  the  last 

five  years  you  have  only  had " 

''Tes,  yes,"  I  interrupted,  for  my  excellent  clerk  is  sometimes 
inclined  to  become  a  trifle  prosy.  **  I  will  see  him  at  once.  Is  he  in 
my  room  f  " 

**  Well,  no.  Sir ;  as  you  said  that  Mr.  iNUEETOir  might  use  it  for 
the  soda-water  cases,  I  thought  it  wotdd  be  better  to  show  him  into 
Mr.  Block*8  room.    Tou  see.  Sir,  it  is  tidier  than  your  room ;  for 

since  we  have  had  the  lawn-tennb  nets " 

But  here  I  again  interrupted  my  worthy  assistant,  who,  I  am 
forced  to  admit,  u  sometimes  a  trifle  discursive.  I  interrupted  him, 
and,  entering  Block's  room,  made  the  acquaintance  of  my  new 
client. 

**  I  think.  Sir,"  said  my  visitor.  **  that  you  are  of  opinion  that 
there  is  no  custom  concerning  the  aiamissal  of  office  messengers  P  " 

I  never  like  to  commit  myself  without  referring  to  my  books,  so  I 
was  silent  for  a  moment. 
'*  At  least,"  continued  my  client,  **  you  have  not  heard  of  any  ?  " 
"  Well,  no,"  I  returned ;  **  so  far  as  my  experience  goes,  I  have 
not  come  across  the  custom." 

*' That's  quite  enoueh  for  us.  Sir.  If  you  will  swear  tbat,  we 
shall  want  nothing  further." 

Rather  to  my  disgust  my  visitor  suddenly  placed  a  eubpcena  in  my 
hand,  and  told  me  that  the  case  would  most  likely  be  in  the  list  on 
the  following  day.  Annoyed  at  his  brusqueness  I  told  him  I  had  been 
resdy  to  accept  nim  gratuitously  as  a  client.  I  added  that  as  I  now 
found  I  was  only  in  request  as  a  witness  I  should  require  a  guinea. 

**  Oh,  of  course,"  said  my  visitor,  producing  the  cash.  **  We  looked 
you  out,  and  your  name  is  in  the  Law  Ltet :  and  I  see,  too,  you 
have  painted  it  on  the  door  of  Mr.  Block's  chambers." 

Disdaining  to  smile  at  what  I  considered  to  be  rather  a  clumsy 
attempt  tX  plaiaanterte^  I  bowed,  and  rang  the  beU. 

'*  Perhaps  we  had  better  have  your  private  address.  Sir,"  continued 
my  visitor.  **  It  would  be  safer,  for  then  we  could  wire  to  you  when 
it  came  on,  and  you  would  be  sure  to  get  our  telegram." 

*'  I  am  always  here  while  the  Courts  are  sitting."  I  returned,  in  a 
tone  of  hauteur :  *'  so  you  must  please  wire  to  me  here." 
•'Just  as  you  like.  Sir." 

And  a  few  minutes  later  my  derk  saw  my  visitor  safely  off  the 
premisrs.  I  admit  that  I  was  slightly  annoyed  at  the  term  ^'  wire." 
It  is  true  that  his  firm's  name  had  not  appeared— at  any  rate, 
recently- in  my  fee-book,  but  that  was  no  reason  why  he  should 
suggest  that  I  was  constantly  absent  from  my  chambers.  I  really 
pitied  Messrs.  Clogs,  Judas  Ain>  Friabs  for  having  a  clerk  with  so 
little  tact,  and  such  a  small  stock  of  experience. 

On  the  following  morning,  when  I  was  standing  at  the  door  of  the 
Carey  Street  Robing  Room,  considering  whether  1  should  assume  my 
forensic  costume,  or  enter  the  Court  as  a  layman,  I  was  accosted  by 
the  same  individual,  who  told  me  *'  that  we  were  third  on  the  list." 
*'  So  you  will  be  wanted  aLmost  at  once,  Sir,"  said  he. 

TOL.  cm. 


*' Well,  I  shall  be  able  to  oomcL"  I  replied,  "as,  strange  to  say, 
I  have  no  business  before  their  Lordships  to-day." 

*'  Chiefly  chamber  practice,  I  suppose,  G^  ?  " 

**  Quite  so  "  I  returned,  looking  him  steadily  in  the  face.  '*  I 
moan  to-day." 

I  will  not  tell  a  wearisome  story  of  how  I  had  to  hang  about  the 
Court  until  the  interval  for  luncheon,  and  longer.  I  will  hurry  to 
the  point  when  I  entered  the  witaess- box.  To  my  surpriae  and  secret 
satisfaction  there  was  quite  a  stir  when  my  name  was  called  out. 
The  Silks  in  the  front  row  smiled,  and  my  colleagues  the  juniors 
tittered.  Even  his  Lordship  looked  up  with  an  expression  of  pleaaant 
anticipation.    I  was  duly  sworn,  and  gave  my  name. 

"Now,  Sir,"  said  the  Counsel  for  our  side,  "tell  me.  How  long 
have  you  known  anything  about  office  messengers  P  " 

I  considered  for  a  moment.  As  a  Member  of  the  Bar  (although 
I  had  not  been  asked  for  my  profession — ^no  doubt  that  was  suffi- 
ciently well  known)  I  desired  to  set  an  example.  I  wished  to  show 
what  a  witness  should  be.  I  desired  to  appear  as  a  model  wivthy  of 
dose  and  universal  imitation. 

"  I  have  seen  office  messengers  in  offices  for  many  years— as  long 
as  I  can  remember." 

I  spoke  with  absolute  gravity.  To  my  astonishment  there  was  a 
titter  which  grew  into  a  roar  oi  laughter ;  even  his  Lordship  found 
it  difficult  to  control  his  cachinnation. 

"  Yes,"  said  the  counsel,  when  he  had  partially  recovered  his 
gravity.  "  But,  teU  me,  do  you  know  any  custom  in  connection 
with  their  dismissal  P  " 

Again  I  considered  the  matter  for  a  few  seconds,  and  made  a  second 


*^'&o;  1 1 


am  unaware  of  any  special  custom  in  connection  with  their 
dismissal." 

This  time  there  was  no  titter.  My  answer  was  received  at  once 
with  the  wildest  merriment  The  Judge  laughed  as  much  as  anyone, 
and  the  Usher  had  to  wijpe  his  head  with  his  handkerohicdP,  so 
greatly  moved  was  he  by  his  sense  of  the  ridiculous. 

My  Counsel  sat  down  convulsed,  and  had  to  conceal  his  face  behind 
his  brief. 

"  I  really  don't  think  "  gasped  out  the  judge,  *'  that  this  witness 
need  be  cross-examined.'' 

And  I  was  not.  As  I  returned  to  my  seat  amidst  the  smiles  of 
everyone  in  Court,  a  reporter  asked  me  for  my  Christian  name. 
Before  I  ootdd  reply,  one  of  my  colleagues  in  wig  and  gown  gave  him 
what  he  supposed  was  the  necessary  information. 

"  But  you  are  wrong,"  I  whispered,  and  (with  a  view  of  crushing 
him)  handed  him  my  card. 

"You  don't  say  so,"  returned  my  learned  friend;  "why,  we 
thought  you  were  PAmpo,— the  chap  you  know,  who  writes  as 
'  YoHiCK  '^for  the  Serio- Comic  Jester r 

And  it  had  come  to  this !  I  had  been  taken,  or  rather  mistaken, 
for  a  humorous  contributor!  And  this  after  about  a  quarter  of  a 
century's  service  at  the  Bar  I  And  yet  there  are  those  v^o  say  that 
theprofesftion  is  not  going  to  the  dogs  I 

However,  I  must  express  niy  surprise  at  the  conduct  of  the  judge. 
It  is  not  ten  years  since  that  I  had  the  pleasure  of  holding  a  consent 
brief  before  him.  And  yet  he  had  forgotten  me !  When  the  Bench 
is  so  forgetful,  how  can  Silk  and  QtvSt  be  expected  to  have  better 
memories  I 

Pump' Handle  Court,  (Signed)      A.  Briefless,  JuiaoB. 

September  1,  1894. 

"RHYMES." 

Whatbvsr  the  subject  that  people  discuss. 
Theology,  law,  architectural  plajrthings — 
St.  Albans,  for  instance— t heroes  ready  for  us 
A  lover  of  knock-me-down  language  to  say  things. 
Lord  Grimthobpb  will  instantly  write  to  the  Times, 
His  last  learned  homilies  treated  of  rhymes. 

Ne  Mi^or— Lord  Grimthobpe  could  tell  you  the  rest. 

Lord  Gbimthobpe  could  write  you  a  letter  about  it, 
Lord  QanrTHORPE,  decidedly  wisest  and  best 
Of  wise  and  good  teachers,  no  oerson  could  doubt  it ; 
Since,  be  what  it  may,  he  will  write  to  the  Times, 
Church,  chancery,  chapels,  chants,  chamfers  or  chimes. 

JVlp  suior — the  limit  should  never  be  past 

But  where  is  the  limit  P    He  tackles  each  squabbler. 
We  see  each  new  letter,  but  never  the  last ; 
All  things  need  repair,  and  Lord  G.  is  the  cobbler. 
Cathedrals  or  canticles— still  to  the  Times 
He  writes,  some  might  say,  neither  reasons  nor  rhymes. 


MiLiTART  Word  of  Commaico  foe  those  who  hive  "FallSh 
in  Love."- Fallout! 
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SUPPLY   AND    DEMAND. 

Bill.  "What  are  these  Chaps,  Jim?" 

Jim,  "Why,  they  're  all  Hearls  and  Markesses,  they  tell  me,  as  is  down  on  their  Luck  !  " 

Bill,  **  Well,  then,  wot  's  the  good  op  thfir  makin'  New  Peers,  when  all  these  poor  Noblemen  are  out  of  a  Job  ? ' 


SILLY  SEASONING, 

The  era  of  newspaper  controversy  has  once 
more  begrnn,  and  the  wail  of  the  letter-writer 
is  again  heard  in  the  land.  The  guileless 
reader  may  possibly  imagine  that  the  letters 
he  reads  so  reaaily  are  so  many  brands 
plucked  from  the  burning— in  other  words, 
so  many  contri- 
butions snatched 
out  of  the  Waste- 
Paper  Basket. 
But  Mr.  Punch 
knows  better;  the 
letters  are  written 
where  the  contro- 
|.  yersy  begins  and 

''ends  —  in    the 

%i^^^i^^^S~^'"  Newspaper  Office. 
^^^  '*"  Why  should  85, 

Fleet  Street  lag  behind  its  neiffhbours  in 
joumalistio  oontrorersy  P  If  the  largest  cir- 
culations haye  their  leader-writers,  nas  not 
Mr.  Punch  his  *' young  men"?  The  fol- 
lowing letters,  therefore,  it  is  frankly  ad- 
mitted, were  written  in  Fleet  Street  rlease 
notice  the  careless  grace  with  which  **  Peck- 
ham  Rye"  and  the  **Borough  Hoad"  are 
thrown  in  to  giye  an  air  of  *^yerisimilitude 
to  a  bald  and  unconyindng  narratiye "  as 
PooK  Bah  said.    The  subject  of  the  corre- 


another.  Eventually  *'  The  Ethics  of  the 
Honeymoon"  won  oy  a  narrow  majority, 
after  a  dose  division.  Of  course  it  need 
hardly  be  said  that  the  subject  ought  to  be 
matrimonial.  It's  expected  of  you.  The 
public  look  for  it  They  shall  get  it  Here 
are  some  of  the  letters : — 

THE  ETHICS  OF  THE  HONEYMOON. 

Deab  Sib,— I  desire  in  your  valuable  paper 
to  draw  attention  to  a  question  which  Ihave 
been  carefully  considering  for  a  great  number 
of  years :  Are  Honeymoons  right  P  Man  and 
boy  I  have  been  a  bachelor  these  forty  years, 
and  as  such  have  had  peculiar  and  extensive 
opportunities  for  seeing  that  *'most  of  the 

§ame  "  which  is  reserved  for  outsiders.  As 
le  result  of  my  observation,  I  confidently 
assert  that  honeymoons  are  useless,  dangerous, 
and  ought  to  be  abolished.  They  are  useless 
in  that  the  only  people  they  profit  are  the 
hotel-keepers.  They  are  dangerous  to  the 
happy  pairs,  who  see  enough  ot  ene  another 
in  a  fortnight  to  imperil  their  happiness  for  a 
lifetime.  Abolition  is  dearly  the  only  remedy, 
and  a  Hyde  Park  Demonstration  shotdd  settle 
the  matter.  Tours  faithfully, 

Peekham  Ry:  Tox  £.  BoT. 

DsAX  Mr.  Pttvch,— However  can  anyone 
ask  such  a  foolish  Question  as  **  Are  Honey- 
moons right  P"  I  shall  never  forget  mine. 
It  was  one  long  dream.  We  spent  the  time 
in  Switzerland  and  £300  in  cash.  We 're  still 


paying  interest  on  the  money  Edwin  borrowed 
to  pay  for  it.  But  what  of  that  P  The  time 
we  spent  was  a  piem,  the  recoUeotion  of  it 
is  a  rapture.  Though  I  should  never  be 
fortunate  enough  to  spend  another,  I  shall 
always  rejoice  in  my  first  honermoon. 
Yours  matrimonially, 

Anoelina  lifANDOLnrx. 
The  Cosy  Corner^  Swiss  Cottage, 

Sir,— I  object  to  hone3rmoons  because 
those  who  take  part  in  them  are  so  unsociable. 
What  greater  disfigurement  to  a  landscape 
than  a  lot  of  couples  honeymooning  about  P 
The  whole  thing  is  such  a  farce,  too— each 
would  rather  speak  to  some  one  d»e,  both 
are  afraid  of  offending  one  another.  To  pre- 
vent anyone  thinking  I  say  this  because  I  've 
been  bitten  myself,  I  may  add  that  my  fin^t 
honejrmoon  was  such  a  success  that  next  week 
I'm  going  to  get  married  again,  and  take 
another.  Yours,        A  Wxdowxb. 

1097,  Borough  Boad,  S.E. 


On  a  Heroine  of  our  Day. 
Her  very  naughtiness  is  droll. 

There 's  fun  in  her  worst  f oUy, 
In  fact  she 's  no  Sodety  DolL 

ButaSodety**DoUy." 
On  her  the  straighteat-laoed  spectator 

Bestows  his  benediotion, 
And  owns  her  keen  and  skilled  creator 

A  Hope  of  English  fiction.%Q  I  p 


^ 
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TNE  LAW  OF  THE  (SOCIAL)  JUNCLL 

Mh.  Rudtabd  Ejpliko  has  given  ns  in  his 
own  inimitable  way  a  sample  of  Jungle  Law, 
which,  as  he  savs,  is  of  "immense  com- 
plexity." Now  Docietj  is  also  a  Jungle,  the 
Human  JuDgle.  In  it  the  Bete^Humaine 
congreffates,  for  a  yariety  of  purposes.  Its 
laws  also  are  complex,  and  wonderfully  like 
those  of  the  Wolves  m  Baloo  gave  them  in 
sing-song.    For  example :~ 

{For  "  JFolf"  read  "  Worldling,"  far  '*JungU" 
the  "  /Socio/  World.") 

Now  this  ii  the  Law  of  the  Jtmgle~io  aneient 

that  no  one  Sftkt  «  Why  ?  " 
And  the  Wolf  that  thmll  keep  it  may  prosper,  but 

the  Wolf  that  shall  break  it  must  fly, 
As  the  oobweb  that  meshes  the  oomert,  the  Law 

nets  Society's  track — 
For  the  ftreogth  of  the  Pack  ii  the  Wolf,  and  the 

strength  of  the  Wolf  ia  the  Pack. 

I. 
••Tub"  daily  from  head-crown  to  toe-tip; 

drink  frf^ely  but  seldom  too  deep : 
And  remember  the  ni^ht  is  for  larks,  and 

forget  not  the  day  is  for  sleep. 

The  Jackal  may  sponge  on  the  lion ;  but.  Cub, 
when  thy  whiskers  are  ffrown, 

Bemember  the  Wolf  is  a  hunter—go  forth 
and  track  prey  of  thine  own. 

HI. 
Eeeppeace  with  the  Lords  of  the  Jungle,  the 

Hebrew,  the  Bobby,  the  Beak ; 
And  fool  not  with  Elephant  Law,  which  is 

giyen  to  squelching  the  weak. 

IV. 

When  Pack  crosses  Pack  in  the  jungle,  and 
neither  wiU  budge  from  the  trail. 

lie  down  till  the  Lawyers  have  spoken,  for 
tongue  against  tooth  may  prevail  I 

V. 

When  ye  fight  with  a  Wolf  of  the  Pack,  do 

not  fight  him  alone  or  afar. 
Let  others  look  on  at  the  scrimmage,  the  Pack 

is  amused  by  such  war. 

vi. 
The  House  of  the  Wolf  is  his  refuge,  and 

where  he  has  made  him  his  home. 
If  he  is  a  Wolf  of  fair  cunning,  not  e*en 

County  Councils  may  come. 

vn. 
The  House  of  the  Wolf  is  his  refuge,  but  let 

him  shun  odorous  drain. 
Or  the  Council  will  send  him  a  ••Notice," 

and  he  'U  have  to  ••  repair  "  it  again« 

vin. 
If  ye  hunt  after  midnight  be  careful,  and 

block  not  the  public  highway. 
Lest  ye  draw  the  police  from  their  gossips, 

and  have  Forty  Bhiilings  to  pay. 

IX. 

Ye  may  kill  female  souls  for  your  pleasure, 
may  snare  them  the  best  way  ye  can. 

But  mind  you  don't  poach  on  preserves  that 
bebng  to  a  wealthier  man  f 

z. 

If  ye  plunder  his  Kill  from  a  weaker,  don't 
put  on  too  much  •*  bioominff  side." 

Some  deeds  it  is  lawful  to  do,  which,  as  beiog 
••  bad  form,"  you  should  hide. 

XI. 

The  ••form"  of  the  Pack  is  the  law  of  the 
Pack.    It  will  pardon  white  lies. 

And  a  wriggle  or  two,  but  that  Wolf 's  a  gone 
coon  who  the  Pack  **  form"  defies. 

xn. 
The  Kill  of  the  Wolf  is  the  meat  of  the  Wolf. 

He  may  do  what  he  will 
With  his  prey  when  he 's  hunted  it  down ; 

but  he  shouldn't  let  pals  see  him  kill. 


A    "NEW   WOMAN." 

The  Vicar's  Wife,  "  And  have  totj  had  good  Spobt,  Miss  Ooldkmbibo  f " 

ifuf  O.  **  Oh,  Bippur'  1    I  only  shot  onb  Rabbit,  but  I  makaobd  to  isjvrm  qum  a 

DOZBN  MOBB  1 " 


xin.  '  XVI. 

Cub-Right  is  the  riffht  of  the  Minor.    For  Because  of  his  age  and  his  ounniog,  his  giip 

deeids  of  crass  folly  or  shame  |        and  his  power  of  jaw. 

He  may  put  in  the  plea,  ••  I'm  an  Infant ! "  ,  In  all  that  the  Law  leaveth  open  the  word  of 

and  Law  will  acknowledge  the  same.  Xing  Mammon  is  Law. 

xnr.  Note  these  are  the  Laws  of  the  Jungle,  to 

sway  human  Wolres  where  they  swarm: 
But  the  head  and  the  front  of  the  Law,  the 


For 


Sale-Right  is  the  right  of  the  Mother. 

all  her  f  he-cubs  she  may  claim 
The  right  of  free-market  (or  marriage),  acd 

none  may  deny  her  the  same. 


beginning  and  end  is — Conform  ! 


XV. 


Law-Right  is  the  right  of  the  Male. 

made  Jungle-law  all  his  own. 
He  is  free  of  all  voice  of  the  Female ;  and 

judged  by  the  he-wolves  alone. 


Wonderful,  is  it  not,  how  little  the  Law  of 
the  Wolf  requires  modifving  to  make  it  the 
He  has  Law  of  the  Worldling  I  The  reaaoa,  per- 
haps, is  that  the  average  Worldling  is  so  very 
much  like  a  Wolf,  especially  in  gregarioua- 
ness  and  greed  for  prey  I   OOCjl^ 
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LYRE   AND    LANCET. 

(A  Story  in  Seerus.) 

PAET  X.— BORROWED  PLUBIES. 

BcEsnt  XVII. — Undebshell's  Bedroom  in  the  East  Wing  at  Wj/vern, 
Tun— About  9  p.m. 

The  Steward" 8  Boom  Boy  {knocking  and  entering).  Brought  you 
I  up  some  *ot  water,  Sir,  case  you  *d  like  to  clean  up  afore  supper. 
j      UndereheU,  I  presume  evening;  dress  is  not  indispensable  in  the 
I  Housekeeper's  Room ;  but  I  can  hardly  make  even  the  simplest  toilet 
until  you  are  good  enough  to  bring  up  my  portmanteau.  Where  is  it? 

Boy,  I  never  'eard  nothink  of  no  porkmanteau.  Sir ! 

Und,  Tou  will  hear  a  good  deal  about  it,  unless  it  is  forthoomiiig 
at  once.  J  ust  find  out  what '  s  become  of  it — a  new  portmanteau,  with 
a  white  star  painted  on  it.   [The  Boy  retiree^  impressed;  an  interval. 

Boy  (re-appearing),  I  managed  to  get  a  few  words  with  Thomas, 
our  second  foobnan,  just  as  he  was  coming  out  o'  the  'AU,  and  he 
sez  ^e  only  porkmanteau  with  a  white  star  was  took  up  to  the 
Yemey  Chamber,  which  Thomas  unpacked  it  hisself. 

Und,  Then  t^  Thomas,  with  my  compliments,  that  he  will 
trouble     himself     to 
pack  it  again  imme- 
aiately. 

Boy,  But  Thomas 
has  to  wait  at  table, 
and  besides,  he  savs 
as  he  laid  out  tne 
dress  things,  and  the 
gen'lman  as  is  in  the 
Yemey  Chamber  is  a 
wearin'  of  'em  now, 
Sir. 

Und.  {indignant). 
But  ithey  *re  mine  ! 
Confdand  his  impu- 
den<^  1  Here.  I  'U 
write  him  a  line  at 
once^  ( He  scribbles  a 
note.)  Here,  see  that 
the  gentleman  of  the 
Yerney  Chamber  gets 
this  at  once,  and  bring 
me  his  answer. 

Boy,  What  I  me  go 
into  the  Dinin'  'All, 
with  all  the  swells  at 
table  P  I  dursn't.  I 
should  get  the  sack 
from  oIuTbrddt. 

Und,  I  don't  care 
who  takes  it  so  hmg 
as  it  is  taken.  Tell 
Thomas  it  'i  his  mis- 
take, and  he  must  do 
what  he  can  to  put  it 
right.  Say  I  shall 
certainly  oomplain  if 
I  don't  get  back  my 

clothes  and  portmanteau.  Get  that  note  delivered,  and  I  '11  give 
€u  half-a-crown.  {To  himself t  as  the  Boy  departs  much  against 
M  trtV/.)    So,  not  content  with  denying  me  a  place  at  her  table,  this 


women  have  so  many  really  serious  matters  to  attend  to — arranginip 
about  dinners,  and  visits,  and  trying  on  frocks,  and  then  rusbinff 
about  from  party  to  party.  I  so  seldom  get  a  quiet  moment.  Ah,  I 
knew  I  wanted  to  ask  you  something.  Did  you  ever  know  anyone 
called  Lady  Grisolise  P 

Spurr,  Lady— er— ORisoLncE  ?  No ;  can't  say  I  do.  I  know  Lady 
Maisib,  that's  all. 

Mrs,  Chatt,  Oh,  and  she  was  the  original  P  Now,  that  is  excit- 
ing !  But  I  should  hardly  have  recognised  her—**  lanky,"  you  know, 
and  "slanting  green  eyes."  But  I  suppose  you  see  everybody 
diJfferently  ^m  other  people  P  It 's  having  so  much  imagination.  I 
daresay  /  look  green  or  something  to  you  now— though  really  I  'm 
not, 

Spurr,  {to  himself),  I  don't  understand  more  than  wbmt  half 
she^s  saying.  (Aloud,)  Oh,  I  don*t  see  anything  particularly  green 
about  you, 

Mrs,  Chatt,  (only  partially  pleased),  I  wonder  if  you  meant  that 

to  be  complimentary — no,  you  needn't  explain.    Now  tell  me,  is 

there  any  news  about  the  Laureateship  P    Who's  going  to  get  it? 

Will  it  be  SwuTBUBVE  or  Lewis  Mobbis  P 

Spurr,  (to  himself).  Never  heard  of  the  stakes  or  the  horses 

either.  Ufoi/rf.)  Well, 
to  tell  you  the  truth, 
I  haven't  been  follow- 
ing their  form  —  too 
many  of  these  small 
events  nowadavs. 

Mrs.  Chatt,  (fo 
herself).  It 's  quite 
amusing  how  jealous 
these  poets  are  of  one 
another!  (Aloud.)  1% 
it  true  they  get  a  butt 
of  sherry  given  them 
for  it  P 

Spurr,  I've  heard 
of  winners  getting  a 
bottle  or  two  of  cham- 
pigne  in  a  bucket — 
not  sherry.  But  a 
little  stimulant  won  t 
hurt  a  crack  when  he 
comes  in,  provided  it's 
not  given  him  too 
soon  I  wait  till  he 's 

fot  his  wind  and  dune 
lowing,  you  know. 
Mrs,  Chatt.  I'm 
taking  that  in.  I 
know  it  *s  very  witty 
and  satirical,  and  I 
daresay  I  shall  un- 
derstand it  in  time. 

Spurr,  Oh,  it  doesn't 
matter  much  if  you 
don't.  (7b  himself.) 
Pleasant  kind  of  wo- 
man— but  a  perfect 
fool  to  talk  to! 


Lady  Culvebik  allows  her  minions  to  clothe  a  more  favoured  guest 
at  my  expense  I    I  'm  hanged  if  I  stand  it 

Scene  XVIIL— rA«  Dining  Hall,  The  table  is  oval ;  Spubrell  is 
placed  between  Lady  Rhoda  Cokayne  andUn.  Bbooke-Chattebis. 

Mrs,  Chatteris  (encouragingly^  after  the^  are  seated).  Now,  I  shall 
exiNBOt  you  to  be  very  brilliant  ana  entertaining.  /  '11  do  all  the  lis- 
tening for  once  in  a  wa]^— though,  generally,  I  can  talk  about  all 
manner  of  silly  things  with  anybody  / 

Spurr  ell  (extremely  ill  at  ease).  Oh-er—I  should  sav  you  were 
equal  to  that.    But  I  reallv  can't  think  of  anything  to  talk  about, 

Mrs.  Chatt,  That's  a  Sad  beginning.  I  always  find  the  ntetiu 
cards  such  a  good  subject  when  there's  anything  at  all  out  of  the 
common  about  them.  If  they're  ornamented,  you  can  talk  about 
them—though  not  for  very  long  at  a  time,  don't  you  think  P 

Spurr,  (miserably).  I  can't  say  how  long  I  could  go  on  about 
ornamented  ones— but  these  are  plain.  ( To  himself )  I  can  hear  this 
waistcoat  going  already ;  and  we  're  onlv  at  the  soup! 

Mrs.  Chatt,  It  is  a  pity.  Never  mini ;  tell  me  about  literary  and 
artistic  people.  Do  you  know  I  'm  rather  glad  I  'm  not  literary  or 
artistic  myself— it  seems  to  make  people  so  queer-looking^  somehow. 
Oh,  of  course  I  didn't  mean  you  iook^  queer— but  generally^  you 
'oiow.    You've  made  quite  a  success  with  your  Andromeda^  haven't 

up    I  only  go  by  whit  I  'm  told— I  don't  r«id  much  myself.    We 


"  It  does  seem^to  me  such — well,  such  footlej  " 

Mrs,  Chatt,  (to  herself),  i  've  always  heard  that  clever  writen 
are  rather  stupid  when  you  meet  them— it's  quite  true. 

Captain  Thicknesse  [to  himself),  I  should  Uke  her  to  see  that  I  've 
got  some  imagination  in  me,  thou«rh  she  does  think  me  such  an  ass. 
(Aloud,  to  Lady  Maisik)  Jolly  old  hall  this  is,  with  the  banners,  and 
the  gallery,  and  that— miakes  you  fancy  some  of  those  old  mediaeval 
Johnnies  in  armour— knights,  you  know— comiA'  dankin'  in  and 
tumin'  us  all  out. 

Lady  Maisie  (to  herself),  I  do  trust  Mr.  Spubbell  isn  't  saying 
something  too  dreadful.  I  'm  sure  I  heard  my  name  just  now. 
{Aloud,  absently ^  to  Capt.  Thicknesse.)  No,  did  you  really  /  How 
amusing  it  must  have  been ! 

Capt.  Thick,  (aggrieved) 
attention  to  what  I  was  saj  " 

Lady  M.   (starting),  (    , 
I— I  'm  afraid  I  was  thinking  of  something  el^e.    Dj  tell  me  again 

Capt,  Thick,  (still  hurt).  No,  I  won't  inflict  it  on  you— not  worth 
repeatin'.  And  I  should  only  be  takin'  off  your  attention  from  a 
fellow  that  does  know  how  to  talk. 

Lady  M,  (unth  a  auiltiness  which  she  tries  to  carry  off  under 
dignity),  I  don't  thins  I  understand  what  you  mean. 

Capt.  Thick,  Well,  I  couldn't  help  hearin'  what  you  said  to  your 


leeni 

ed).  If  you  'd  done  me  the  honour  of  pay  in'  any 

»vin',  you  'd  have  found  out  it  warn  t  amu^ia'. 

Oh,  wasnH  it  P    I  'm  so  sorry  I  missed  it. 


poet-mend  before  we  went  in  about  naving  to  put  up  with  i^tiiers ; 
and  it  isn't  what  you  may  call  flattering  to  a  fellow  s  feeli 


put  up  with. 

LdduM,  (hotlyl 
misunderstood! 


It— it  was  not  intended  for  you. 

Digitized  bv 


for  you.    Yon 

Goog 


feelin's,  being 
Ton  entirdy 

le 
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Capt  Thick,  Daresay  I 'm  veiT  dense ;  but,  even  to  my  oompre- 
hension,  it 's  plain  enough  that  the  reason  why  yon  weren  t  listenin' 
to  me  just  now  was  that  the  Poet  had  the  Inc^  to  say  somethin'  that 
yon  found  more  interesting. 

Ladi/  M,  Tou  are  quiu  wrong— it's  too  absurd :  I  neyer  eren  met 
Mr.  Spuerbll  in  my  life  till  this  afternoon.  It  you  really  must 
know,  I  heard  him  mention  my  name,  and— and  I  wondered, 
naturally,  what  he  oould  jwssibly  be  sayins:. 

Capt.  Thick.  Somethin'  very  charmin'  and  poetioal,  I'm  sure, 
and  I  'm  makin'  you  lose  it  all.    Apobgise — shan  t  happen  again. 

Ladf/  M.  Please  be  sensible,  and  let  us  talk  of  something  dse. 
Are  you  staying  here  long  ? 

Capt.  Thick.  Tou  will  be  gratified  to  hear  I  leave  for  Aldershot 
to-morrow.    Meant  to  have  gone  to-day.    Sorry  I  didnH  now. 

Lady  M,  I  think  it  was  a  thousand  pities  you  didn't,  as  you  seem 
to  have  stayed  on  purpose  to  be  as  stupid  and  unkind  as  you  possibly 
oan.  {She  turns  to  her  other  neighbour.  Lord  LTJLLmoTOir. 

Mrs.  Chatt.  [to  Captt  Thickkessb,  who  is  on  her  other  side).  Oh, 
Captain  Thickvesse,  what  do  you  think  Mr.  Spubbell  has  just 
told  me?  Tou  remember  those  lines  to  Lady  Grisoliks  that 
Mr.  PiLLTNEB  made  such  fun  of  this  morning  ?  Well,  they  were 
meant  for  Lady  Maisie  !  They're  quite  old  mends,  it  seems.  So 
romantic !    Wouldn't  you  like  to  know  how  they  oame  to  meet  ? 

Capt.  Thick.  Can't  say  I'm  jwrtioularlT  curious— no  affair  of 
mine,  don't  you  know.  (To  himself.)  And  she  told  me  they'd  neyer 
met  before !    Sooner  I  get  back  the  better.    Only  in  the  way  here. 

Lady  M.  {turning  to  him).  Well,  are  you  as  determined  to  be 
disagreeable  as  ever?    Oh,  ves,  I  see  you  are ! 

Capt.  Thick.  I  'm  hurt,  that 's  what  it  is,  and  I  'm  not  olerer  at 
hiding  my  feelings.  Fact  is,  I've  just  been  told  somethin'  that- 
well,  it 's  no  business  of  mtit«,  only  you  miaht  have  been  a  little  more 
frank  with  an  old  friend,  instead  of  leavin^  it  to  come  through  some- 
body else.    These  things  always  come  out,  you  know. 

Lady  M.  {to  herself).  That  wretch  has  been  talking !  I  knew  he 
would!  (Aloud.)  I— I  know  I've  been  very  foolish.  If  I  was  to 
teU  you  some  time 

Capt.  Thick,  (hastily).  Oh,  no  reason  why  you  should  tell  me  any- 
thing.   Assure  you,  I— I  'm  not  curious. 

Lady  M.  In  that  case  I  shall  certauily  not  trouble  you«  (2b 
herself.)  He  may  think  just  what  he  pleases,  I  don*t  care.  But, 
oh,  if  Mr.  Spuerell  dares  to  speak  to  me  after  this,  I  shall 
astonish  him ! 

Lady  Rhoda  (to  Spuebell).  I  say— I  am  in  a  funk.  Only  just 
hMxd  who  I  'm  next  to.  I  always  do  feel  such  a  perfect  fool  when 
I  'ye  got  to  talk  to  a  famous  person— and  jim^re  frightfully  famous, 
aren't  you  ? 

Spurr.  (modestly).  Oh,  I  don't  know— I  suppose  I  am^  in  a  sort  of 
way,  through  Andromeda.    Seem  to  think  so  nere^  anyhow. 

lAidy  Rh.  Well,  I  'd  better  tell  you  at  once,  I  'm  no  good  at 
Poetry— can't  make  head  or  tail  of  it,  some*ow.  It  does  seem  to  me 
such— welL  such  footle.    Awf  ly  rude  of  me  sayin'  things  like  that ! 

Spurr.  Is  it  ?  I  'm  just  the  same— wouldn't  giye  a  penny  a  yard 
for  Poetry,  myself ! 

Lady  Rh.xon  wouldn't?  I  am  glad.  Such  a  let-off  forme! 
I  was  afraid  you  'd  want  to  talk  of  nothin'  else,  and  the  only  things 
I  can  really  talk  about  are  horses  and  dogs,  and  that  kind  of  thing. 

Spurr.  That's  all  right,  then.  All  I  don't  know  about  dogs  and 
horses  you  could  put  in  a  homoeopathic  globule— and  then  it  would 
rattle! 

Lady  Rh.   Then  you're  just  the  man.     Look  here,  I 'ye  an 

Airedale  at  home,  and  he 's  losin'  all  his  coat  and 

\_They  converse  with  animation. 

Spurr.  (later— to  himself).  I  am  getting  on.  I  always  knew  I 
was  made  for  Society.    If  omy  this  coat  was  easier  under  the  arms ! 

Thomas  (behind  him — i;i  a  discreet  whisper).  Beg  your  pardon. 
Sir,  but  I  was  requested  to  'and  you  this  note,  and  wait  for  an 
answer. 

Spurr.  (opening  it,  and  reading).  '*  Mr.  Galfbid  Undebshell 
thinks  that  the  gentleman  who  is  oooupyinjr  the  Vemey  Chamber 
has.  doubtless  by  inadvertenoej  put  on  Mr.  Undebshell's  eyening 
clothes.  As  he  requires  them  immediately,  he  will  be  obliged  by  an 
early  appointment  being  made,  with  a  yiew  to  their  return."  (To 
himself.)  Oh,  Lor !  Then  it  wasnH  Sir  Eupebt,  after  all !  Just 
when  I  was  beginning  to  enjoy  my  eyening,  too.  What  on  earth  am 
I  to  say  to  this  chap  P    I  canH  take  'em  all  off  here ! 

[He  sits  staring  at  the  paper  in  blank  dismay. 


The  Wail  of  the  Word-Spinner. 

Tdrbe  is  nothing  new  under  the  sun  at  all 
To  your  journalist  i)CDny-a-lining  and  shoppy. 

And  how  can  a  man  be  **  original " 
When  his  days  (and  his  nights)  are  doyoted  to  **  copy  "  ? 

No.  no,  his  tired  head  will  ne  er  **  knock  at  the  stars,'' 
Who  is  tied  to  the  spinning  of  **  leaders  "  and  **  pars." 


THE   VOYAGE   OF   ALFRED. 

[8ee  Mr.  Alprbd  Austin's  article,  entitled  <'  That  Damnable  Country,*' 
in  Blackwood's  Magazine.'] 

"Lakd,  land!"  cried  Alfbed  Ausinr.    "By  my  halidom,  I  spy 
land! 
Many  weary  leagues  we've  wandered  since  we  left  our  natiye 
shores. 
Seeking  still  through  calm  and  tempest  a  remote  and  barren  island. 
While  we  smote  the  sounding  farrows  of  the  ocean  with'  our  oars. 

•'  Never  wind  availed  to  beat  us ;  by 
the  waters  overweighted. 
Or  becalmed,  with  idle  canvashang- 
ing  looselv  from  the  mast, 
Tet  we  steerea  her  or  we  rowed  her 
with  our  courage  unabated. 
And,  our  labours  past  and  over,  we 
have  come  to  limd  at  last. 

"Though   the  land  be  bleak  and 
barren,   though    barbarians   its 
dwellers. 
Let  us  add  this  last  achievement  to 
the  record  of  our  deeds ; 
When  the  ravage  tribes  come  shout- 
ing as  attackers  and  repeUers, 
We  can  win  the  men  with  dotung 
and  the  women-folk  with  brnds. 

"There  be  savages  in  India  as  in 
Tierra  del  Fuego ; 

There  be  savages  in  Zululand  with  shield  and  assegai ; 
We  have  tamed  them,  whether  cannibals  or  fed  on  rice  and  sago — 

Shall  a  Briton  ever  flinch  from  such  F    No,  by  the  Lord,  not  I ! " 

On  the  land  he  had  discovered  thus  the  Poet  Austin  landed ; 

ILlroo  Polo  or  Coluxbus  might  have  envied  him  the  scene  ; 
And  in  prose  he  has  described  it.  in  a  language  understanded 

Of  the  people,  and  has  printed  it  in  Blackwood's  Magazine. 

The  soenery  was  beautiful,  so  lovely  that  it  dazed  him ; 

He  thought  their  manners  charming,  and  he  rather  liked  their  rain. 
He  did  not  find  them  savages,  which  seems  to  have  amazed  him ; 

And  he  tells  us  all  to  visit  them  again  and  yet  again. 

We  thank  you  for  the  hinto  you  give  describing  what  you  've  seen 
there. 

It  really  is  amazing ;  but (a  whisper  in  your  ear) 

Tou  're  not  the  first  discoverer,  tor  some  of  us  have  beisn  there, 

And  shaken  hands  with  Irish  folk  before  the  present  year. 

But  in  ypxa  precious  article  your  wonder  vou  exhaust  in 

Describing  how  an  Irishman  can  really  be  {wlito : 
"  Behold,"  you  say,  "  the  Irishman  as  patronised  by  Austin  ; 

He  is  not  black,  though  painted  so— m  fact  he 's  rather  white." 

Don't  patronise  so  much,  dear  A.    I  do  not  say  you  writ«  ill ; 

But  oh  that  awful  title,  with  its  most  offensive  D ! 

Devoutly  do  I  hope,  dear  A.,  vou  '11  find  a  better  title, 

And  write  a  wiser  article  when  next  you  cross  the  sea. 


Studies  from  the  New-de.— The  rage  for  "New"-ness,  which 
commenced  with  the  New  Humour,  is  extending  to  the  theatres.  The 
New  Boy  now  has  for  a  competitor  The  Ntw  Woman,  What 
matters,  so  long  as  neither  is  a  Kui-S*ance  P 


<<  Finest  English!" 

"  Bt  their  fruits  ye  shall  know  them,"  those  vendors  of  peaches. 
Tomatoes,  and  oob-nutii,  and  currants  and  cherries ; 

Bat  what  we  yet  lack  i<i  the  wisdom  that  teaches 
Detection  of  fraudulent  fruits,  nuts,  and  berries, 

Which  come  from  abrosd.  to  the  Britisher's  table. 

All  marked  "  Finest  English ! "  that  lying  old  label ! 

A  Trade  Mark  is  wanted— to  badge  these  ful*e  bmtos, 

That  Bull  may  not  only  know  them  but  thiir  fraits. 


Tub  Seven  Ages  of  Man.— f  W-age  (Infancy),  Trot-ojgQ  (Nursery 
Toddler),  llot-ikgc  (Youth),  ^SAoZ-aRo  (Sport),  Awo/-age  (Matrimo- 
nial), "  Po<"-age  (Celebrity),  and  Dot-ago  (Senility). 


Tub  Heal  Fall  of  Man,— Falling  in  love  I 
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HOLIDAY   CHARACTER   STUDIES. 

Mrs.  Stanley  Boundsraon  (nee  Martha  FvXlalove^  the  Liverpool  heiren),    "What  would  Doadt  do,  if  Hia  loviko  littlb  Wifkt 
didn't  carrv  his  orkat  hbayt  Waterproof  for  him  when  it  lraves  off  Rainikg,  A^D  hx  wants  to  Smokx?" 
Mr,  Stanly  Bounder$on  (alias  Doady\  "  Hs 'd  oarrt  it  bimself,  I  rupposbI" 
Jones^  Q.C,  {aside  to  Mrs,  Jones),  "Yes;  AhD  be  twiox  as  fokd  of  his  little  Wifiy  into  the  BAi<o.%iir,  tou  bet!" 

[  fFhich  is  best,  to  love  much,  like  Mrs.  S,  B  ,  or  be  much  loved,  like  Mrs.  J.  f 


DON'T  ''COME  UNTO  THESE  YELLOW  SANDS''! 

Or,  The  Sleept  Sage  and  the  Blameiul  Ethiopians. 

A  Sea-side  Sketch  in  September, 

Scene— ^  Seashore  in  holiday  iime.     Present— A  Bleepy  Sage 
in  hoUday  attire. 

Sleepy  Sage  (soliloquises),  "  Here  cease  more  questions/'  as  my 
I>rototype  Prospero  says.  Why,  cert'oly!  Here  cease— for  the 
time  beingr— <?//  questions,  especially  political  ones,  "  burning  "  ones, 
as  the  perorating  parrots  of  rarty  controversy— confound  'em  I— call 
them.  Question  me  no  questions !  Ask  me  no  questions,  and  I  'U 
give  you  no  snubs. 

"  Thou  art  inclined  to  sleep,*' 

continues  Prospero,    I  am. 

'*  'Tis  a  good  dulnrss 
And  give  it  way." 

I  shalL  Dulness  of  course  **  in  a  Shakspearian  sense."  Like  Bottom, 
**  I  haye  an  exposition  of  sleep  come  upon  me,"  but  the  **  ca(>tain  of 
my  dreams "  is  not  that  of  the  egregious  weaver.  Pheugh  I  Mis 
torrid !  Nunc  est  bibendum  !  Where 's  that  wine-cup  lying  couched 
in — sand?  Good!  Gvagle-'quggle  "(fuggle  !  The  very  glug-glug  of 
lapsing  liquor  is  soporific  as  the  sound  of 

"  Silver  rirert,  to  whose  falls 
Melodious  birds  sing  madrigals.*' 

Sweet  •*  Swan,"  thy  music  runneth  in  my  head  to-day.    Better  than 

the  buEzings  of  the  political  Bumble-B*s,  the  bray  of  Babt but 

no  matter !    'Tis  a  season  when,  in  sugary  summer  mood,  one  wishes 
■oft  slumbers  even  to  the  blaring  Bottoms  of  the  hour.    *'  Blessed  be 
the  man  who  invented  sleep  I "    Bight,  good  Sancho  I 
*'  Oh  sleep !  it  is  a  blessed  thing, 
Belovea  from  pole  to  pole ! " 

True,  oh  Ancient  Mariner !  Come,  lord  of  stretched  ease  and  night- 
capped  noddles.     {Drowses.) 


Enter  certain  ebony  Minstrels,  of  sham  Ethiopian  sort^  on  raucom 
row— miscalled  popular  music — eager iy  intent. 

First  Minstrel  (sf^ftly).  Hist  I    He  *s  here ! 

Second  M,  {pianissimo).  See  He  slumbers! ! 

Third  M.  {sotto  voce).  Now  have  w©  Him  at  vantage ! ! ! 

Toby  {fortissimo).  Yapl    Yap!    Yap! 

Sleepy  Sage  {drowsily),  Down,  Dog  of  dogs,  down,  Sir  I 

[Tobias,  albeit  reluctantly^*  dotims  "  accordingly. 

First  M,  Say.  what  shall  we  tip  him  F    **  The  Chucker-Out"  f 

Second  M,  Or   "Linger  longer  Lulu!"?  Or  "Get your  Ilar- 
oourt!"?    Or  "The  Grand  Old  Man  who  shied  "P 

First  M,  Or  "  My  Poll  and  my  ' Preponderant  Partner'  John"? 
Or  "  My  Pretty  Primrosers  "  P 

Se^^d  M.  Or  "The   Hum  of  B's"  ?    Or  "  The  Tin  Gee  (Jaj) 
Gee"P 

Third  M,  By  Jabers,  no,  let 's  give  him  something  HibernisL— 
for  a  change ! 

First  M,  {aside).  Oh  Lords  deliver  us ! 

Second  M,  {aside).  For  a  change  f 

Third  M,  {sings  fortissimo)— 

My  Dame  is  Patrick  Lbart, 
From  the  town  New  Tipperary. 

The  heart  of  Bill  O'Brien  I  'm  a  thorn  in. 
But  for  my  long  promised  pay, 
I  must  wait  another  dav. 

For  the  Peers  have  chucked  me  cruel  snd  wid  scomin* ! 

Chorus  : — 

To  my  woes  could  they  be  coulder  P 
Since  they  've  give  me  the  could  shoulder ! 

To  the  poor  plan-of -campaigners  I  'm  a  wamia*. 
Faix  I    I  Ve  lately  tuk  the  notion 
I  must  cross  the  broiny  ocean. 

And  seek  funds  in  Philadelphy  some  foine  momin*. 

Ti^y  {exploding).  Yap!  yap!!  yap!jby  ^OOglC 
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Sleepy  Sage  {stirring^  and  muUering),  When  my  cue  oomes,  call  me. 
and  I  ^nll  answer.  My  next  is  ••February  Fill-dyke."  Hey!  hoi 
B-BTL-T-QuiNCE  I  B-WL-s  the  bellowB-hlower !  As-h-ad  the  State- 
tinker  I  We-b  the  interrogative!  Gad's  my  life  I  stolen  away  and  left 
me  asleep  I  I  have  had  a  most  rare  vision  I  I  have  had  a  dream, — past 
the  wit  of  man  (as  Bottom  and  the  G.  0.  M.  both  put  it)  to  say  what 
dream  it  was :  man  is  but  an  ass  if  he  go  about  to  expound  this  (Irish) 
dream.  Methought  I  was—there  is  no  man  can  tell  what.  Methought 
I  was,  and  methought  I  had,~but  man  is  but  a  patched  fool,  if  he 
offer  to  say  what  I  had.    Meseemed  I  was  a  sort  of  Hibernian 

Titania  enamoured  of But  the  eye  of  man  hath  not  heard,  the  ear 

of  man  hath  not  seen,  man's  hand  is  not  able  to  taste,  his  ton^e  to 
oonoeive,  nor  his  heart  to  report  what  I  was  enamoured  of.  I  will  get 
one  of  my  young  men  to  write  a  ballad  of  this  Hibernian  Midsummer- 
Madness  Dream ;  it  may  well  be  called  Bottom's  Dream,  because  it 
hath  no  bottom.  It  seemed  to  be  suggested  by,  and  to  be  set  to, 
music  of  a  musio-hally  sort,  tripping  but  thunderous  and  thrasonic, 

and (ruhs  his  eyes).    Hillo ! ! !    ( To  the  three  minstrels  tuning  up 

for  another  try.)  Who  in  the  name  of  Nox  are  you  f  I  twig,  I  twig  I 
Cacophony  incarnate,  Shindy  in  soot,  triple-headed  Cerberus  of  Row, 
I  know  you !  Get  out !  I !  Have  I  not  had  enough  of  you  in  town 
ever  since  February,  but  that  you  must  impudently  intrude  upon  my 
holiday  quiet,  my  rural  rest,  my  sea-side  seclusion  ? 

DoitT  come  unto  these  yellow  sands^ 

Corked  mugs  and  hands  ! 
Hook  it  J     You  will  not  be  missed. 

Off!  off  I  well-hissed! 
Foot  itfeatly  anywhere^ 
So  I^ve  not  your  burden  here. 

Hark  !  hark  ! 
(Burden.)    Bow-wow!!!    (Dispersedly.) 

'Tis  Toby's  bark! 
(Burden.)    Bow-wow  !  !  !    (Dispersedly.) 

Hark!    Listen!    Hear! 
Clear  out,  each  cork-smudged  Chanticleer  ! 

Get  out,  and  leave  me — do  ! 

[Exeunt  Blameful  Ethiopians  ignominiously.    Sage  again  com- 
poses himself  to  sleep. 


SAPPHICS  ON  TRAPFIC. 

(A  Lover  of  London  to  a  Weary  Would-be  Wayfarer. ) 
Lover  of  London, 

Worn  D-BE  wayfarer !  little  think  the  proud  ones 
Who  in  their  coaches  roll  along  the  tumpike- 

lioad,  what  hard  work  'tis  trjring  all  day  for  Pimlico, 
Or  Piccadilly. 

Tell  me,  wayfarer,  how  these  Omnibuses, 
Growlers,  and  Hansoms,  carts  and  vansof  Pickford, 
Slithering  slowly  over  the  slippery  asphalte. 
Manage  a  journey ! 

Lingering  loitering  is  not  Locomotion ! 
^^^    ^..j^-e:  Trickling  slow  trailing  through    attenuate   tho- 
tAtr-\&^  ^-s=s».  roughfares. 

Paroxysms  of  crawl  and  block  alternate, 

Call  j'ou  these  Traffic ! 

Civic  Would-be  Wayfarer. 

Traffic  ?    Why  bless  you !    We  have  none  worth  calling  so ; 
'Tisn't  a  thing  exi)ected  in  London  City. 
This  sluggish  crawling  varied  with  stoppage  is  all  that 

We  may  attain  to. 

What  with  the  narrow  labyrinths  miscalled  thoroughfares. 
What  with  the  sewers  and  fas,  the  water  and  telegraphs, 
Traffic  is  simply  a  species  of  lingering  agony. 

In  the  Metropolis ! 

Something  is  always  **  up,"  Sir,  pipe-layers,  pai-iors, 
Stirrers  of  most  malodorous  witch-broth  cauJarons, 
Makers  of  shindy  and  stench,  with  poor  old  Babylon, 

Play  up  old  Gooseberry  ! 

Courts  and  Councils,  Committtjcs  and  Correspondents, 
Always  reporting,  writing,  and  railing  concerning  it; 
Nothing  comes  of  it  all  save  chaos  more  complicate. 

And  higher  ratings. 

Cheapside,  Fleet  Street,  Strand,  all  semi-imiMissablc, 
Scarcely  a  **  right-away  "  road  in  all  the  Cai)it8j ; 
As  for  the  **  affluents  "  of  our  so-called  arteries, . 

They  tire  chobk-blockical ! 


SALOM^y  wiselv  says  the  traffic  of  London 
Isn't  mere  local  mattei^— oupht  to  be  national. 
Hope  we  may  get  some  good  from  wisdom  of  Salohan  I — 

Hardly  expect  it,  though. 

Far  too  long  a  prey  to  the  power  of  Bumbledom ! 
Hope  too  long  deferred  has  made  me  a  Pessimist. 
Traffic  ?    Merits  the  name  as  much  as  these  stanzas  do 

That  of  true  Sapphics,  Sir ! 

Lover  of  London. 

You  back  such  bunglers  ?    I  would  see  them  blowed  first — 
Duffers  no  civic  spirit  can  rouse  to  competence. 
Paltry,  preposterous,  pettifogging,  pottering. 

Paunchy  Panjandrums ! 


A   SONG   FOR  THE  SLOGGER. 

(By  One  who  has  tun  him  Smite.) 

[During  the  Scarborough  Cricket  Week,  Mr.  C.  1.  Thorntok,  the 
champion  tlogger  of  England  and  enihuBiattic  supporter  of  the  sport,  was 
presented  with  a  silver  trophy,  repreientinr  hinuelf  at  the  wicke^  as  a 
memento  of  the  great  part  he  has  taken  in  the  Scarborough  Festival  since 
its  institution  in  1869.  Flaring  in  the  second  innings  of  M.  C.  C.  against 
Yorkshire,  Mr.  Thornton  Satted  as  energetically  as  ever,  and  twice  drove 
the  ball  out  of  the  ground.] 

Qbeat  Thornton  the  slogger,  it  comes  as  a  jogger 
To  memory  this  tale  of  your  trophy  well  merited. 

Great  Souttl   how  time's  Hitting. 
Your  gift  of  tall-hitting, 
'Which  no  one— save  Bohkob— 
has  fully  inherited. 
You  showed  e*en  at  Eton.    It  has 
not  been  beaten. 
Y'ou  'd    whip     even    Jehu     at 
**  furious  driving.^* 
Not  dashing  0*fiBiBK  oould  lick  the 
old  Lion 
Of  Cambridge^  whose  fire  is  still 
plainly  surviving. 
The  pet  of  the  Million,   you've 
cleared  the  pavilion. 
And  spanked  the  ball  many  timea 
*•  over  the  paling," 
Here 's  health  to  you  "  Buns ! "  may  you  score  lots  of  runs, 

And  oft  stir  the  crowd  with  your  spirit  unfailing. 
How  often  I  'd  watoh  when  they  **  bowled  for  a  catch." 
And  you  gave  'em  one.  truly,  but  in  the  next  parish ! 
You  *d  run  up  your  hundred,  while  *'  all  the  world  wondered," 

In  less  than  an  hour,  8ir^  a  pace  wear-and-tearish. 
Though  pedants  demur,  mighty  smiting  will  stir, 

Bo  *'  more  power  to  your  elbow,"  great  Blogger  of  Sixes  I 
Ah !  if  you  should  pUy  in  the  Shades  some  tine  day, 
The  Elysium  Fields,  in  the  old  Oval  way. 
They  must  "spread,"  and  you'll  then  clear  the  bounds, 
though  they 're  Styx's!!! 


QITEER  QUERIES. 

Chbapkebs  and  Light.— Will  some  reader  kindly  inform  me 
what  is  the  best  way  of  recovering  the  expenses  I  have  recently  been 
put  to  in  a  most  unpleasant  Norwegian  tour  P  Norway  is  said  to  be 
a  cheap  country,  so  I  think  I  was  not  unreasonable  in  expecting  to 
be  able  to  see  Christiania,  Bergen.  Trondhjem,  and  the  North  Cape, 
with  all  the  principal  fioras  and  glaciers,  for  a  five-pound  note.  But 
I  was  bitterly  disappointed.  As  for  the  Midnight  Sun.  it  is  a  com- 
plete fraud,  and  I  should  have  considered  myself  lucky  if  I  had  seen 
a  mid-day  sun  more  than  once  or  twice  in  my  tour.  Onght  not  the 
companies  who  advertise  for  tourists  to  explain  that  the  Norse  moun- 
tains are  only  half  as  high  as  tho$e  in  Switzerland  f  Then  I  was 
assured  the  hotel  charges  would  be  only  half  as  high  too ;  but  I 
found  that  it  was  impossible  to  get  supper,  bed,  and  bro^cfast  for 
less  than  half -a- crown  anywhere!  Comment  is  needless.  I  have 
just  returned  home,  and  find  that  I  have  actually  spent,  during  only 
three  weeks*  travel,  exactly  £8  109.  l^d.  I  had  a  miserable  crossing 
to  HulL    Whom  ought  I  to  sue  ?  Pbrish  Scandinavia. 


NOT  by  <'  a  Popular  Baronet." 

On  streams  whose  course  one  must  not  block 

A  weir  is  found  hard  by  a  lock ; 

At  Westminstto  it  womd  appear     .  t 

They 'd  like  a  look  nifoii  their  Wei\^jQQQ[g 
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MISUNDERSTOOD. 

Stcbge-Manager  {to  Nervous  Amateur),  "  Well,  Old  Chap,  how  aeb  you  fskliko  now  ! 
Got  bid  of  the  Stage  Fright?" 

Nervous  Amaleur,  **  Yes  ;  she  's  just  gone  up  to  heb  Dbe89INO-room  1" 


DOGS'  MEET. 

The  annual  Canine  Congress  opened  yester- 
day in  the  Isle  of  Dogs.  Bhonld  the  weaUier 
prove  f ayourable  it  is  expected  that  the  re- 
union will  be  most  snooessful.  The  Ptesi- 
dential  Address  was  delivered  bj  A.  New- 
foundland, Esq.,  winner  of  the  nrst  prize  in 
a  recent  Crystal  Palace  Show. 

The  President,  who  was  received  with 
general  tail-wagging  and  yelping,  observed 
that  a  statement  had  recently  appeared  in  the 
public  Press  to  the  effect  that  there  were  two 
million  dors  in  the  United  Kingdom.  (Sen- 
BoUon,)  Yes,  he  was  so  informed  by  his 
employer's  scullery  maid,  in  whom  he  had 
implicit  confidence,  as  she  always  acted  very 
liberally  towards  him  in  the  matter  of  hemes. 
{Applause,)  What  he  wanted  to  know  was, 
did  all  these  dog4  pay  their  licences,  as  they 
ought  to  do  ?  ( General  barking,)  All  dogs 
who  did  not  pay  should  be  '*  collided  "—either 
by  their  empbyers  or  the  police.    (Barks  and 


some  dissent)  If  there  were  reallv  two 
millions  of  their  race,  it  could  hanUv  be 
denied  that  the  United  Kingdom  deserved  the 
title  of  the  true  **  Dogs*  Home.''  (Laughter,) 
But  the^  had  several  crying— he  meant  howl- 
ing—gnevances.  In  the  first  place  there 
were  too  many  mongrels  about.  (Orowls,) 
Yes,  in  their  case  multiplication  was  vexa- 
tion. (A  laugh,)  He  would  put  it  to  the 
common  seuFe  of  the  meeting.  Obviously 
there  was  only  a  certain  quantity  of  bones 
in  the  country.  Well,  the  fewer  do^s  the 
more  bones  would  there  be  for  the  remainder. 
(Barks  of  assent,)  Then,  as  to  the  excellent 
legal  doctrine,  the  Palladium  of  their  liberties, 
that  *'  Every  dog  may  have  one  bite."  He 
was  Sony  to  see  that  some  magistrates  had 
been  inclined  to  throw  doubt  on  the  justice  ef 
this  maxim,  and  he  hoped  the  Loed  Chan- 
celloe  would  fly  at  those  magistrates— he 
meant  remove  them.  (Barks.)  Another  point 
to  which  he  must  refer  was  that  there  was  a 
tendency  to  put  them  off  with  imported  bones. 


Now,  he  was  a  Conservative  (barks),  and  he 
believed  in  the  good  roast  beef  of  Old  Eng- 
land. (Barks  and  whining,)  He  regretted, 
too,  that  many  employers  used  an  inferior 
kind  of  dog  biscuit.  (mowIs.)  If  there  were 
one  form  of  food  more  repulsive  than  another 
it  was the^N  de  siecle  dog  biscuit.  ( Laughter,) 
Had  it  any  meat  in  it  at  all?  C' No.*')  Was 
it  composed  chiefly  of  bad  animal  fat  and 
bran  P    (**  Yes,**)    There  was  yet  one  more 

Sievance  he  had  to  mention.  On  washiiij; 
ys  (h^wls)  it  was  sad  to  think  that  theu* 
dignity  should  be  lowered  by  having  to  sub- 
mit to  a  coat  of  lather.  In  this  matter  tome 
otherwise  excellent  employers  seemed  afflicted 
with  rabies.  (Barks,)  He  would  leave  it  to 
the  consideration  of  the  Congrress  whether  a 
universal  strike  against  the  grievances  he  had 
enumerated  should  be  organised. 

[Loud  and  general  barking. 

At  the  dose  of  the  President's  addreaa  the 
Congress  adjourned  for  the  day. 

Papers  have  been  promised  on  "  Cats,  and 
How  to  Tackle  them?'  on  **  The  Temptadon 
presented  hy  Cyclists'  Calves,"  and  on 
*'  Hygienic  Kennels."  A  very  attractive  pri>- 
gramme  of  excursions  to  places  of  interest  in 
the  vicinity  has  also  been  arranged.  Members 
of  the  Congress  will  be  enabled  to  swim  over 
to  the  Fouth  bide  of  the  Thames,  and  inspect 
the  Dogs*  Home  at  fiattersea,  if  the  Manager 
will  admit  them.  A  happy  day  among  the 
deer  in  Greenwich  Park  is  contemplated,  and 
Barking  will  of  course  receive  a  visit.  Alto- 
gether, if  the  police  do  not  interfere,  a 
thoroughly  enjoyable  outing  is  anticipated. 


THE  CUESE. 
A  Feaokent  1  LA  Ingoldsbt. 

•  •  •  • 

The  Spectre  arose  with  a  menacing  look. 
He  called  not  for  candle,  for  bell,  or  for  book. 
But  in  terrible  tones,  growing  gruffer  and 

gruffer. 
He  solemnly  cursed  that  deluded  Old  Buffer ! 
He  cursed  him  at  board,  he  cursed  him  in 

bed, 
From  his  buniony  feet  to  his  shiny  bald  head ; 
He  cursed  him  in  sleeping,  that  every  night 
He  should  dream  about  burglars  and  wake  in 

a  fright ; 
He  cursed  him  in  eating,  he  cursed  him  in 

drinking. 
With  troubles  dysneptic    and  feelines   of 

"sinking^':  [flying. 

He  cursed  him  in  walking,  in  running^  in 
In  puffing  and  panting,  in  freezing  and  frying. 
With  horror  of  living  and  longing  for  dying. 
He  banished  him  harshly  from  home,  cou<£, 

andoook^ 
His  favourite  chair,  and  his  best-beloved 

book ;  [smoke. 

From  afternoon  snooze,  and  from  snug  evening 
From  old-fashioned  **  rubber,"  and  dderly 

joke; 
From  pottering   round  in  his  trim-bedded 

garden,  [churchwarden : 

From  down-at-heel  slippers,  nld  coat,  ana 
Condemned  him  to  dress  m  swell  toga  void  of 


To  huny  and  scurry,  to  crowd  and  to  squeese; 
To  hornble  burdens  and  joume}  s  of  length. 
Exceedingly  trpng  to  temper  and  strength ; 
To  puff  like  a  porpoise,  to  pant  and  perspire. 
To  doing — whatever  he  didn't  desire  ! 

Never  was  heard  such  a  horrible  curse ! 

But  what  may  give  rise 

To  some  little  surprise, 
This  curse,  at  which  courage  may  shiver  and 

shake. 
It  only  condemned  the^Old  Buffer  to  take 
His  Annual  Holiday  1 1    What  can  be  worse  f 


DiyilizuU  by  LjOOQIC  ' 
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THE  VACUOUS  TIME. 

f  Sea-ierpents  are  now  in  BORson,  and  running 
rery  large/*— TAir  Unlicen$ed  VictuaUer.'] 

Let  Cowes  delight  in  barques  that  bite 
Tht-ir  farrows  o'er  the  fallow  main, 

Careerioff  round  the  lale  of  Wight, 
And  mtimately  home  again. 

Some  men  may  go  to  Westward  Ho  I 
And  potter  gravely  through  the  greens. 

Or  lease  a  little  moor,  and  blow 
The  harmless  grouse  to  smithereens ; 

Or  flit  across  to  fjord  and/o«, 
And  captivate  the  toothsome  trout 

Or  hack  initials  on  a  schloss. 
And  chuck  their  orange-peel  about. 

Let  some  repair  to  regions  where, 
Beneath  the  usual  Houthem  moon, 

The  nigger  in  his  native  lair 
Raises  the  Alabama  coon. 

A  few  may  fly  to  far  Shanghai, 

Or  Argentine,  if  they  prefer, 
And  earn  a  paltry  pittance  by 

Reporting  facts  that  don't  occur. 

While  others  hail  the  Dover  mail, 
Hamming  the  airs  of  quaint  Tvette, 

And  prove  upon  a  private  scale 
What  Ufe  is  like  a  /a  ViUette : 

Or  haply  land  upon  a  strand 

Where  trim  grisettes  are  clustered  thirV 
Watch  the  promiscuous  bathers,  and 

Observe  that  things  are  pas>ing  chic, 

I  know  of  lots  of  pretty  spots 
Where  people  go  to  get  the  view ; 

It  is  indeed,  as  Dr.  Watts 
Sublimely  said,  their  nature  too. 

But  there  are  some  for  whim  the  hum 

Of  toil  habitually  throbs ; 
Adhesive  as  a  patent  gum 

They  stick  to  their  respective  jobs. 

When  heather  blows,  and  houses  dose. 
And  London  is  described  as  bare, 

(Though  some  odd  millions,  I  suppose, 
Remiain  invariably  there) ; 

Pounding  awav  serenely,  they 
With  pious  humour  smile  at  fate ; — 

I  make  allusion,  need  one  say. 
To  members  of  the  Fourth  Estate. 

In  deadly  dearth  of  copy  worth 

Inserting  thev  resort  to  Mars, 
Or  Marriage-failure  here  on  earth. 

As  matter  for  expansive  **  pars." 

For  them  the  prize  sea-worms  arise 
Fresh  from  eleven  months  of  sleep. 

Flatter  a  Correspondent's  eyes. 
And  fairly  hurtle  through  the  deep. 

And  still  they  choose  from  subtle  dues 

To  weave  their  exegetic  wit, 
Telling  the  nation  all  the  news. 

And  even  what  to  think  of  it. 

Meanwhile  afloat,  or  far  remote. 
The  public  who  attains  to  miia 

The  paper  for  the  day  can  dote 
On  ignorance  akin  to  bliss. 

Zlloflrio  in  Liquor. 

M$m.  by  a  Muht. 

How  pandoxioal  the  ways  of  Town  I 

To    liquor  up  "  means  ponring  liquor  down. 
And   **  standing   treat '^  meant,   with   ^^'^ 
bibulous  band, 

stand 


the 


"Treating"  each  other  tOl  they  eannat 


•  Ml 


E    DUNNO   OU    IL    EST!" 

Passenger  from  London  {as  the  Train  runs  ifUo  the  Oare  du  Nord,  Paris), 

-BR— QaBSONO  1      KkL  at  LB  NOMMB  DU  8BT  PLA88  !  " 


'Off— IB— I  SAY 


''OUT  WE  GO.'' 

Just  as  we  begin  to  know 
What  the  grouping  **  mummers  "  mean- 
Curtain  I  and  '^  Ood  save  ths  Queen  /  " 

Out  we  go. 

Just  as  we  begin  to  know, 
Bat  in  hand,  the  bowler's  style — 
'*  How's  that?''    With  a  aickly  smile, 

Out  we  go. 

Just  as  we  begin  to  know 
Tha  time  we  must  **  br<nk  the  bank  "— 
Bah  I    We  have  ounelvee  to  thank. 

Out  we  go. 

Just  as  we  be|gin  to  know 
That  the  whisky  is  sublime^ 
**  Gentlemen,  it 's  dosing  time  I " 

Out  we  go. 


Just  as  we  begin  to  know 
We  can  drive  the  frisky  mare — 
BumpI   Crash!    **  Mind  your  eye ! "   ' 
oirel" 

Out  we  go  I 

Just  as  we  begin  to  know 
We  are  bound  to  head  the  poll— 
"Whewl    Too  bad,  upon  my  soul  I " 

Out  we  go. 

Just  as  we  begin  to  know 
In  our  boy's  heart  we  *ve  a  place— 
Ah  I  here  comes  Miss  Pbstttfacx  I 

Out  we  go. 

Just  as  we  begin  to  know 
How  to  fight  this  world  of  sin^ 
Ugh  I  the  doctor  bust] 

Out  we  go. 


*Tako 


istle^in.  , 

g°-TjOogle 
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TO   HER    MOTHER. 

Oh,  you  meddlesome  old  lady  ! 
**T^teandBraidy" 
Is  a  pun- 
Not  my  own — but  how  I  Ve  said  that 
Of  your  head  that 

Spoilt  the  fun ! 

And  you  had  a  splendid  chance  to 
At  that  dance  too. 
How  I  shun 
Plaited  hair  like  yours,  that  popiiingr 
In,  and  stopping:. 

Spoilt  the  fun  I 

I,  not  being  like  you  wealthy 
Know  the  stealthy. 
Sneaking  dun ; 
Since  my  fortune  is  not  grand,  you 
Snubbed  me,  and  you 
Spoilt  the  fun  I 

When  your  daughter  fancied  flirting- 
Was  that  hurting 
Anyone  'f — 
And  I  helped  her,  she  was  not  you. 
No,  Great  Scott !  you 
Spoilt  the  fun ! 


Undisturbed  upon  the  staircase, 
Quite  a  rare  case 
Finding  none 
Others  there,  we  sat  so  happy, 
But  you,  snappy. 

Spoilt  the  fun ! 

When  I  thought  I  had  a  greater 
Cnance  to,  later, 
Be  Tour  son. 
And  she  blushed  and  smiled  so  sweetly. 
You  completely 

Spoilt  the  fun ! 

Lastly  I,  in  some  secluded 
Spot,  concluded 
I  had  won, 
Called  her  by  her  Christian  name — and 
Still  you  came  and 
Spoilt  the  fun ! 

The  Latest  Piece  of  News  [at  the  Co- 
mfdy)—The  New  Woman  and  **The  Old 
Woman"  are  very  much  alike;  especially 
The  New  Woman. 


^f^ 


~-r>- 


EGBERT  ON  AMEERYCANS. 

What  grand  fellers  them  Amerrycans  is  I 
I  have  alkrs  admired  em  since  I  fust  made 
aquaintence  with  the  real  Gent  as  I  used  to 
wait  npon  at  the  Grand  Otel  at  Cherring 
Cross,  and  he  was 
a  reel  Gent  if  ever 
there  was  one  I 

Well,  I  was 
atending  upon  jest 
such  another  gent 
at  quite  a  grand 
Party  the  other 
night ;  and,  when 
it  was  all  over,  the 
principle  Gennel- 
man  came  up  to 
me  and  interduoed 
me  to  him  as  an 
Amerrycan  G^t 
aawanted  to  speak 
tome,'andhethen 
acshally  told  me 
as  how  as  my  little 
Book  was  about 
one  of  the  most  populerest  in  all  the  United 
States!  And  he  then  arsked  me  how  many 
copies  we  had  sold  P  And  when  I  thort  as  1 
shoud  estonish  him  by  telling  him  as  I  be- 
ieeved  as  it  was  sumthing  about  seventeen 
thowsend,  he  said  as  how  as  that  was  nothink 
to  what  he  should  have  xpected,  for  a  hunderd 
thowsend  would  not  have  surprised  him !  for 
he  had  bin  told  as  how  as  one  of  their  wenj 
leadingest  men.  I  rayther  think  as  he  said  it 
was  the  Pressiaent,  or  a  great  friend  of  his 
whenever  he  was  a  good  deal  bothered  about 
State  matters,  allers  called  for  a  copy  of 
*'  Robert,"  for  it  was  quite  sure  to  put  nim 
all  to  rites  again,  and  send  him  to  bed  with  a 
jolly  larf  I 

Well,  I  thort  as  this  was  all  pritty  well, 
but  he  acshally  finished  up  by  arsking  me 
whether  I  ooudent  write  another  woUum  iest 
like  the  other  I  for  he  was  sure  as  any  of  their 
grate  Publishers  ooud  sell  any  quantity  of 
em !  speshally  if  they  thort  it  woud  take  the 
shine  out  of  the  Englisher  by  saying  it  was 
by  WashinghaxI  He  then  introluced  me 
to  another  Amerrvcan,  and  asked  him  what 
he  thort  of  his  plan?  To  which  he  replied 
that  he  didn*t  know  much  about  publishin{?, 
but  he  was  quite  sure  there  was  nothink  in 
that  or  in  any  other  matter  in  which  an  Amer- 
rvcan coud  not  lick  all  creation !  And  then 
tnev  both  went  away  larfing  I 

Tho  what  there  was  to  larf  at  in  such  a 
werry  serious  matter  as  thev  had  bin  a  tork- 
iog  about  I'm  sure  I  cant  make  out,  the 
more  so  as  I  ain't  heard  a  single  word  from 
em  since,  and  even  thinks  it  werry  possible 
as  I  never  shall. 

Strange  to  say  I  had  a  most  wunderful 
dream  that  night !  I  dremt  as  I  was  reelly  in 
Amerrykev.  and  having  a  long  conwersation 
with  a  reel  live  Publisher  all  about  an  Amer- 
rvcan **  Robert "  I  and  jest  as  we  was  aranging 
all  about  the  nrioe,  and  the  number  of 
Wolumes,  and  the  way  he  was  to  send  me 
all  the  money,  I  suddenly  woke,  and  found 
myself  a  lying  bv  t^e  side  of  Mrs.  Robert  I 
and  about  as  much  estonished  as  ewer  I  found 
myself  in  all  my  long  life !  Robert. 


Ghrompy. 
Shelfukgus  at  new  customs  carps. 

He  says  **  New  Women  "  are  '*  Old  Cats" ; 
Society  soon  will  be  be  all  **  sharps," 

Living  in  **  flats." 


Motto    for    Mr,    Hall -CAiins.—  '*  The 
uroper  study  of   mankind  is  (the   Isle  of) 


THE  PIOUS  LTHCHEB*S  CBEED. 

( Adapted  from  the  Biglow  Papers  for  the  benefit 
of  paraonie  defenders  of  the  pleaaanl  prac- 
tiee  of  Lynching, ) 

I  Du  believe  in  righteous  Law — 

Save  when  it  Hate  embarrasses — 
But  I  du  hate  the  holy  jaw 

Of  them  plump  British  Pharisees ! 
No  White  Man  ought  untried  to  swing. 

Be  grilled,  or  sliced  to  jiggers ; 
But  Lynch  Law  is  a  kind  (r  thing 

That  quite  agrees  with  niggers  I 

I  du  believe  "  beans"  I  may  give 

To  Pompey  or  to  Cfeear, 
The  dog  has  nary  right  to  Ut€ 

Save  as  I  chance  to  please,  Sir ; 
It  aint  no  use  to  cant  to  me — 

If  you  'd  a  cowhide  whip  shun — 
Of  oonsdenoe  or  humanity. 

Or  rot  of  that  description. 

I  du  believe  the  wust  o'  trash 

Is  talk  o'  Christian  kindness ; 
The  ** coons"  we'll  liang,  or  roast,  or 
thrash. 

In  wrath's  red  fits  o'  blindness. 
We  *11  rule,  if  not  with  rope  and  balU 

Why  then  with  stake  and  scorcher. 
Lynch  Law,  to  make  it  stick  at  all. 

Must  be  backed  up  hj^Torturm  ! 


DANGEROUS  DOCTRINE. 

That  animals  feel  little  pain 

Science  suggests— with  scanty  proof. 
Shall  the   hu-  xv 

mane     then 

lift  in  vain 
Their  voice  in 

animals'  be- 
hoof? 
It  is  a  pleasant 

thing         to 

think 
The  horse  we 

flog,  the  fish 

we  hook. 
Fed  little  pain 

—   although 

they  shrink: 
But  does  cool 

science  know 

iUbookP 
The  poor  crimped  cod,  the  walloi)ed  moke, 

CanH  tell  us  that  they  rather  like  it ; 
The  dog  smiles  not  as  at  a  joke 

When  harshBiLL  Sixes  will  kick  or  strike  it, 
Man  is  an  animal,  after  all, 

And  if  his  faith  is  absolute 
That  pain  hurts  not  the  *'  animal," 

He^U  very  soon  become— a  brute ! 


LINES  BY  A  LAZY  BODY. 

[M.  St.  Hilaxrb,  the  French  politician,  wbo  is 
ninety  years  of  age,  and  still  active,  says : — **  If  you 
want  to  lire  to  be  old,  be  alwajrs  at  work,  and  dili- 
gently. Do  not  listen  to  thow  who  aspire  to  save 
enough  money  to  rest.    They  are  lazy  bodies."] 

'Tis  the  voice  of  the  Lazy,  I  heard  him  oom- 

**  All  this  nonagenarian  nonsense  [plain. 
Won't  do  I  This  mere  love  of  longevity  'a  T«in, 

Although  natural,  doubtless,  in  one  seni^. 
The  secret  of  Age,  St.  Hilairv  may  have  told ; 

The  secret  of  Youth  can  he  give  f 
We'd  learn,  not  to  live  to  be  awfully  old. 

But  how  to  keep  young  while  we  live  I 
No,  no,  chatty  nonagenarians  I    Loan  us 

The  gift  of  Aurora,  not  that  of  Tithonua." 


"Rational  Dress  for  the  Irratiokax." 
~A  penitential  sheet,  and  a  foolaci^  trimmed 
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OF   VITAL    IMPORTANCE. 

•*  Hi,  Billie  I    'Ebb  's  Cheap  Gloves  ! 


ALL  MY  EYE  I 

Ob,  Rhyme  and  Reaboit. 

{By  Baron  Grimbosh.) 

Since  first  the  Muse  to  melody  nxe  birth, 
And^  with  rhyme*!  ehymings  blest  a  happy 

irth, 
Poetic  seekers  of  a  *'  perfect  rhyme  " 
Hare  missed   the  bullVeye  almost  every 

thyme. 
We  want  a  brand-new  Versifiers'  Ooide, 
And  he  who  Peraans  would  neatly  roide, 
Most  shun  bards*  beaten  highways,  read  no 

hymn. 
Nor  by  phonetio  laws  his  stanzas  trynuL 
The  eye^s  the  Muse's  judge,  and  by  the  eye 
Parnassian  Pitm aks  must  the  poet  treye. 
Rhyme  to  the  ear  is  wrong  •  at  any  rate, 
Rhyme  that  greets  not  the  eye  cannot  be 

grate, 
And  though  by  long  wrong  usage  sanctified. 
It  may  not  pass  my  new  Poetic  Gied. 
ThcM  new  Rhyme-Rules  let  bardlings  get  by 

heart, 
For  from  the  New  Paniastus  must  depeart. 


From  ToPLADT  to  Tennyson,  all  those 
Who  prove  sweet  Poesy's  false  ]^onetic  fose. 
Cow  PER  and  Rowland  Hill  must  be  ar- 
raigned; 
In  Eeble,  Heber,  Newxan,  are  oontaigned 
False  rhymes  the  most  atrocious  upon  earth, 
Which  might   move    Momus    to    derisive 
mearth.  [root. 

Of  Rhvme's  true  hmn  I'm  getting  to  the 
And  a  New  Poetry  will  be  the  froot,  [fair. 
The  Muse,  now  br  the  few  acknowledged 
Shall  then  be  warmly  welcomed  everywhair. 
And  not,  as  now,  is  one  loud  howl  sonorous. 
As  ** footle*'  banned  by  Commonsense  m 
chorous.  rprise, 

Then  a  verse-scorning  world,  in  pleasedT  sur- 
Will  to  Parnassus  lift  delighted  isej 
And  from  St.  Albans  to  llie  Arctic  Pole, 
The  **  lyric  cry  "  (in  Grimbosh  rhymes)  shall 

role. 
The  people  then  not  hymns  alone  shall  nraise. 
But  the  sweet  secular  singer's  luscious  laise. 
Phonetic  laws  to  wish  to  change  at  once 
Must  prove  a  man  a  duffer  and  a  donee. 
The  laws  of  spelling  are  less  fatal  foze. 
(You  can  speU  *'does"  as  either  ''duz"  or 
'*doze," 


And  if  you  wish  to  make  it  rhyme  with  bosh, 
What  easier  than  writing  wntSi  as  **  wosh"  P) 
If  Tennyson  were  all  rewritten  thus. 
His  verse  indeed  would  be  de-li-ci-us : 
And  Isaac  Pitican's  spelling  would  add  lots 
^  charm  to  the  great  works  of  Isaac  Wotts. 
Thero !  Grimbosh  sets  the  world  right  once 

again! 
May  lesser  poets  mark!  A-main!I  A-main!.!I 

LITERARY  INTELLIGENCE. 
Scene — A  Sea-side  Library, 

Visitor  (wearily,  after  a  series  of  inquiries 
and  disappointments).  What  I  want  is  a 
recent  novel  I  haven't  read  The  Vermilion 
Oillyflaufer  yet.  It 's  been  out  six  months  or 
more.    Surely  you  *ve  ffot  that  f 

Shop  Attendant,  I  don't  fancy  it  *s  in  our 
catalogue.  I  don't  remember  hearing  of  it. 
[BrighUy,)    We  've  got  Ivanhoe, 

Visitor  (ignoring  the  suggestion).  Well, 
then,  I  could  do  with  Conan  Doyle's  last, 
or  Stanley  Weyman'b. 

Shop  Attendant.  Stanley,  did  you  say? 
Oh  yes,  we've  ordered  the  Life  of  Dean 


want  anybody's 

_ ^    _[    Gentleman  of 

France, 

Shop  Attendant,  A  Gentleman  of  France  f 
I  don't  recollect  the  title.  But  (cheerfully) 
we've  John  Halifax,  Gentleman,  if  that'll 
doaswelL 

a  Visitor  {groaning).  Oh  no,  it  won't !  How 
about  So^so,  by  Bknbon,  you  know  P  Or  I 
hear  Mra.  Clipfobd's  latest  is  worth  reading. 
Or  Bus  of  the  OurtybiUs,  by  Haedy. 
I^at's  been  out  a  couple  of  years  at  least. 
(HonefiiUy.)  Oh,  I  'm  sure  that 's  got  to  you. 

Shop  Attendant  (floored^.  Would  you  look 
through  the  shelves  for  yourself,  if  you 
please  P  You  'U  find  something  to  suit  you,  I 
know.  There 's  one  or  two  of  Diceens's,  and 
Middlemarch-now,  that ^ a  a  rather  recent 
work.  Or  The  Channings,  We've  had  The 
Channings  bound  again,  and  it's  a  great 
favourite. 

[F^itsoff  ouite  relieved  at  the  entrance  of  a 
girt  who  desires  a  penny  time-table  and  a 
halfpennyworth  of  writing-paper. 

The  Fla^e  of  Poets. 
{By  a  Babid  Beviewer.) 

What's  this  the  log-rollers  are  gushing 
about P 

'*  Captain  Jace  Crawpobd,  the  Poet  Scout  I " 

Oh,  Dother  the  Bards!  How  the  rhyme- 
grinders  ffo  it ! 

My  f  uturo  rule  shall  be  * '  scout  the  poet  I " 


•*  Mutes  and  Liquids."— Some  clever  de- 
tectives, of  the  Birmingham  Police  Force- 
not  \)j  any  means  Brummagem'  detectives— 
disi?iii>ed  themselves  as  **  Mourners'  Mutes" 
and  Eiuch  like  black  guards  of  hearses,  and, 
after  a  re-hearsal  of  their  several  parts,  they 
went  to  a  tavern  for  drink— ^rief,  profes- 
sionally or  otherwise,  bemg  thirsty  work — 
and  managed  to  discover  that  this  publfe- 
h(  '  ^^^as  only  a  privately  conducted  betting- 
Yn  ^g,  like  themselves,  in  disguise.  The 
re.^uii  uasyet  to  be  ascertained,  but  so  far  it 
has  proved  a  most  successful  '*  undertaking." 

Good  News. —  "  Cheer,  Boys,  Cheer!" 
"There's  a  Good  Time  Coming";  for  the 
evergreen  veteran,  Mr.  Henby  Russell,  is 
"preparing  his  reminisopnces  for  publica- 
tion." Mr,  Punch  looks  forward  with 
pleasure  to  perusing  them,  and  wishes  that 
Henby's  congenial  collaborator,  Chaelbs 
Mackay,  were  yet  living  to  share  the  treat. 


TOL.  cvn. 
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THE   SEA-FAIRIES;   OR,    ULYSSES-PUNCHIUS  AND  THE  MODERN   SIRENS. 

(A  long  tcay  aft :r  thi  late  Laureate,) 


Slow  HroUed  the  weary  Puvasm^  and  «atr, 
Betwixt  the  white  cU^and  the  whiter  foam. 
Sweet  facee^  roundea  arme^  and  boiomepreet 
To  little   haroe  of  gold.    And  PuvGEiua 

eaia : — 
**  Lo  I    I  am  lucky,  after  leision  long. 
To  light  upon  these  nrens ;  and  their  long 
I  fear  not,  though  I  'm  warr  as  Ulysses, 

Nor  do  I  oread  their  losses, 
(Seeing  that  far  away  PnrxLOPS-JuDT 
▲hides.)    Oh!  hang  this  maudlin  muck  from 
MuDisI 


I  love  not,  I,  these  new,  neurotic  norels. 
In  which  the  wild  New  Woman  soara^and 

grorels. 
Emancipated  females  are  not  sirexu  t 
There 's  pleasure  in  the  peril  that  enyirom 

Old-fashioned  witchery. 
A  pretty  English  maiden  at  ner  stitchery, 
;  Or  a  scaled  mermaid,  siren,  or  sea-fairy, 
'  Alike  hare  charms  for  me.  Tet  I  '11  he  warv, 
*  Maidens  mit  nodings  '--or  hut  little — *  on,' 
'  As  BRzmcAKir  hints,  are  dangers 

I  For  weak  wa3^ariDg  strangers. 


But  Beauty  never  hurt  me  !    Fears  hecoiM  I 
See  how  the  long-tressed  charmers  imue  mud 

hedkont 
I 'U  go  and  risk  a  chat  with  them,  I  lebkanl" 

And  while  Punch  mueed, 
They  whieperinjf  to  each  other  ae  infun^ 
Soft  mueic  reached  the  Uneurpaeeahle  One  .* — 

**  Whither  away,    whither  away,   whither 

away  r    Fly  no  more ! 
Whither  away  from  the  bright  white  difl  and 

the  sandy  siren-haunted  shore  f 
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Back  to  town— which  is  horrible  now— or  to 
politics— the  beastliest  bore  ? 
Day  and  ni^ht  do  the  printers*- devils  call  ? 
Day  and  night  do  stump-orators  howl  and 
squall? 
Bless  'em— and  let  'em  be ! 

Out  from  the  city  of  singular  sights,  and 
smells. 

Come  to  these  saffron  sands  and  these  silvery 
shellsj 

Far  from  the  niggers,  and  nursemaids,  and 
howling  swells, 
Here  by  the  high-toned  sea: 

0  hither,  come  hither,  and  furl  your  sails ! 
Come  hither  to  me,  and  to  me, 

Hither,  come  hither,  and  frolic  and  plajr, 

(Of  course,  in  a  highly-respectable  middle- 
aged  way). 

Good  company  we— if  you  do  not  object  to 
our — tails. 

And  the  least  little  tiny  suspicion  of  silver 
scales. 
We  will  sing  to  you  lyrics  gay, 

Such  as  Locker,  or  ArsTiir  Dobsox,  or  Lang 
might  pen. 

Oh,  we  know  your  society-singers,  and  now 
and  then, 

When  old  Father  Nep's   in  the  sulks,   or 
amusement  fails. 

Or  we're  tired  of  the   "merry   carols"  of 
rollicking  gales 
(As  young  Alfeed  TEyKTSON  said 
When  just  a  weeny  bit  *off  his  (poetical) 
head ') 

We  study  another  than  Dart/ Jones' slmker. 

And  read    your   Society   Novel  or  Shilling 
Shocker ! 

Oh,  spangles  are  sparkling  in  bight  and  bay ! 

Come  down,  Old  Gentleman,  give  us  your 
hand. 

We  are  modem  mermaids,  as  you  may  under- 
stand, 

Anl  fair,  and  frolic,  fun- loving,  and  blame- 
lessly free. 
Hither,  come  hither,  and  see !  " 


And  Pcrxcanjs,  waggishly  winking  a  wary 

eye. 
Cried,  "Coming,  my  nautical  darlings! — at 

least,  I  *11  try. 
Middle-aged  ?    I  'm  as  young  as  a  masher  of 

tive-and-twenty  I 
I  love  pretty  girls,  honest  fun,  and  the  far 

nienfe, 
I  'm  *  a  young    man,'   but    no*;  *  from    the 

country,*  a?  you  will  find. 
And  if  you  are  game  for  flirtation,  well,  / 

don't  mind !  '* 
And  he  stepped  him  down,  and  he  sat  by  the 

sounding  shore, 
And  chatted,  and  flirted,  and  laughed  with 

the  sirens  four ; 
And  he  sang,  as  young  Tenntsox  might  have, 

or  UnLAKB,  the  German, 
This  song  of  the  Modern  Merman ! — 

"  Who  would  not  be 

A  merman  bold. 

And  sit  by  the  sea, 

With  mermaids  free. 

And  sweet  converse  hold 

With  nice  nautical  girls, 

And  toy  with  their  curls, 

And  wa^ch  the  gleam 

Of  their  glistening  pearls. 

As  they  chatter,  cnatt-er 

On, — well,  no  matter ! 

Each  with  her  tale 

And  whisks  her — narrative. 

(Pink  skin  or  scale. 

Charms  are  all  comparative  I) 
Oh  what  a  happy  life  were  mine 
With  Beauty  (though  caudate)  beside  the 

bnne! 
With  foixr  sea-fairies  beside  the  sea 
Punch  can  live  merrily,  merrily  !  ** 


,       ^  ^     CONFRERES. 

Master  Jacky  {wh/)  tool:  part  in  some  school  thmtricals  last  term, ^suddenly,   to  eminent 
Tragedian  who  has  come  to  cail%  "  I  say,  YOU  know—/  act  I  " 


And  the  Mermaids  pinched  the  Punchian  cheek 
(For  his  Caudal  lecture)  and  made  him  squeak. 
And  he  cried  **  Revenge  !  "  (like  Timothecjs, 

Miss) 
And  a  sweet  revenge  for  a  nip  is  a  kiss. 
And  around  the  rock  siren  laughter  rang 
And  that  bevy  of  sweet  sea-fairies  sang : — 

**  0  the  laugh-ripple  breaks  on  the  breaking 

wave, 
And  sweet  are  its  echoes  from  cove  and  care, 
And  sweet  shall  your  welcome  be. 
You  dfar  old  Cove, 
Whom  all  she-things  love, 
0  hither,  come  hither  and  be  our  lord, 

For  meiry  mif chiefs  are  we ! 
We  kiss  sweet  kiss,  and  we  fpeak  sweet  word : 


0  listen,  listen,  your  eyes  shall  glisten. 

('Tis  better  than  being*  by  B-etl-ys  bored!) 
Business  ?    0  flddle-de-dee  I ! ! 

With  pleasure  and  love  make  jubilee. 
Leucosia,  Ligea,  Parthenope 

Will  load  your  briar  and  brew  your  tea. 

And  we  keep  rare  stingo  down  under  the 
fea, 

For  we  tithe  earth's  commerce,  all  duty-free! 
Where  will  you  light  on  a  happier  shore. 
Or  gayer  companions  or  richer  store. 
All  the  world  o'er,  all  the  world  o'er  ? 

Whither  awav?  listen  and  stay!    To  Judy 
ana  Parliament  fly  no  more !" 

And  sick  of  St,  Stephen^ m^  in  holt 
The  Modem  tJlyttes  halfmshes  h 
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original  and  onoon- 


itional  of  you !  Ipromiae  not  to  interrapt  tiU  the  inspiration  ia 
T.  Only,  really,  Pm  afraid  I  don't  carry  lead-pencils  about  with 
—80  baa  for  one*8  frocks,  yon 


LYRE  AND  LANCET. 

{A  Story  in  Scenes.) 

PART  XL— TIME  AND  THE  HOUR. 

Scene  XIX.— 2%«  Dining  HaU. 

SpurreU  (to  himself,  uneortjjortahly  conscious  of  the  expectant 
Thomas  in  his  rear).  Most  write  MfiM^tn^  to  this  beggar,  I  suppose ; 
it'U  keep  him  quiet  (To  Mrs.  Bbooke-Chattebis.)  I— I  just 
want  \o  write  a  line  or  two.  Gould  you  oblige  me  with  a  lead- 
pencil? 

Mrs,  Chatteris.  Tou  are  really  going  to  write!    At  a  dinner- 

IdifhtfuUy 

vcnr 
ottr. 
me 
ki^ow! 

Thomas  {in  his  ear),  I  can  lend 
you  a  pencil,  Sir,  if  you  require 
one. 

[He provides  him  with  a  very 
minute  stump, 

Spurr,  (reading  what  he  has 
written  on  the  back  of  Uin)EK- 
shsll's  missive),  *^  Will  be  in 
my  room  (Yemey  Chamber)  as 
soon  after  tan  as  possible. 

^'  J.  Spubbell.'' 
(He  passes  the  paper  to  Thomas, 
surreptitiously^  There,  take  him 
that.  [Thomas  retires, 

Archie  (to  himself),  llie  calm 
cheek  of  these  writin'  chaps  I  I 
saw  him  takin'  notes  under  the 
table!  Lady  Rhoda  ought  to 
know  the  sort  of  fellow  he  is — 
and  she  shall !  (To  Lady  Rhosa, 
in  an  aggrieved  undertone,)  I 
should  adVise  you  to  be  jolly 
careful  what  you  say  to  your 
other  neighbour;  he's  takin'  it 
all  down.  I  just  cau((ht  him 
writin'.  He'll  be  bringing  out  a 
satire,  or  whatever  he  calls  it.  on 
us  all  by-and-by— you  see  if  he 
won't! 

Lady  Rhoda.  What  an  ill- 
natured  boy  you  are!  Just 
because  he  can  write,  and  you 
canH.  And  I  don't  beUeve  he 's 
doin'  anythin'  of  the  sort.  I'll 
ask  him—/  don't  care !  (Aloud^ 
to  Spubbell.)  I  say,  I  know  I  'm 
awfullv  inquisitiye  —  but  I  do 
want  to  know  so— you've  just 
been  writin'  notes  or  somethin', 
haven't  youP  Mr.  Beabpabk 
declares  you  're  goin'  to  take 
them  all  off  here  —  you're  not 
really,  are  you  P 

Spurr,  (to  himself).  That  sulky 
young  chap  has  spotted  it!  (Aloud^ 
stammering,)  I— take  everything 
off  ?  Here  !  I— I  assure  vou  I 
should  never  even  think  of  doing 
anything  so  indelicate ! 

Lady  Rhoda.  I  was  pure  that  was  what  you  'd  say!  fBut  still  (with 
reviving  uneasiness)^  I  suppose  you  have  made  usedF  things  that 
happened  just  to  fit  your  nurpose,  haven't  you  ? 

Sourr,  (penitently).  Ail  I  can  say  is,  that— if  I  have— you  won't 
catch  me  doing  it  again  /  And  other  people's  things  donH  fit  I^d 
much  rather  have  my  own. 

Lady  Rhoda  (relieved).  Of  course!  But  I'm  glad  jou  told  me. 
(To  Abchie,  in  an  undertone.)  I  asked  him— and,  a»  usual,  you 
were  utterly  wrong.    So  you  '11  please  not  to  be  a  Pig ! 

Archie  (jealousfyj.  And  you're  goin'  to  go  on  talkin'  to  hin^  all 
through  dinner  P   Pleasant  for  me— when  Itook  you  down ! 

Laay  Rhoda,  You  want  to  be  taken  down  yourself,  I  think.    And 

I  mean  to  ta]k  to  him  if  I  choose.    You  can  talk  to  Lady  Culverin- 

Fhe  likes  boys !    (Turning  to  Spubbell.)    I  was  goin'  to  ask  you— 

ought  a  schipperke  to  have  meat  P    Mine  won't  toudi  puppy  biscuits. 

[Sfubkell  enlightens  her  on  this  point :  Aechde  glotcers. 

Lady  Cantire  (perceiving  that  the  Bishop  is  showing  signs  of 
restivenets).  Well,  Bishop,  I  wish  I  could  nnd  you  a  little  more 
ready  to  listen  to  what  the  other  side  has  to  say  I 

The  Bishop  (who  has  been  **  heckled**  to  the  verge  of  his  endur- 


ance),  I  am— ah— not  conscious  of  any  unreadiness  to  enter  into  con- 
versation with  the  very  estimable  lady  on  my  other  side,  should  an 
opportunity  present  itself. 

Lady  Cant,  Now,  that 's  one  of  your  quibbles.  Dr.  Rodhbt,  and  I 
detest  quibbling !  But  at  least  it  shows  you  haven't  a  leg  to  stand 
upon. 

The  Bishop,  Precisely— nor  to— ah— run  away  upon,  dear  Lady. 
I  am  wholly  at  your  mercy,  you  perceive ! 

Lady  Cant,  (triumphant^).  Then  you  admit  you're  beaten P  Oh, 
I  don't  despair  of  you  yet,  bishop ! 

The  Bishoo,  I  oonfess  I  am  less  sanguine.    (To  himself)    Shall  I 

have  strength  to  bear  these  buffets  with  any  remains  of  Christian 

forbearance  through  three  more  oonrses  ?    Ha,  thauk  Heaven,  the 

salad !  [He  cheers  up  at  the  sight  of  this  olive-hranch. 

Mrs,  Earwaker  (to  PiLLnrEB).  Sow,  I  don't  altogether  appove  of 

the  New  Woman  myself;  but 
still,  I  am  glad  to  see  now  women 
are  beginning  to  assert  them- 
selves and  come  to  the  front: 
surely  you  sympathise  with  all 
that? 

Pilliner  {plaintively).  No,  really 
I  cafi'<,  you  know !  I  'd  so  mncn 
rather  they  wouldn't.  They  've 
made  us  poor  men  feel  positively 
obsolete !  They  '11  snub  us  out  cf 
existence  soon— our  sex  will  be 
extinct  — and  then  they'll  be 
sorry.  There'll  be  nobody  to 
protect  Ihem  from  one  snotiier ! 
After  all,  we  can't  help  being 
what  we  are.  It  isn*t  my  fault 
that  I  was  bom  a  Man  Things — 
now,  is  it  P 

Lady  Cant,  (overhearing  this 
remark).  Well,  if  it  is  a  fanlt, 
Mr.  PiLLiNEB,  we  must  all  ao- 
knbwledge  that  you've  done 
everything  in  your  power  to  cor- 
rect it! 

Pill,  (sweetly).  How  nice  and 
encouraging  of  jrou,  dear  Lady 
Cahtibe.  to  take  up  the  eudgels 
for  me  like  that ! 

[The  Countess  privately  relieves 

her  feelings  by  expressing  a 

preference  for   taking   up   a 

birch    rod^   and   renews    her 

attack  on  the  Bishop. 

Mr.  Shorthorn  (who  has  been 

dragging  his  mental  depths  for  a 

fresh  topic  —  hopefully,  to  Misa 

Spelwane).  By  the  bye,  I  haven't 

asked   you  'what    you    thought 

about     these  —  er  —  Revolting 

Daughters  P 

Jifiss     Spelwane.      No,      you 
haven't;    and   I   thought   it   so 
considerate  of  you. 
[Mr.  Shobthobn  gives  up  drag- 
ging, in  discouragement. 
Pill,  (sotto  voce,  to  Miss  Spel- 
wane).   Have  you    quite   done 
sitting  on  that  poor  unfortunate 
manf   /heard  you  I 
Miss  Spelw,  (in  the  same  t^neV, 
I'm  afraid  I  have  been  rather  beastly  to  him.    But  oh,  he  is  snon 
a  bore— he  would  talk  about  his  horrid  **6ilos"  till  I  asked  him 
whether  they  were  easy  to  tame.    After  that,  the  subject  dropped^ 
somehow. 

Pill,  I  see  you've  been  punisLiDg  him  for  not  happening  to  be  a 
distinguished  Poet  I  thought  he  was  to  have  been  the  fortunate 
manP 

Miss  Spelw,  So  he  was ;  but  they  changed  it  sU  at  the  last  mo- 
ment ;  it  really  was  ra^er  provoking.    I  could  have  talked  to  Atjfi. 

Pill.  Lady  Rhoda  appears  to  be  consoling  him.  Poor  dear 
Abchie's  face  is  quite  a  study.  But  really  I  don't  see  that  his 
poetry  is  so  very  wonderful ;  no  more  did  you  this  morning  I 

Miss  Spelw.  Because  you  delibwately  picked  out  the  worst  bits, 
and  read  them  as  bsdly  as  you  could ! 

PiU,  Ah,  well,  he 's  here  to  read  them  for  himself  now.  I  daraaay 
he  'd  be  deUghtea  to  be  asked. 

Miu  Spelw,  Do  you  know,  Bebtie.  that's  rather  a  good  ^Ida  of 
yours,    i '11  ask  him  to  read  us  something  to-night. 

PiU.  (aghast).  To-night!  With  all  these  people  here?  I  say, 
they  '11  never  stand  it,  you  know.    [Lady  Culverik  gives  the  sigtuii. 


1  shall  be — oh — tU  .mpatienoe,  Lady  Cantire." 
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Mis9  SpeUo,  {as  she  rises).  They  ought  to  led  it  an  immense 
privilege.    I  know  I  shfdL 

The  Bishop  {to  himsey^  as  he  rises).  Port  in  sight— at  last !  But, 
oh,  what  I  have  had  to  suffer ! 

Ladpt  Cant,  {at  parting),  WelU  we're  had  quite  one  of  our  old 
discussions.  I  always  enjoy  taUuog  to  you.  Bishop.  But  I  haven't 
et  got  at  your  reasons  for  Totinj?  as  yon  did  on  the  Parish  Councils 
'ill :  we  must  go  into  that  upstairs. 

The  Bishop  {with  veracity),  I  shall  be -ah— all  impatience,  Ladj 
Caxtib£.  {to  himself.)  I  feryently  trust  that  a  repetition  of  this 
experience  may  vet  be  spared  me  1 

Lady  Rhoda  (as  she  leaves  Spubbell).  Ton  will  tell  me  the  name 
of  the  stuff  upstairs,  won't  you  ?    So  rerv  much  ta ! 

Archie  {to  himself),  I'd  like  to  tar  him  very  much,  and  feather 
him  too,  for  outtin'  me  out  like  this !  {The  mefi  sit  down ;  Spubbell 
finds  himself  between  Abchib  and  Captain  Thickkssse,  at  the 
farther  end  of  the  table :  Abchik  passes  the  wine  to  Spubbell  with 
a  scowl.)  What  are  you  drinldn'  r  Claret  f  What  do  you  do  your 
writin*  on.  now,  as  a  general  thing  F 

Spurr,  {on  the  defensive).  On  paper,  Sir,  when  I  're  any  to  do.  Do 
you  do  yours  on  a  slate  f 

Captain  Thicknesse,  I  say,  that 's  rather  good.  Had  you  there, 
Beabpabk  ! 

Spurr,  {to  Abchie,  lowerinp  his  voice).  Look  here,  I  see  you  're 
trying  to  put  a  raoke  in  my  wheel.  You  saw  me  writing  at  dinner, 
and  went  and  told  that  young  lady  I  was  goiug  to  take  everything 
off  there  and  then,  which  you  must  have  known  I  wasn*t  likely  to 
do.  Now,  Sir,  it 's  no  business  of  yours  that  I  can  see ;  but,  as  you 
seem  to  be  interested,  I  may  tell  you  that  I  shall  do  it  in  my  own 


room,  as  soon  as  I  leave  this  table,  and  there  will  be  no  fuss  or 
publidtv  about  it  whatever.    I  hope  you  *re  satisfied  now  ? 

Archie,  Oh,  /'m  satisfied.  (He  rises.)  Left  my  cigarette- case 
upstairs— horrid  bore— must  ^o  and  get  it. 

Capt.  Thick,  They  'U  be  brm«ing  some  round  in  another  minute. 

Archie.  Prefer  my  owd.  (To  himself,  as  he  leaves  the  hall.)  I 
knew  I  was  rittht.  That  bounder  is  meaning  to  scribble  some  rot 
about  us  all !  He 's  goin'  straight  up  to  his  room  to  do  it. .  . .  Well , 
he  may  find  a  little  surprise  when  he  gets  there ! 

Capt.  Thick,  (to  himself).  Mustn't  let  this  poet  fellow  think  I  'm 

1'ealous;  daresay,  after  all,  these 's  nothing  serious  between  then", 
^ot  that  it  matters  to  me ;  anyway,  I  may  as  well  talk  to  him. '  1 
wonder  if  he  knows  anything  about  steepledhasin' .  [Jle  discovers  thai 
Spitbbell  is  not  unacquainted  with  this  branch  of  knotcledge. 

ScEKE  XX. — A  Corridor  leading  to  the  Housekeeper's  Room, 
TmE-9.30  p.m. 

Under  shell  (to  himself).  If  I  wasn't  absolutely  compelled  by  sheer 
hunger,  I  would  not  touch  a  morsel  in  this  house.  But  I  can't  gef 
my  things  back  till  after  ten.  When  I  do,  I  will  insist  on  a  convey- 
ance to  the  nearest  inn.  In  the  meantime  I  must  sup.  After  all,  no 
one  need  know  of  this  humiliating  adventure.  And  if  I  am  com- 
pelled to  consort  with  these  pampered  menials,  I  think  I  shall  know 
now  to  preserve  my  dimity— even  while  adapting  myself  to  their 
level.  And  that  sirl  will  be  there— a  distinctly  redeeming  fact  in  th^ 
situation.  I  will  oe  easy  and  even  affable ;  I  will  lay  aside  all  foolish 
pride ;  it  would  be  unreasonable  to  visit  their  emmo^rer's  snobbery 
upon  them.  I  hear  conv^sation  inside  this  room.  Tms  must  be  the 
door.    I— I  suppose  I  had  better  go  in.  [He  enters. 


FOLLOWING  FOOTSTEPS. 

(Fragment  from  a  Bomanee  founded  on  Reality.) 

He  had  become  famous.  Or  perhaps  that  was  scarcely  the  word- 
notorious  would  have  been  better.  At  any  rate  his  name  had 
appeared  in  the  papers.  For  nine  days  everyone  talked  about  him. 
It  was  during  those  nine  days  that  he  was  wanted.  No.  not  by  the 
myrmidons  of  the  law.  He  had  escaped 
them*  His  plea  of  innocent  had  been 
accepted.  So  far  as  Scotland  Yard  was 
concerned  he  was  safe.    Quite  safe. 

But  was  he  safe  from  **  that  other"  P 
Ah,  there  was  the  point.  With  the 
instinct  of  desperation  he  took  himself 
off.  He  hurriei  away.  He  went  by  an 
excursion  train— ^ne  that  stopped  at  all 
the  stations  and  was  called  a  ^*  last  train 
to  this  place"  and  **  that  j^lace^"  but 
never  referred  to  in  connection  with  its 
destination— and  arrived  in  due  time  at  a  cocknev  watering-place. 

He  was  followed !  As  sure  as  fate^  came  the  toUower !  Beady  to 
hunt  him  down !  Beady  to  take  him !  He  rapidly  repacked  his  bag. 
He  hurriedly  left  for  Hie  station.  Once  again  he  was  fiyin^  away. 
Now  he  had  chosen  a  prosperous  dtv.  The  jdace  was  teeming  with 
population.  Surely  he  would  be  lost  in  this  giddy  throng  P  No,  He 
was  followed  1    On  came  the  pursuer !    Beady  to  take  him  I 

A|[ain  and  again  the  same  thing  hanpened.  Did  he  go  to  the 
Continent,  his  pursuer  was  after  him.  Did  he  travel  to  Scotland,  he 
was  met  in  the  Highlands  by  the  same  fatal  presence. 

It  was  useless  to  fight  against  destiny  any  longer.   Assisted  by  those 
interested  in  a  popular  paper— which  had  sughtfy  altered  its  character, 
ohan^g  from  an  auwority  on  scientific  research  into  a  cheap 
sporting  weekly— he  reached  the    Antarctic  Cirde.     He  heard 
following  footsteps.    He  tried  to  hide  himself  bdiind  the  South  Pole. 
But  it  was  of  no  avaiL    At  length  he  was  discovered !    They  stood 
face  to  face,  both  wearing  skates. 
**  What  do  you  want  with  meP" 
**  You  were  accused  of  murder,  but  was  innocent." 
**  Yes,"  he  returned,  with  an  ugly  frown.    **  I  was  innocent  that 
time." 

*'  You  are  an  interesting  person,  I  have  followed  yon  all  this  way 
because  I  have  detenninea  to  interview  you." 

**  No  you  don't,"  cried  the  pursued,  drawing  a  sword  walking-stick, 
and  holainff  the  blade  dagger-wise. 

*'  Yes  I  do,"  shouted  the  pursuer,  producing  a  note-book.    **  And 
now  tell  me  who  were  your  father  and  mother  ?  " 
There  was  a  short,  decisive  struggle,  and  then  dl  wms  over. 
*'If  there  is  ever  an  inquest  m  this  distant  spot,"   said  the 
conqueror,  *'  the  jury  will  bnog  it  in  justifiahle  honuoide." 
And  no  doubt  he  was  right  in  his  conjeeture. 


Title  foe  ihe  New  Ieish  Fabcical  CoiUEDr.— rA«  Two  (or 
more)  Shamrocks ;  or,  A  Little  Cheque  ! 


THE  INCONVENIENCED  TRAVELLER'S  PHRASE-BOOK. 

(To  he  Translated  into  every  Language.) 

Am  Incident  bm  Route, 

Wh7,  although  I  telegraphed  for  rooms,  am  I  told  at  three  in  the 
morning  that  there  is  no  Better  accommodation  for  me  than  this 
sUble? 

Why  do  you  threaten  me  with  the  police-station  for  protesting  P 

Why  do  yon  take  me  by  the  throat  and  drag  me 
al^  when  I  am  offerinif  no  resistance  P 

why  do  you  put  me  in  a  cell  when  I  had  ordered 
an  apparently  now  oooupied  bed-chamber  at  the  hotel  P 

Wny  do  you  refuse  me  a  mattress,  and  take  away 
the  plank  bedstead  with  which  this  dungeon  is  solely 
furnished? 

Why  may  I  not  see  a  solicitor  P 

Why  do  Tou  refuse  to  send  for  the  British  Consul 
when  I  tell  you  that  my  cousin's  maiden  aunt  is 
engaged  to  a  Bishop  P 

What  more  can  I  do  to  prove  my  respectability  when  ^ 
I  have  shown  you  my  certificate  of  oirth,  my  commission  in  the 
Militia,  my  banker's  pass-book,  my  diploma  as  an  utter-barrister, 
several  framed  and  illuminated  addresses  of  congratulation,  and  my 
passport P 

W^,  although  I  have  offered  to  pay  for  it,  can  I  not  have  a  decent 

Why  do  you  insist  upon  my  making  a  nauseous  meal  on  stale  bread 
and  unfiltered  water  P 

Why  should  you  refuse  me  pens,  ink,  and  paper  P 

Why  should  I  not  write  to  the  Editor  of  the  Times  f 

Whv  should  you  take  away  my  watch,  and  put  me  in  a  practising- 
grouna  amidst  drunkards,  forgers,  and  Durfflars  ? 

Why  ^ould  you  not  believe  me  when  I  assure  you  that  it  is  a 
mistake  when  you  fancy  I  have  come  to  sketch  the  outworks  of  the 
frontier  fortress  P 

Why  should  you  not  cndit  my  assertion  that  I  only  procured  a 
circular  ticket  because  I  wanted  to  see  foreign  parts  and tsiste  foreign 
cookery  P 

Why,  after  all  this  worry  and  anxiety,  should  you  mumble  some- 
thing about  **  misapprehension,"  and  bundle  me  out  without  an 
apology  P  

The  RumiSR  Numakce.— '*  T.  L.,"  writing  to  The  Times  about 
the  nuisance  of  ** cab-runners"  in  the  London  streets,  says,  **ii 
stream  that  cannot  he  dammed  can  he  turned.^'  But  this  stream  of 
*'  cab-runners"  is  being  daily  and  hourly  so  treated,  of  course  only 
by  male  occupants  of  cabs  carrying  luggage,  and  the  mnners  take 
nothing  but  ^  damnum  et  in/unam  "  for  their  pains.  But  when  the 
tevellers  with  impedimenta  are  ladies  or  ladies'  maids,  and  nurses 
with  children,  then  evidently  this  obiectionable  stream  cannot  be 
*^  dammed"  unless  the  butler  or  a  stalwart  footman  be  at  home  to 
receive  Mesdames  les  voyageuses.  In  these  cases.  Eve  travelling 
on«ht  to UTe  Aj>aic  h«i.dy.  ^^^^^^  ^^^  Lj00^6 
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^..::.L,j,.^i^!^j 


WHAT   BROWN  HAS  TO   PUT   UP  WITH. 


7%e  Throat  Doctor.  '■  AxD  Dors  tour  little  Bot  ever  Skorb,  Mr««.  Brown?** 

Mr8,  Brottm,  •*!  pn^j  r  TBiyK  so.    He  always  sleeps  in  our  Room,  and  we've  never  noticed  it  I 

Little  Brown,  **  J/.ij.'v>' S>OREa^iF  TOU  ukm!" 


db 


WIGS  ON  THE  GKEEN; 

Or,  the  Friends  of  United  Ireland. 

Air—*'  Enmiseorthy.'\ 

You  may  travel  over  Europe  till  your  heart  and  foot -soles  ache, 
Tou  may  meet  wid  many  a  warrior,  but  don't  make  a  mistake, 
The  wondher  of  the  wurmld,  and  of  pathriots  wide-awake. 

Is  the  Parthy  that  is  **  led  "  by  poor  McGastht. 
The  way  Ihey     pull  together  "  nils  a  man  wid  shame  and  dread ; 
They're  all  in  love  wid  Erin  swate— or  lasteways  so  'tis  said — 
And  the  way  each  proves  his  passion  is  bj  breaking:  'tether's  head, 

'Tis  that  that  plays  the  mischief  wid  McGartht. 

Chorus, 
For  Dillon  goes  for  Healt's  chump. 
And  at  O'Brien  aims  a  thump. 

And  Redmond  hits  all  round  with  anger  hearthy ; 
And  the  sticks  they  all  go  whacking. 
And  Ihe  fkulls,  faith,  they  are  cracking. 

When  Justin  tries  to  lead  the  Oirish  Parthy ! 

When  they  got  **  a  little  cheque  "  or  two  a  desperate  row  arose, 
Tim  Hbalt  dashed  at  **  Honest  John  "  and  fought  him  to  a  clo^e. 
And  Redmond  showed  designs  upon  O^Bhibn's  classic  nose, 

It  was  that  which  riz  the  dander  of  McCabtht. 
They  hustled  round  poor  Erin  so  they  nearly  knodced  her  down. 
She  barely  dodeed  a  cudgel  that  was  aimed  at  Dillon's  crown, 
**  And  och ! "  she  signed,  *^  if  this  is  hve  a  colleen  well  may  frown 

On  the  wooing  of  a  crack-brained  Oirish  Parthy." 

Chorus,— For  Dillon  went  for  Healt's  chump,  &e. 

They  were  all  f  ist  **  friends  "  of  Erin,  they  'd  declared  lo  o*er  and 

o'tr, 
But  Healt  scorned  0*Brien,  and  deemed  Honest  John  a  bore ; 
While  Redmond  called  them  liars  all,  and  sycophants,  and  swore 

He  wouldn*t  hold  a  candle  to  McCabtht. 
There  wasn't  much  to  foight  about  save  mutual  hate  and  spleen. 
And  yet  such  a  shillelagh-ioight  at  Donnybrook  ne'er  was  seen ; 
Black  oies,  red  noses !    Faith  it  looked  as  though  they'd  strew  the 

Green 
Wid  the  fragments  of  the  **  Chief"  they  called  McCabtht. 

Chorus,— Tot  Dillon  went  for  Healt*8  nose,  &c. 


And  all  their  inimies  locked  oo.  and  laughed  as  they  would  doie ; 
And  every  friend  of  Erin  wiped  a  tear  from  sorrow's  (»ie ; 
Saying  **  If  such  friends  of  Unity  why  ever  don't  they  trroy 

To  hhow  a  firm  united  Oirish  Parthy  P  " 
Sighed  Erin  "  Would  to  Providence  tnis  faction-foight  were  done  I 
It  breaks  the  hearts  of  patbriots,  to  my  foes  'tis  purest  fun, 
JVhy  can't  they  sthop  the^e  parthy-sphlits  and  merge  tlicm  into 
One? 

That 's  all  that  now  is  needed,— ax  McCabtht  I " 

Chorus, 

But  Dillon  goes  for  Healt's  thump. 
He  at  O'Brien  aims  a  thump, 

And  Redmond  hits  all  r^und  with  anger  hearthy ; 
And  the  sticks  they  still  go  whacking. 
And  the  skulls  they  still  are  cracking. 

Whosoever  tries  to  lead  the  Oirish  Parthy ! 


IN    MEKOBIAM. 

LOUIS  PHILIPPE  ALBERT  D'ORLEANS,  COMTE  DE  PAKIS. 
DiBD  AT  Stows  Housb,  Buckinohamshiiib,  Sept.  8,  1894. 

A  BOTAL  exile,  and  our  England's  guest. 

Let  English  church-bells  chime  him  to  bis  rest, 

Whilst  English  hearts  respectfully  condole 

With  a  devoted  wife's  sore-sorrowing  soul. 

Not  as  the  heir  of  a  too  shadowy  crown. 

Who  knew  long  exile's  ache,  and  fortune's  fruwn, 

Bat  as  a  friena  who  long  with  us  did  dwell. 

And  a  brave  man  who  bore  fierce  suffering  well. 

We  grieve  for  him,  and  bow  as  sounds  his  passing  belL 


A  Suggested  Addendum.— In  the  course  of  a  sharply-written 
article  in  this  month's  The  Theatre  Magazine  (under  the  editorship 
of  Fbbdebick  HAWKDre),  Mr.  Clement  Soott,  while  indignantly 
repelHng  the  bharge  of  venality  brought  against  Frenidi  dramatie 
onties  l^  their  compatriot  M.  ALzaLUiDBS  Dumas,  observes^  ref  emog 
to  I^fish  authors.  **  We  have  our  Dumabms  on  this  suh  of  the 
Channel.'*  Undeniably.  And,  we  may  «id,  "^J^ould  they  were 
Dumb-aseesI "  Digitized  by  VnOC 
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WIGS  ON  THE  GREEN!" 


OR,    THE    FRIENDS    OF    UNITED    IRELAND  (?). 
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OUR   NATIONAL   DEFENCES. 

{By  Mr.  Punch's  Own  Feieran  EepeH.) 

It  was  a  happy  thought  of  the  respected  Editor  of  this  paper  (if  I 
may  be  permitted  so  to  say)  to  commiBsion  me  to  undertake  a 
thorough  iuspeotion  of  the  guns  at  the  Admiralty  Pier,  Dover.  Since 
war  has  broken  out  between  China  and  Japan  there  is  no  taying  what 
may  hsppen  next,  and  it  seems  to  me  that  a  plain  statement  of  our 
preparedness   vi  1  have  a  reassuring   effect.    So  without  further 

preface  I  will  relate  my  adven- 
tures, taking  care,  however,  to 
give  no  information  that  can  be 
serviceable  to  the  enemy. 

I  am  a  bit  of  a  coldier  myself 
but  frankly  confess  that  I  was 
not  nearly  so  much  of  a  warrior 
as  my  companion.  We  had  a 
pass  lor  two,  and  it  was  under- 
stood that  nothing  should  be  done 
through  indiscretion  that  might 
endanger  the  safety  of  the 
oountnr.  So  if  my  description 
is  not  what  the  dramatic  critics 
of  the  nearly  newest  school  term 
**  convincing,"  the  omission  is 
accounted  for.  We  two.  braving 
the  rain  the  wind  and  the  spray, 
put  in  an  appearance  at  the  end 
of  the  Admiralty  Pier.  There 
was  a  sort  of  boat-house  on  our 
right,  which  seemingly  contained 
dothmg  for  those  who  intended 
to  do  the  guns. 

**  You  had  better  put  on  canvas. 
Sir,"  said  the  custodian;  *'the 
engineers  are  about,  and  it  is  rather  duty  down  below." 

My  companion  was  soon  suited  with  a  pair  of  overalls  and  a 
jumper.  I  would  have  been  fitted  as  speedily  if  the  date  of  the 
adornment  had  been  anticipated  by  twenty  years  or  so.  As  it  was, 
my  weight  rather  interfered  with  the  measurement  From  the  size 
of  the  canvas  clothing  in  stock,  I  am  afraid  our  army  must  be  a 
(kinnv  one.  Be  this  as  it  may,  I  had  to  wear  "36,"  when  "44" 
would  have  been  nearer  the  mark.  The  result  was  that  I  walked 
with  difficulty,  and  found  I  could  not  cough.  So  I  was  rather  glad 
that  there  was  no  chance  of  meeting  the  fairer  fex,  as  I  was  quite 
sure  that  I  was  not  looking  my  be^t.  And  I  say  this  although  I  was 
tied  toj^ether  with  bits  of  rope,  and  did  wear  an  old  jockey  cap. 

"  We  will  go  and  see  the  powder  magazine  first,"  said  our  guide, 
flourishing  what  seemed  to  me  to  be  a  cheap  kind  of  teapot,  with  a 
light  at  the  end  of  it.  **  It  is  so  many  feet  mIow  the  level  of  the  sea 
at  low  water." 

I  carefully  refrain  from  giving  the  number  of  feet— first,  because 
I  will  disclose  no  confidences,  and.  seoondiv,  because  I  have  forgotten 
it.  So  down  we  went  into  the  depths  of  the  earth.  The  hole  was 
about  as  bi^  as  a  kitchen  chimney,  and  had  on  one  side  of  it  a 
number  of  iron  bars,  servinsr  as  a  ladder.  Our  guide  went  first,  then 
my  companion,  then  I  myself.  I  shall  never  forget  the  experience. 
I  have  often  he^  of  the  treadmill,  and  this  seemed  a  rerised 
edition  of  the  punishment.  Each  bar  hurt  my  feet,  and  each  foot  of 
descent  incrmed  my  temperature.  I  went  very  slowly— it  was  im- 
possible to  go  fast  in  overalls  "  36."  When  I  had  descended  what 
appeared  to  me  to  be  a  mile  or  so,  I  came  to  a  full  stop.  I  was 
standing  in  a  sort  of  empty  store-oupl>oard— the  kind  of  place 
where  careful  housewives  stack  boxes  and  unused  perambulators. 

"  This  is  the  magazine,"  »aid  our  conductor,  waving  his  illumi- 
nated tea-pot  about,  so  that  we  might  see  theplace  to  better  advantage. 
"Is  this  all?"  I  asked,  rather  disappbmted,  as  after  so  much 
exertion  I  should  have  been  glad  of  a  httle  excitement.    Even  an 
infernal  machine  on  tick  would  have  been  something. 

"Tes,  that's  all.  Sir,"  returned  the  teapot-bemr,  beginning  to 
mount  the  ladder.  He  was  followed  by  my  companion.  I  brought 
up  the  rear,  and  felt  like  the  great-grandfather  of  Jack  Sbeppabd 
escapdng  from  Newgate.  When  I  was  half  way  it  occurred  to  me 
that  it  was  really  very  wrong  to  aUow  people  to  see  such  secrets.  I 
might  have  been  a  spv,  or  a  political  agent,  or  Eomething  or  other. 
Tes,  such  things  should  not  be  permitted,  and  I  recommence  my 
exertions. 

"Take  care  where  you  go.  Sir!  There's  a  loose  plank  there- 
abouts!" 

It  was  the  voice  of  our  leader.  It  came  from  above,  and  had  a 
ventriloquial  sound  about  it.  I  felt  inclined  to  reply  in  a  shrill 
faisetfOf  "  What  a  funnv  man  you  are  Mr.  Cole  ! "  but  would  not. 
First,  it  was  undignified :  secondly,  I  hadn't  the  breath  to  do  it. 

**  Wearily,  drowsily,"  like  Miss  Mat  Tohe,  but  (considering  my 
costume)  with  a  difference,  I  came  to  the  surface.    I  felt  that  I  had 


been  for  the  last  ten  houn  in  the  hottest  room  of  a  local  Chinese 
Turkish  Bath.  I  was  so  limp  that  had  I  been  told  that  the  fairest 
of  the  fair  and  the  richest  of  the  rich  combined  was  on  the  eve  of 
being  introduced  to  me,  I  should  not  have  made  any  effort  to  get 
away.  Tes,  in  spite  of  being  conscious  that  I  had  rubbed  my  nose 
with  a  smutty  glove,  and  consequently  had  something  in  common 
with  the  sweep. 

"  We  are  going  to  tee  the  engines,"  sud  my  friend. 

"  Only  so  many  hundred  feet  below  the  level  of  the  o^ean,"  added 
our  conductor.  (It  will  be  observed  that  I  carefully  avoid  figures  for 
the  reasons  I  have  already  given.) 

"  Thanks,  no,"  I  gatped  out  ;  "  I  don't  think  I  will  go.  I  suppose 
they  are  exactly  like  otner  engines  P  " 

"Not  in  the  least."  

"  Ah,  then  that  decides  me,  I  will  stay  here,"  and  I  did. 

I  am  glad  to  eay  that  the  engines  appeared  to  be  particularly  in- 
teresting, and  kept  my  friend  and  his  escort  busily  engaged  for  about 
half  a^^our.  At  length  my  companions  returned.  I  was  partially 
recovered.  I  was  no  longer  as  limp  as  a  bit  of  string;  I  was  by  this 
time  almost  as  strong  as  a  piece  of  address  cardboard. 

"  You  should  have  seen  the  engines,"  said  my  friend  in  a  tone  of 
reproach,  "  they  were  excellent.'' 

I  replied  that  I  would  take  his  word  for  it.  Then  we  went  to  see 
the  guns  themselves.  Well,  I  frankly  confess  I  was  disappointed. 
They  were  the  usual  sort  of  guns.  Big  tubes  and  all  that  kind  (f 
thing.    Bather  dlly  than  otherwise. 

"They  are  cnly  fired  twice  a  year,"  said  our  guide,  as  if  that 
enhanced  their  value.  And  now  I  beffan  to  understand  why  the 
casemates  had  such  an  "apartments  furnished"  air  about  them. 
The  windows  had  brass  fittiuffs.  I  ezp^^ted  to  see  curtains  hanging 
from  above,  and  was  quite  disappointed  not  to  find  a  canary  in  a 
birdcage  hanging  down  between  the  window  and  the  gun  muzzle. 

"  Dear  me! "  I  observed,  "  so  these  are  the  guns!  They  are  fired 
I  supposed  by  Number  One  ?  " 

Our  conductor  was  absolutely  startled  at  my  remark.  Many  yeara 
since  I  was  a  Volunteer  Artilleryman,  and  I  had  stumbled  on  a 
technical  term.  "Number  One"  is  the  gunner  of  the  firiiy-party 
who  fires  (i.e.  lets  off)  the  gun.  The  result  of  this  display  of  know- 
ledge was  an  daborate  description  by  our  guide  of  the  character  of 
the  gun  bristling  with  tecfhnicalities.  (Wishing  to  protect  the 
Government  secrets  I  do  not  transcribe  it) 

Then  we  went  to  see  how  the  gun  was  loaded,  how  it  was  laid  or 
aimed.    At  last  we  came  to  the  look-out  tower. 

"Only  room  for  one  gentleman,"  said  our  guide;  atd  I  nobly 
yielded  firet  place  to  my  frietd.  He  went  up,  and  his  head  dis- 
appeared. I  Could  only  see  his  bodv  from  the  neck  downwards. 
He  appeared  very  agitated.  Later  on  ne  came  down,  and  saying  there 
was  a  "stiffiah  brteze."  invited  me  to  take  his  place.  Ascending 
slowly,  greatly  impcdtd  by  fit  and  fatigue,  I  got  to  the  top  of  the 
ladder.  My  head  disappeared,  and  my  body  I  kiiew  must  have 
become  greatly  agitated.  And  this  wa?  not  surpribing.  For  my 
body  was  still  in  the  hottest  room  of  the  local  Chinese  Turkih  Bath, 
which  had  grown  hotter  than  ever,  and  my  head  had  apparently 
suddenly  found  itself  on  the  summit  of  Mont  Blanc.  Ye^^  and  in 
winter  weather.  For  a  moment  it  wa^  all  I  could  do  to  avcad  what 
seemed  to  me  to  be  avalanches,  frozen  thunderbolts  and  Atlantic 
icebergs.  They  seemed  to  be  dashing  over  me.  Cliogiog  for  dear 
life  to  what  appeared  to  be  a  sort  of  glassless  cucumber  frame  was  our 
conductor.  He  explained  something  or  other  in  a  voice  that  sounded 
as  if  he  were  a  ventriloquist  who  was  making  a  man  say  "  Good 
night"  at  the  top  of  a  very  high  chimney. 

I  intimated  that  I  was  perfectly  satisfied.  This  I  did  in  dumb 
show  by  promptly  dropping  my  head  and  climbing  down  as  quickly 
as  possible.  When  I  reachtd  the  stone  fioor  my  face  was  ice  for  a 
moment  and  then  turned  red  hot,  following  the  example  set  by  the 
rebt  of  my  body. 

Shortly  afterwards,  staggering  in  my  imperfect  fit,  I  once  mora 
returned  to  the  entrance  of  the  boat-house.  The  robes  smrounding  me 
wera  carefully  untied  in  several  directions.  I^  draw  off  my  overalls, 
my  jumper,  my  shocking  bad  hat,  my  torn  white  gloves.  I  resumed 
my  ordinary  clothes.  *^Richaud  was  himself  again."  At  least,  as 
near  himself  as  he  could  be  after  a  loss  of  about  two  stones  of  weight 
and  the  graater  part  of  his  voice. 

"  You  will  not  give  partionlara  that  will  endanger  the  safety  of 
the  State?" 

I  promised  (in  a  feeble,  melancholy  tone  that  seemed  to  me  like  a 
mouse's  dying  farewell  to  sorrowing  relatives)  that  I  wouldn't. 

And  I  hope  I  haven't 

Development. 

{BrHmmagem  Verwm  of  a  Csltbrated  Qnafrain.) 

Ta£RE  was  a  Rad  in  the  days  that  w^  earlier ; 
Yeara  fleeted  by,  he  ^w  smarter  and  curlier ; 
Further  yeara jrave  him  a  Toryish  twist.  T 

Then  he  was  limes  man,  and  Unionist!       )SLC 
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ODE  FOR  THE  MARRIAGE 
SEASON. 

I. 

Snro  now  in  festal  rhyme 
Of  Hymen's  haryest-time. 

The  happy  chances 
When  Capias  fragrant  torch 
Leads  to  the  sacred  porch 
And  the  hells'  wedding  chime 

Crowns  yonng  romances. 

Here,    whispering    somewhaf 

lond. 
Gathers  the  wonted  crowd ; 
Matrons     with     heart     stiU 
yonng 

Happily  tearf  ol, 
Critics  of  dress,  ayow'd, 
Too  sihilant  of  tongue, 
And,  thick  the  thronff  among, 
Damseb  expectant  still 
Of  loTe,  their  lives  to  fill, 

Chat^  and  cheerfuL 

See,    there    the    hridegroom 

waits 
Till  at  the  flow'r-strewn  gates 

His  love  desoendeth. 
And  all  ears  listening,^ 
And  some  eyes  glistening. 
Fiction's  romances  pale 
While  of  a  real  lore-tale 

First  chapter  endeth. 

The  choir-hoys,  open-eyed. 

Forget  their  psalter 
For  ffazing  at  the  hride, 
Childlike  vet  dignified, 
Ihere  hy  ner  lover's  side. 

Before  the  altar. 

Here    to     the    ahrine    they 
hring  * 

That  old  pure  offering 

Of  all  religions. 
Hallowing  their  first,  yonng 

loves — 
A  nair  of  turtle-doves. 
Or  two  young  pigeons. 


rPtRAMFUlATDtS 


A   DISAPPOINTMENT. 

[To  pirambulaief  y.n.,  in  German  tpazieren  ;  in  French,  upromener;  ia  Italian, 

paauffffiare.l 

Jt/hann  Schmidt.  "  AcH  !  vat  ▲  bittt,  Mister  Cbokxs  !    Zen  vs  must 

KOT  OO  THKBEIN  TO  BkRAMPULATE  f " 


Never  since  Adah's  primal 
hanns  were  cried 
By  every  hird  in   £den*8 
leafy  minster. 
Has  such  a  hridegroom  taken 
such  a  hride, 
So  true  a  Bachelor,  so  sweet 
a  Spinster. 


SONG  OF  THE  IMPECUNIOUS 
BARD. 

How  many  woes,  the  heavens 
heneath. 
The  sons  of  men  assume ! 
For  some,  they  say,  are  hoomed 
to  death, 
While  some  have  ne*er   a 
hoom. 
And   some  like  rockets   rise 
and  fall — 
A  sadder  lot  have  they 
Whose  rockets  never  mount  at 
all,  ^ 

But  fizz  and  die  away. 

My   sun   is   sioking   to   the 
West- 
It  did  not  fairly  rise. 
In  velvet  coats  I   can't  in- 
vest. 
Nor  in  Byronic  ties. 
The  very  cheapest  "shag"  I 
smoke. 
My  thirst  on  water  quench— 
My  latest   sixpence  nhen   I 
hroke, 
I  kmu)  I  must  retrench. 

Upon  a  simple  scone  I  lunch, 

Or  luncheon  I  ignore — 
I  cannot  even  huy  a  Punch — 

A  most  terrific  hore ! 
But  yet  at  Fleet  Street,  85. 

From  gazing  none  retard. 
And  solace  still  may  thence 
derive 

An  impecunious  Bard. 


TEMPOEA  MUTANTUfi. 

There  was  a  time  I  loved  to  row 
Upon  the  Thames,  and  pitch  my  tent 

On  reedy  islands  Ijriog  low. 
Without  a  thought  of  tax  or  rent. 

But  if  I  sleep  in  puddles  now 
I  get  rheumatics,  gout  and  cramp. 

The  Thames  has  grown— I  know  not  how — 
So  damp. 

There  was  a  time  I  loved  to  climh 
From  mom  till  eve.  from  eve  to  mom, 

Those  snow-capped  Alpine  neaks  suhlime. 
The  Kiffi  and  the  Matterhom. 

Now,  Ludgate  Hill  is  quite  as  much 
As  I  can  do,  or  Homsey  Rise — 

Mountains,  you  see,  have  grown  to  such 
A  size. 

There  was  a  time  I  loved  to  flit 
To  Margate  with  its  German  hands. 

And  split  my  sides  at  nigffer-wit. 
Or  nde  on  donkeys  on  the  sands. 

Now,  niffgers  have  got  coarse  and  low. 
And  if  1  mount  on  steeds,  they  cough. 

Or  wink,  or  wag  their  ears  and  throw 
Me  off. 

But  now  my  nerves  are  all  a  wreck 
I  'U  seek  some  less  exacting  sport 

In  RMrent^s  Paric,  nor  risk  my  neck 
In  foolish  pranks  of  that  mad  sort. 

I  '11  find  some  steady  man  who  owns 
A  safe  reliahle  Bath- chair, 

And  tip  him  well  to  wheel  my  hones 
With  care. 


NEWS  FROM  NORWICH. 

**Am  I  too  sweeping  when  I  say  that  we 
have  more  to  fear  from  drinking  ana  gamhling 
than  from  all  the  capitalists  put  together  P  ^' 
So  holdly  and  pertinently  asked  Mr.  President 
Delved,  in  his  opening  speech  at  the  Norwich 
Trades  Union  Congress.  Mr.  Delves  **  paused 
for  a  reply."  Mr.  'Punch  gives  it  with  an 
emphatic  •*No!" 

It  is  not  every  working-man's  friend  who 
will  tell  the  working-man  this  wholesome 
truth :  that  the  Bottle  and  the  Betting- Book 
are  his  worst  enemies.  When  he  defeats 
them^  the  grasping  capitalist,  the  mere  greedy 
monopolist,  will  not  have  a  chance  against 
him.  Soher  workmen  who  did  not  gamhle 
would  indeed  he  **  too  strong  to  he  aufaid  of 
Parliament,"  or  any  other  power. 

Mr.  Delves  spoke  of  strikes  aa  likely  to  he- 
oome  **  an  old  weapon  like  the  discarded  flint- 
lock of  a  past  age."  Good  again  I  But  if  the 
workmen  will  organise  an  elfective  strike,  as 
general aspossihle,  against  Beer  and  Betting,  it 
will  the  heat  day's  work  they  have  ever  done 
for  themaelvea  and  their  oountxy,  and  against 
exacting  capitalism  and  sweating  monopoly. 
When  workmen  act  on  DBLyi8*s  plan, 
Who  will  fight  the  WorkiDg-man  P 

Or,  to  adapt  another  old  piece  of  doggerel :  ^ 

If  the  Working-man 

Will  work  on  the  pUn 
That  Dblvbs  set  forth  at  Norwich ; 

Check  betting  and  drouth, 

Need  he  burn  hit  mouth 
With  the  Sodaliit's  hot  porridge  P 


LINES  IN  PLEASANT  PLACES. 

CONSTAKTlKOPLB  AT  OlYMPIA. 

To  the  confines  of  Asia  'tis  eisv  to  roam — 
Here 's  a  hus,  goinff  west,  which  invites 

Ton  (absurdly  enough)  to  go  east  to  the  home 
Of  all  manner  of  Turkidi  delights. 

On  arriving,  at  once  you  embark  in  a  boat 
Of  a  name  unpronounceable  quite,     [afloat 

And  through  vistas  of  columns  are  wafted 
In  unspeakable-Turkish  delight. 

The  vocab.  in  the  programme  is  reallj^  Al, 
Tou  can  pick  up  the  language  at  sight, 

And  converse  with  your  Turk  in  his  own 
native  tongue 
To  his  infinite  (Turkish)  delight. 

Then  the  making  of  carpets  and  Galata  tower 
Are  both  of  them  well  worth  a  sight ; 

And  the  houris  yon  'U  view  in  their  shop- 
window  hower. 
With  mild,  lemi-Tnrkish  delight. 

'Twin  he  long  ere  the  ahow  on  the  stage  you 

For  the  buleta  are  wonderfully  hright, 
There's  an    interval    too,   for    a    '*naice 
segarette"— 
A  Britannioo-Turkish  delight. 

When  at  last  to  an  end  the  great  spectacle 
comes, 
Tou  bid  Constantinople  good  ni^ht ; 
And  you  go  home  enchanted,  with  several 
drums 
Of  the  genuine  **  Turkish  delight." 
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OUR    BOOKING-OFFICE. 

Tbb  volumes  of  "The  Autonym  Library"  b;^  any  other  name 
would  be  just  as  handy.  **  It  was  a  curious  ooinoidence  in  names," 
quoth  the  Barou,  **  that,  when  first  I  t(X)k  up  one  of  these  volumes,  I 
was  discoursing  with  an  eminent  judge  on  some  mysterious  i>oiats  in 

the  celebrated  *  Gaimant'  trial. 

a  full  and  detailed  report  of 
which  would  afford  matter  for 
an  *  Arthur-Ortonym  *  library 
of  fiction."  Hie  particular 
volume  which  had  attracted 
the  Baron's  attention  was  Mad 
Sir  Uchlred  of  the  Hills,  by 
R.  R.  Cbockbtt.  'Tis  a  strange 
book,  and  the  **kindlv  reader," 
so  addressed  prefalially  by  the 
author,  may  have  a  kindly 
word  for  it,  and,  **by  my 
troth,"  quoth  the  Baron,  **the 
reading  of  it  made  pass  an 
hour  or  so  'twixt  meal-times 
not  unpleasantly,"  the  while 
he  Eat  on  the  smooth  deck  of  a 
wave -conquering  yacht,  in 
view  of  the  hoary  hide  of  the  Green  Ides  of  Arrah  ana  Bedad,  what 
time  the  8ea-any-monies  and  the  coal-scuttle  fish  shot  like  blue 
blazes  **  through  the  silver  threads  of  the  still  aud  sleepy  waters." 
And  that  is  now  the  Baron  would  write  were  he  describing  the 
scene  Crockettically.  The  story  of  Sir  Vchtred  was  evidently 
suggested  by  the  Strange  Adventures  of  the  Great  King  Nebu- 
chadnezzar^ and  indeed  the  guileless  author  would  so  have  it 
understood  from  the  headings  prefixed  to  his  chapters.  There  is 
much  about  **  Randolph  "  in  it,  which  is  pleasant,  seeing  that  for 
some  time  **  our  only  Randolph"  is  absent  irom  us,  going  round  the 
world,  and  getting  hioiself ,  the  Baron  hopes,  all  round  again  by  the 
process. 

Sir  Uehtred  ffoea  mad,  mad  as  a  hatter— ("  What  hatter  P  But  no 
matter!"  quoth  the  poetical  Baron).— and  wanders  about  **with  a 
tile  off,"  just  as  a  hatter  would  do  who  was  so  demented  as  to  forget 
his  business.  Then  at  the  critical  moment  he  is  suddenly  restored  to 
his  senses  by  hearing,  in  the  darkness,  far  down,  a  bell  ring  I  Yes,  he 
had  heard  it  before,  a  sweet  churoh  bell,  long  affo  in  his  infancy. . .  . 
Just  as  the  wicked  character  in  Nicholas  Nickleby^s  first  play 
written  for  the  Crummies  Company^  the  villain  of  the  piece,  when 
about  to  commit  his  greatest  piece  of  villainy ,  hears  a  clock  strike  I  He 
has  heard  a  clock  strike  in  naimier  times,  in  the  days  of  hisinnooency, 
and  he  is  struck  by  the  striking  coincidence,  and  he  weeps— he 
relents !  he  is  good  once  more !  1 1  And  this  is  how  msd  Sir  Uehtred  is 
brought  back  again  to  his  senses,  and  how  all  ends  happily  for  every- 
body except  for  a  certain  lame  tamed  black  wild  cat,  which,  after 
having  had  a  great  deal  to  do  with  the  story,  disappears,  and  is  heard 
of  no  more.  Alas !  poor  Torick !  Will  good  Sir  K.  Crockett  of  the 
Pens  write  another  littie  red  book — ("  such  is  the  colour  of  the  cover 
in  the  Autonym  Library.  But  for  certain  'tis  a  much  read  book," 
quoth  idiotic  Sir  Bookred  of  the  Swills)— informing  us  what  became 
of  the  oat  with  three  legs  and  eight  lives,  one  of  its  chances  having 
^one  ?  I  haven't  met  such  a  cat  as  this  since  Mr.  Antbovt  Hope 
introduced  us  to  the  appreciative  tail-less  one  belonging  to  Mr, 
WiU's  Widow, 

And  another  book  in  the  library  is  The  Upver  Berth,  It  sounds  an 
aristocratic  title,  doesn't  it  ?  Go  not  by  souna  save  when  the  cheering 
dinner-gong  or  luncheon-bugle  may  summon  thee ;  and  then  **  stand 
not  on  the  order  of  your  going,"  but  go  and  order  whatever  there  may  be 
on  the  menu,  *^  The  tipper  Berth,**  says  the  Baion,  still  aboard  the 
gallant  vessel,  *'  is  the  oest  ghost  story  I  have  read  for  many  a  day. 
'Tis  by  Masion  Ceawfoed,  and  not  written  in  his  weil-known 
modem  Roman  hand.  Then  in  the  same  volume,  by  the  same  author, 
is  The  Waters  of  Paradise,  which  is  disappointing,  certainly,  after 
the  sensational  Upj^er  Berth,  Therefore/'  quoth  the  Baron,  *'my 
counsel  and  advice  is,  read,  if  you  will.  The  Waters  of  Paradise, 
only  take  them  off  at  a  draught  first ;  don't  mix  the  spirit  with  the 
waters,  but  take  The  Upper  Berth  af  terwards.  For  choice  read  it 
in  bed,  with  the  aid  of  one  solitary  light^  taking  care  to  select  a 
tempestuous  night,  when  boards  creak,  windows  rattle,  and  doors 
open  of  thtir  own  aooord.  In  these  conditions  you  will  thoroughly 
enjoy  Maeion  Ceawfoed's  Upper  Berth,  and  will  gratefully  thank 
the  thoughtful  and  considerate  Baeov  ds  £ook-Woems." 

P.S.— Once  more  ashore,  and  abed,  convalescenting,  in  view  of  the 
\luphoshoytoning  thalasses  (Yes,  my  boy  0 1  the  Baron  knoweth  the 
reek  is  not  thus,  but  why  not  lug  in  the  name  of  sea-going  Botton 
on  such  an  api>ropriate  occasion  ? ),  the  Baron  readeth  Shins  that  pass 
in  the  Night,  A  deeply  pathetic  story  in  one  volume,  whi(m  the  Baron 
cannot  regret  not  having  read  long  ere  this,  as  it  suits  his  mood  so 
''xactly  now.    He  thanks  Miss  Bsatbice  Haeeadsn,  and  would  le- 


SJ 


commend  the  book  everywhere,  and  to  everybody,  but  that  by  now  no 
such  passport  is  necessary.  Certain  personages  and  localities  in  the 
story  recall  to  the  Baron's  mind  a  pretty  play,  and  a  most  sucoeaafnl 
one,  produced  at  the  St.  James's  Theatre  under  Mr«  Alexander's 
management.  It  was  Liberty  Hall,  by  Sidnet  Caetoit,  and  the 
characters  were  the  friendless  girl,  played,  I  fancy,  by  Maeiov 
Teeet  ;  the  somewhat  cynical  and  mysterious  lonely  man,  pla; 


Mr.  Gkoeoe  Alexakbee  ;  and,  finally.  Toddy,  the  old  bool 
book-ooUector,  a  part  that  suited  Mr.  Righton  down  to  the  ground. 
Such  undesigned  coincidences  are  interesting  to  reader  and  playgoer, 
and  in  no  way  detract  from  the  author's  originality.     ^        B-W 


''OUfl  BENIGHTED  ANCESTOBS"; 

Or,  How  IT  WILL  Steiee  PoerEEmr. 

(CVrca  2894  A.D.) 

Amanda  {looking  over  Ahandus's  shoulder).  What  are  you  so 
absorbed  in,  my  dear  ? 

Amandtts  {rousing  himself).  Why  darling,  in  this  very  clever, 
though  painful,  antiauarian  work  by  i)r.  DiOEinjp  called  **  Dips  into 
the  Dismal  Ages."  {Shudders  sympatheticallt^,)  Dear,  dear,  now  it 
makea  one  pity  one's  poor,  respectaole,  but  ndicnlous  ancestors  of 
about  a  thousand  years  syne, — say  the  end  of  the  **  so-called  Nine- 
teenth Century ! " 

Amanda,  Why  dear,  what  did  they  do  F 

Amandus,  You  should  rather  ask,  what  did  they  st^er  f  I  was 
reading  a  graphic,  but  harrowing,  account  of  an  extraordinary 
annual** Custom"  they  had— they,  the  conventional,  oommon place, 
conformists  of  the  day,  top- hatted  Philistines,  ** civilised"  into 
characterlessness,  polished  into  pithlessness,  humanised  into  moral 
pap  and  pulp.  It  seems  to  have  been  a  custom  almoft  a^  cruel  as 
the  blood-bath  of  Dahomey,  as  irrational  and  tormenting  aa  the 
hari-kari  of  old  Japan. 

Amanda.  Dear  me !  Poor  dear  deluded  duffers,  why  did  they 
doitP 

Amandus,  That  even  the  pundits  of  the  **  Shrimpton-on-Sea  "  Ex- 
ploration Society  cannot  so  muchasoonjeoture.  Their  excavators  lately 
cime  upon  a  most  mysterious  **  marine  deposit "  in  a  sand-ohoked 
chalk-cave  in  the  course  of  repairing  the  great  South-Coast  Marine 
Embankment  Here  are  pictures  of  lome  of  the  items.  Many  of 
them  are  mysteries  whose  nature  and  use  cannot  be  fathomed.  Here 
is  an  apparatus  supposed  to  have  been  a  barbarous  musical  instru- 
ment, a  hoop  with  a  piece  of  parchment  stretched  aorosf  it,  and 
ornamented  with  movable  brazen  discs.  It  may  have  been  used  to 
icare  gulls.  At  any  rate,  it  mu%t  have  made  a  hideous  din  when 
beaten  or  agitated.  It  was  discovered  near  certaia  strange  aemi- 
polished  fragments  of  what  were  apparently  the  rib-bones  of  some 
extinct  animals.  Their  use  now  cannot  even  be  surmised ;  neither 
can  that  of  a  curious  wooden  implement  somewhat  resembling  a 
miniature  model  of  the  obsolete  agricultural  implement  once  known, 
it  appears,  as  a  **  shovel "  or  **  spade." 

Amanda,  How  very  odd !    Still,  hardly  dreadful,  dear^  so  far,  eh  ? 

Amandus  {gravely).  Perhaps  not !  Though  the  signihcance  even 
of  these  comparatively  harmless  absurdities  is  nainf  nl.  But  my  dear. 
Dr.  DiosMUP'8  researohes  lead  him  to  the  beuef  that  in  the  latter 
half  of  the  Nineteenth  Century  a  hideous  **  Annual  Custom"  pre- 
vailed. In  the  autumn  of  the  year,  it  would  seem,  a  sort  of  Social 
Edict  of  Banishment  drove  all  decent  and  well-to-do  citizens  from 
their  own  happy  homes,  to  make  themselves  miserable— by  way  of 
penance  probably— in  strange  places,  fusty,  ill-fumishcd,  often 
unhealthy,  and  always  expensive,  far  from  all  the  oomforta  and 
decencies,  the  conveniences  and  charms  of  their  own  we'1-ordered 
residences. 

Amanda,  But  why  did  they  do  this  dismal  thing  ? 

Amandus,  It  is  not  conceivable  that  they  would  do  it  save  or  com- 
pulsion.  It  is  coig ectured  that  some  secret  reli^ous  tribunal  or  ytuge- 
ful  Social  Vehmqericht  drove  the  devoted  victims  to  this  dreadful 
doom.  They  had  to  pass  weeks,  and  sometimei  months,  either  in 
continual  travel — as  tiring  and  painful  as  the  penitential  pil  im- 
ages of  a  yet  earlier  date— or  in  compulsory  incareeration  in  diamal 
dungeons  or  comfortless  caravanserais. 

Amanda  {shivering).  Oh  dear,  how  reru  dreadful ! 

Amandus,  Dreadrtu,  indeed  I  The  leaders,  controllers,  or  "  gMg- 
ers  "  of  these  Autumnal  Pilgrimages  of  Pain,  were  certain  mysterious 
functionaries  called,  it  appeare,  by  the  generic  name  of  **  Pater- 
familias." The  Paterfamilias,  who  appears  to  correspond  somewhat 
to  the  andent  idea  of  a  Pilgarlic  or  Scapegoat,  had.  1h  rngh  **  ware 
against  his  will,"  like  the  mythical  John  Gil/pin,  to  lead  bis  family 
followers  in  this  peripatetic  purgatory,  suffer  its  worst  horrors  him- 
self, and— />ay  alt  the  expenses!:  ! 

Amanda,  SHOCXiNof!!  And  what  did  they  call  this  horrid 
custom? 

Amandus,  As  far  as  can  be  ascertained,  it  seems  to  have  been 
known  as  the  *'  Annual  Holiday,"  or  **  Autumn  Outing  "  t 
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IK  PABI8  OUT  OF  THE  8EAS0H. 

( IFith  some  Notes  on  a  Detective  Melodrama  at  (he  Ambigu,) 

Dbab  Mb.  Punch,— When  I  announced  my  intention  of  lunning 
oyer  to  Paris  for  a  few  days,  my  friend  Buzzibd  looked  at  me  witli  a 
stony  contempt.  **To  Paris?"  he  said,  '*at  this  time  of  year  I 
Why,  you  must  he  mad.  What  on  earth  are  you  going  to  do 
there?"  I  tried  to  explain  to  Buzzard,  whose  frigid  superiority 
frightens  mp,  that  I  liked  Paris,  that  I  was  going  there  pour  me 
dSgourdir :  that  it  was  just  as  possihle  to 
hreakfast  at  Ledgten's  or  Yoisnr's,  and 
to  dine  at  DuBAjm^s  or  Joseph's  in  Sep- 
temher  as  at  any  other  time ;  that  a  few 
theatres  were  still  open ;  that  the  Boule- 
yards  were  there  for  the  fldneur  ;  hut  I 
failed  to  penetrate  his  soom,  eyen  with 
the  most  idiomatic  French  at  my  com- 
mand. Howeyer,  I  determined  that  Buz- 
ZABD,  like  the  weight  of  the  elephant  in 
the  prohlem,  must  he  neglected;  and 
here  I  am  in  the  Rue  de  Rivoh  with 
another  madman  like  unto  myself.  We 
take  our  ro/J?  compiet  in  hed  •  we  wear 
heautif ol  French  ties,  made  of  foulard^ 
with  two  yast  ends  floating  like  banners 
in  the  Parisian  breeze— in  a  word,  we  are 
thoroughly  cDJo^iog  oorselyes  in  an  entirely  non-British  fashion — 
which  I  take,  mdeed,  to  be  of  the  essence  of  a  nleasant  holiday. 
What  care  we  for  the  echoes  of  the  Trades  Union  Congress ;  for  tne 
windiest  of  Eeib  Habdie's  blatandes ;  for  the  malignities  of  Mr. 
Chambeblaik,  or  the  failure  of  Lord  Bosebebt*8  Ladas  at  Don- 
oaster?  We  are  in  Paris^  and  the  siffht  of  a  cuirassier  trotting  past 
with  his  great  black  crimere  wayinj?  behind,  or  of  the  lady  bicyclists 
scudding  by  in  knickerbockers,  excites  us  more  than  eyen  the  latest 
rayings  of  the  newest  woman  in  London.  Buzzabd  be  blowed !  You 
may  teU  him  I  said  so. 

I  want  to  let  Mr.  Cokak  Dotle  know  that  there  is  a  great  open- 
ing for  him  here.  If  I  may  judge  by  the  latest  detectiye  drama,  the 
ideas  of  the  Parisian  public  with  regard  to  the  acumen  and  general 
power  of  a  detectiye  are  still  yery  primitiye.  Yet  Oabobiau  did 
something  in  this  line,  and,  in  the  Vicomte  de  Bragelonne,  did  not 
d'Artagnan  show  himself  on  the  occasion  of  a  certain  duel  to  be  a 
detectiye  of  unmatchable  force?  Still  the  fact  remains  that  the 
play-going  Parisian  public  is  easily  satisfied  in  the  matter  of  deteot- 
iyes.  Listen,  if  you  doubt  me,  to  a  plain  unyamished  account  of 
**  La  Belle  LinionadiereJ^  the  **  Grand  drame  nouveau  en  cinq 
actes,  huit  tableaux^"  wnich  is  now  running  gloomily,  but  with 
immense  success,  at  the  Ambigu, 

Madame  de  MazeroUes.  a  wealthy  widow,  is,  in  the  first  Act. 
robbed  and  brutally  murdered  by  her  stepson,  Roland ^  a  dissipated 
young  man,  who  is  incited  to  the  commission  of  the  crime  by  his 
wicked  mistress  Sabine,  Vidocq,  the  ^reat  representatiye  of  the  new 
school  in  detection  {circa  A.D.  1820),  is  away  at  the  time,  and  in  his 
absence  the  inyestigation  falls  to  his  riyal  Yvrier,  who  belongs  to  the 
old  schooL  In  the  chamber  of  death  Yrrier  soon  makes  up  his  mind 
that  the  guilty  person  is  one  Henri  Lebrun^  a  faithful  and  gigantic 
old  soldier,  much  giyen  to  beating  his  breast  with  both  nsto  and 
talking  at  large  about  his  seryices  to  his  country,  his  immaculate 
honesty  and  his  domestic  yirtues.  Suddenly  Vidocq  enters.  He  dis- 
coyers  that  the  assassin  has  entered  by  a  certain  door  because  a  cob- 
web has  been  disturbed,  he  picks  up  a  red  flower  dropped  by  the 
assassin,  he  pours  contempt  on  the  crass  stupidity  of  Irrier— all 
quite  in  the  best  Sherlock  Holmes  style.  But  nothing  comes  of  it  alL 
Poor  Henri  Lebrun^  still  beating  his  breast  with  fists,  is  arrested,  and 
after  a  painful  intendew  with  his  only  daughter  (whom  he  discoyers 
to  have  been  the  mistress  of  Georoe,  the  son  of  Madame  MazeroUes), 
he  becomes  bublime,  accuses  himself  quite  unnecessarily  of  the  murder 
he  had  never  committed,  and  is  marched  ofF  to  prison  amid  the 
execrations  of  the  populace,  the  triumph  of  the  crass  lYrier,  and  the 
loudly  expressed  determination  of  J  idocq  to  bring  the  guilty  to 
justice  and  save  the  life  of  the  innocent  Lebrun,  Time  passes. 
Lebrun,  overwhelmed  by^  an  entire  absence  of  proofs,  is  tried  and 
condemned  to  death.  It  is  the  morning  appointed  for  nis  execution. 
The  curtain  rises  in  the  UDi>er  floor  of  a  restaurant  commanding  an 
extemive  view  of  the  guiUotLne.  The  sight-seers  troop  in.  First  of 
all  comes  Roland^  the  murderer,  disguised  in  black  as  a  wicked 
Marquis,  and  accompanied  by  the  infamous  Sabine.  H^lene  Lebrun, 
the  daughter  of  the  condemned  man,  also  troops  in  to  slow  music  in 
black.  There  is  a  commotion  at  the  door,  and  the  obsequious  inn- 
keeper hacks  on  to  the  stage  ushering  in  Milord  Sir  John  Stilton  and 
his  son  *  Shames.^*  Sir  John  is  dressed  in  an  enormous  green 
swallow-tailed  coat  with  brass  buttons,  a  striped  yellow  waistcoat,  a 
pai  of  yellow  knickerbockers,  and  stockings  orilliantly  striped  with 
red  and  black.  On  his  head  he  wears  a  low-crowned  hat  In  one 
hand  he  carries  an  umbrella,  while  a  telescope  dangles  from  his 


shoulders  by  a  strap.  In  short,  he  is  totU^ee-qu^H^u-a  de  plus 
Anglais,  His  son  Shames  is  even  more  aggressiyeljr  British.  Sir\ 
John  orders  lunch:  **rotM  donner  moa  bifteek"  is  the  obyioua 
formula.  Shames  concurs  with  a  **  Yehs.  Pappah,"  whidi  provokes 
roars  of  laughter.  But  stay,  what  ia  this  r  &r  John  takes  Sfiamesi 
aside :  they  talk  in  beautiful  French.  Can  it  be  ?  Yes,  by  Heayen,« 
it  is  the  great  Vidocq  with  his  faithful  Coco-Latour  !  We  breatho 
again,  for  now  we  know  that  the  innocent  man  is  safe.  The  JpiXH 
cession,  however,  approaches.  The  condemned  man  speaks  nx>m' 
below  to  his  daughter  in  the  balcony.  He  declares  his  innocenccj 
Now  good  Vidoca,  to  the  rescue.  Display  all  your  arts,  conyiot  thej 
guilty,  disguised  Marguis,  and  save  tlie  estimable  Lebrun/  But| 
Vidocq  looks  on  impassive,  a  dull  thud  is  heard  and  the  head  of  the( 
innocent  rolls  into  the  basket.  Immediately  afterwards  Yvrier 
staggers  in.  Too  late,  he  says,  he  has  been  convinced  of  Lebrun]m 
innocence.  At  the  last  moment  Lebrun  looked  at  him  with  eves  in* 
which  there  was  no  trace  of  guilt.  That  last  look  did  it,  ana  now 
Yvrier  in  a  passion  of  repentance  offers  himself  to  help  Vidocq,  even, 
in  the  most  subordinate  capacity,  to  track  down  the  guilty,  and  to 
remove  the  stain  from  Lebrun*s  name.  I  pass  over  the  padding, 
during  which  life/or^  appears,  for  no  earthly  reason,  in  numerous  dis- 
guises, and  come  to  the  last  scene.  Roland  has  all  but  killed  George 
MazeroUes  in  a  duel,  he  has  murdered  Sabine,  vriio,  before  dying, , 
rounds  on  him,  and  he  is  now,  by  a  strange  conjunction  of  circum- 
stances, in  the  very  room  in  which  he  muroered  Madame  MazeroUes, 
Thither  also  comes  everybody  else.  Vidocq^'who  is  tracking  Roland, 
discovers,  through  a  paper  belonging  to  the  late  Madame  MazeroUes, 
that  Roland,  her  murderer,  was  her  son,  not  her  step-son,  and  that  he, 
Vidocq.  is  the  father  of  Roland.  In  his  youth  Vidocohad  been  a  soldier. 
Somewhere  he  had  met  Madame  MazeroUes,  **  Nous  nous  sommes 
aimis  enire  deux  batailles,  entre  deux  rictoires,"  and  Roland  was  the 
fruit  of  their  love.  Horror  of  horrors  I  What  is  he  to  do  ?  First  he 
tells  Roland  that  he  killed,  not  his  step-mother,  but  his  mother.  At 
this  awful  intelligence,  Roland  faints  m  an  armchair  for  precisely  ten 
seconds.  Recovering  himself,  he  is  fain  to  escape.  Viaocq,  all  his 
fatherly  instincts  aroused,  says  he  shalL  The  weak  Yvrier  consents, 
when  suddenly,  from  behind  a  curtain,  appears  HilSne  Lebrun  in 
black.  The  murderer  of  her  father  must  not  escape,  she  declares, 
whereupon  the  jreat  detective,  yowing  that  his  son  shall  never  be 
food  for  the  guillotine,  shoots  him  dead  with  a  toy  pistol  in  the 
region  of  the  left  waistcoat  pocket.    Tableau !    Curtain ! 

There,  Mr,  Punch,  you  have  the  French  Sherlock  on  the  stage. 
A  wonderful  man,  is  he  not  ?     Yours,  as  always,       A  Yaobaitt. 


ON  THE  WAR  IN  THE  EAST. 
{By  a  WesUm  Wanderer,) 

All  in  the  East  seems  so  dawdling  and  queer  I 
Bogus  engagements,  and  battles  pour  rire, 
Militant  meetings— where  nobody  meets— 
Ghostly  armies  and  phantom  fleets ; 
**  Terrible  slaughter^'— with  never  a  blow. 
Corpse-choked  rivers  that  maps  do  not  show ; 
Wild  contradiction  and  vagueness  extreme. 
Faith,  it  dl  reads  like  some  Flowery  Land  dream, 
Arabian-nightish,  and  opium-bred, 
Japanese-spookish,  delinum-fed. 
wSd,  willow-pattemiA ;  sort  of  a  **  War  " 
JoHWT  might  paint  on  a  blue  ginger-iar. 
Wonder  how  long  such  a  queer  war  will  wag  on  ? 
No  one  can  tdl— when  ^tis  Dragon  y.  Dragon  ! 


THANKS  TO  THE  "  BYSTANDER.'* 
I  AH  glad  to  see  the  "Btstajtdeb"  in  the  Graphic  has  recently 
uttered  a  startled  protest  against  the  fashion,  now  somewhat  over- 
done, and  occasionally  objectionably  done,  of  ladv-begging  for 
charitable  purposes  in  the  London  streets.  On  the  sudden  appantion 
of  one  of  these  merry  half-eisters  of  charity  (were  not  the  Pecksniman 
daughters  Chari^  and  Merry?)  Mr.  Ashbt  Stebbt  became  well-; 
nigh  hysterrycaU  and  his  generosity  being  temporarily  paralysed,, 
he  fled,  with  pockets  tightly  buttoned.  For  the  moment  ne  was  no 
longer  the  **  Btstawdkb,"  whose  motto  is  that  of  Captain  Cuttle. 
"  Stand  by,"  but,  as  though  he  had  heard  the  command  to  *'  Stand 
and  deliver,"  our  sturdy  "Btstaitoeb*'  became  a  fugitive  from 
before  the  face  of  the  giddy  charity  ^1,  and  thus  at  one  '^  go  "  saved 
his  halfpence  and  his  honour.  For  his  reputation  would  have  suffered 
had  he  impolitely  rebuffed  his  fair  unfair  assailant.  He  did  well  to 
flee,  he  did  still  better  to  write  and  publicly  complain.  We  trust  that 
this  process  adopted  by  the  Sterry  (rType  (a  fine  old  Irish  title  by  the 
way)  may  have  its  due  influence,  ana  that  the  abuse,  which  has 
beoome  thus  St^ry  O'typed,  of  a  fashion  good  in  itself  and  its  origin, 
may  soon  cease  to  exist.  En  attendant,  Mr,  Punch  is  pleased  to 
know  tha  the  "BTSTAimEB"  is  still  running  on,  and  not_likely  to 
come  to  a  standstill. Digitized  bv 
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A  HOPELESS   CASE. 

Certs.  '*  Thibb,  mt  Fbiivd,  I  have  oitxn  toxt  a  Ooldxk  Habyist  this  Ybab  t " 

FartMr,  *'  It  'a  yebt  kikd  of  toxt,  Mabm  ;  but  'taik*t  huoh  good  if  I  can't  oxt  Gold  fob  it  I " 
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A  ST.  LEGER  COINCIDENCE. 

Dear  Mr.  Puhch,— Will  you  afford 
me  a  small  portion  of  your  space  to  put 
on  record  once  and  for  e^er  a  most  extra- 
ordinary coincidence  ?  List  Wednesday 
afternoon  I  was  taking  a  oountry  walk, 
when  all  at  once  my  eye  was  suddenly 
cangkt  by  a  throstle.  At  the  same  time 
I  accidentally  looked  at  my  watch.  It 
had  stopped  at  12.10.  When  I  got  home 
I  mentioned  both  of  these  circumstances 
to  my  wife. 

Later  in  the  evening  I  bought  an  eyen- 
ing  paper,  and  was  amazed  to  find  that 
the  St.  liMrer  had  been  won  by  Throstle 
(the  bird  I  had  seen),  which  had  started 
at  50  to  1  (the  exact  minute  at  which 
my  watch  had  stopped)  I  Could  the  force 
of  coincidence  farther  go  P  The  Society 
of  Psychical  Research  and  Mr.  Stead 
are  welcome  to  this  incident.  The  only 
thing  which  troubles  me  at  all  is  that 
the  evidence  (other  than  my  own)  is  a 
little  slender.  My  wife  is  deaf,  and 
never  heard  what  I  told  her.  The  bird 
has  flown.  My  watch  is  going  again. 
I  incltwe  my  card,  and  am, 
Yours  Stead-t  tn  a  degree, 

Oke  who  Won  Nothing  on 
THE  Race. 


Mr.  Punch  on  Peeler  Piper. 

[**l  wish,"  said  Mr.  Lanb,  the  North 
London  magistrate,  '*  to  express  my  sense  of 
the  Tery  great  courage  and  resolution  ex- 
hibited by  Constable  Pipek  in  this  case, 
under  circumstances  of  considerable  pressure, 
danger,  and  exhaustion." — Timet*  Poliee  i2f- 
port,  Sept.  12.] 

Perlxr  Piper  proVd  his  plucky  pecker. 
As  Peeler  Piper  prov'd  his  plucky  pecker, 
Where 's  there  pluckier  pecker 
Than  Peeler  Piper's  proved  ? 

Probable  Avvouncement.— New 
Book  : — A  Mischievous  Medlar.  By 
LEST.IB  Keith,  the  fruitful  Author  of 
A  Troublesome  Pair, 


MANNERS. 

'*OlT,    THEN     I    MUST    BE    ON    MT    BksT    BbHAVIOUB, 

i  suppose?" 
"Certainly  not.    Be   Natural,  whatever  tou 

ARE," 


A  MOAN  FROM  MITCHAM 

(8es  **  IndignaiWi  **  Letter  in  **  Wettmimster 
Budget:^) 

We  once  had  a  Gommoii  at  Mitoham, 
Where  hoys  would  hring  wickets  and 
pitdi  'em. 

That  devouring  wolf 
The  f anatio  of  eolf 
Estahlished  a  oluh, 
And— aye,  there's  the  ruh  !— 
The  Conservators  saciifioed  needs  of  the 
Puh. 
-lie  on  purpose  to  help  and  enrich  'em  I 
The  Common  they  soon  will  he  shutting 
In  the  interests  of  driving  aad  **  putt- 
ing." 
The  halls  fly  ahout  and  hit  kids  in  the 

eye, 
And  frighten   old   fogies,   and  make 

horses  shy. 
The  public's  ** wired"  out  while  the 

golfers  "wire in." 
They  have  got  lots  of  hrass,  hut  they 

pay  little  tin. 
They  wve  sheep  and  cattle,  and  hoys  in 

their  teens. 
And  nursemaids  and  prams  off  their 
hotherin^  "  Greens. ' 
Oh,  Punchy  can't  you  {Rtch  in,  and 

pitch 'em. 
These  bores,  off  our  Common  at  Mit- 
chamP 
Authority  here  at  Monopoly  winks, 
But  I  am  an  old  Mitoham-lover  who 

thinks 
That  the  Links  on  our  Common  should 
he  Missing  Links ! 


Question  and  Answer. 

IngoldsbgU  Quettion. 
*'  Tiger  Tim,  come  tell  me  true. 
What  may  a  nobleman  find  to  do  P  " 

Modem  Idioft  Answer. 
Squeak  out  the  "chestnut"  (A«'ll  will 

know  which !) 
"  I  can't  afford  it ;  I 'm  far  too  rich  1 " 


A  HOPELESS  CASE. 

A  VERY  Un-Vikgili4N  Pastoral  Eclogub. 
Interlocutors— CwM  and  a  Northern  Farmer,  newest  style. 
[**  In  i^Teral  instances  last  week  the  prices  for  new  wheat  were  quoted  at 


]6«.  to  19«.  per  quarter  in  lincolnshire  and  Yorkshire,  and  the  general 

indred  yt 
fur  wheat  in  England." — Jf'estmtmterl^azette,] 


iiverage  for  the  wliole  couutrj  last  week  was  actually  onl?  27*.  Id'.    It  is 
over  two  hundred  years  since  anything  like  so  low  a  price  nas  been  quoted 


Farmer  (throwing  down  newspaper), 

DuBRUT  loook  at  the  waaste !    Foine  fealds  F    A'  dear !  a'  dear  I 
'Tisn't  worth  nowt  a  hakcre ;  'tis  worse  than  it  wur  laast  year ! 

Ceres  (entering). 
Good  evening,  Farmer,  my  friend !    I  think  you  will  own  this  time 
I  have  sent  you  a  golden  harvest.    I  never  saw  wheat  more  prime ! 

Farmer, 
And  who  ma*  yew  bea,  Mann  ?    And  what  dost  tha  mean,  Mann— 

yew? 
I  weant  say  tha  be  a  loiar,  but  tha  say'st  what 's  nawways  true. 

Ceres, 
Why,  I  am  the  fanner*s  friend,  the  goddess  ui  farms  and  fields. 
At  my  look  the  furrows  spring,  and  my  laugh  the  harvest  }ieldfs. 

Farmer. 


Then  wheer*  asta  bean  saw  long,  leaven  me  a-liggin'  aloan 
Friend  Y    Thoort  nowt  o'  a  friend,  leavin*  mea  to  groc 


groan. 


the 


Ceres. 
matter   lowP 


groomble  and 


You've  a  bumper  harvest, 


Why,   what  is 

men  say. 
The  wheat  and  the  barley  show  fair,  and  likewise  the  oats  and 

the  hay! 


Farmer, 
Thee  be  the  goddess  o'  fealds  P    Oh,  a  prutty  goddess  tha  heast  I 
Seems  to  mea  tha  knaws  nowt,  and  tha  beant  na  use,  not  the  least. 
Naw  soort  o*  koind  o'  use  to  saay  the  things  that  ya  do  I 
Goddess  £    My  owd  lass  Bess  wur  a  better  goddess  than  yew ! 
Sartin-sewer  I  be  if  'tis  thea  and  thet  Clerk  o'  the  Weather 
Arranges  the  craps  and  things,  ye  're  a  pair  o'  toattlers  together ! 

Ceres, 
That  U  ungrateful,  Farmer !    Just  glanoe  at  thoee  ^Iden  sheaves  I 
Phoobus  and  I  have  done  it,  yet  who  in  our  love  behoves  P 

Farmer, 
Luw  it  ma  bea,  but  I  reckons  tha  'st  boath  o'  tha  mooch  to  lam. 
Whut  good  o'  a  full-sheaved  feald,  whut  good  o'  a  full-dioked  bam. 
If  markets  beant  no  better,  but  woorse— as  the  chap  saays  here— 
Than  they  have  bean  inOwd  England  fur  well-neigh  two  oonderd  year  P 

Ceres, 
I  am  not  the  goddess  of  markets  I 

Farmer, 

Naw,  naw  I    Thou  'rt  a  useless  jade. 
Whut  use  o'  taturs,  and  turmuts  and  wheat,  if  tha  ain*t  gut  trade  P 
Whoy,  your  weather  hidlus  oooms  o'  the  sort  as  we  doant  desire ; 
If  we  want  sun  ya  send  water,  and  if  we  want  water  'tis  lire. 
Then  they  Parlyment  fellers  fret  us  a-lettin'  they  furrineers  in. 
We  take  no  koind  o'  care  of  ourssens,  and  tha  furrineers  win ; 
And  if  tha  weather  be  bad,  whoy  we  han't  naw  cn^  at  alL 
And  if  tha  weather  be  fair,  whoy  the  market  proices  fall. 
And  tha  oaUs  thaself  a  goddess,  and  the  Briti&h  farmer's  friend  I 
And  we  're  goin'.from  woorse  to  woost,  and  a  aask  tha,  wheer  will  it  end  P 

Ceres  (sadly). 
Well,  I've  sent  von  a  golden  harvest,  good  friend,  though  your 
gret  ting 'scold. 

Farmer  (furiously), 
Wheer  *«  the  good  o*  a  golden  harvest  if  I  canna  change  it  for  gold? 
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LYRE   AND   LANCET. 

(A  Story  in  Seenes,) 

PART  Xn.— DIGNITY  UNDER  DIFFICULTIES. 

Scene  XXL^  The  Housekeeper's  Boom  at  Wyvern  ;  Mr».PoMFEOT, 
the  Housekeeper^  in  a  black  silk  goum  and  her  smartest  eap^  is 
seated  in  a  toinged  arm-chair  6y  the  /ire,  discussing  domestic 
vo^ics  with  Lady  Cijltebin*8  maid.  Miss  Stickleb.  The  Chef, 
M.  £n)EY08,  t«  resting  on  the  sofa,  in  languid  converse  with  Mile. 
Chipfon,  Miss  SPELWAiTE'fl  maid;  Pillinbk's  man,  Louch, 
watches  Steftoe,  Sir  Rxtpeet's  valet,  unth  admiring  envy,  as  he 
makes  himseif  agreeable  to  Miss  Phillipson,  who  is  tn  demi- 
toilette,  as  are  all  the  other  ladies*  maids  present. 

Miss  Stickler  {in  an  impressive  undertone).  All  I  do  sav,  Mrs. 
PoKFEET,  ma'am,  is  this :  if  that  girl  Louisa  marches  into  the  pew 
to-morrow,  as  she  did  last  Sunday,  hef ore  the  second  laundry  maid— 
and  her  only  under-soullery  maid— such  presumptiousness  should  be 
put  a  stop  to  in  future ! 

Mrs.  Pom  fret  (wheezily).   Depend  upon  it,  my  dear,  it's  her 
iterance ;  hiut  I  shall  most 
certainly   speak    about    it. 

Girls  must  be  taught  that  .    . 

ranks  was  made  to  be  re- 
spected, and  the  precedency 
into  that  pew  has  come  down 
from  time  immemoriable, 
and  is  not  to  be  set  aside  by 
such  as  her  while  /  'm  'ouse- 
keeper  here. 

Mile,  Chiffon  (in  French, 
to  M.  RiDEVos).  You  have 
the  air  fatigued,  my  poor 
friend  I  Oh,  there  —  but 
fatigued ! 

M  Ridevos,  Broken, 
Mademoiselle,  absolutely 
broken.  But  what  will 
you?  This  night  I  surpass 
myself.  I  achieve  a  mas- 
terpiece— a,  sublime  pyramid 
of  quails  TTith  a  sauce  that 
will  become  classic.  I  pay 
now  the  penalty  of  a  veri- 
table crisis  of  nerrep.  It  is 
of  my  temperament  as  artist. 

Mile,  Chiffon,  And  me, 
mv  poor  friend,  how  I  have 
suffered  from  the  cookery  of 
these  others— I  who  have 
the  stomach  so  feeble,  so  fas- 
tidious !  Figure  to  yourself 
an  existence  upon  the  vil- 
lainous curry,  the  abomin- 
able **  lahristue,"  beloved 
by    these    barbarians,    but 

which  succeed  with  me  not  •"  Broken,  Mademoiselle,  tbsoiutelyibroken." 

at  all— oh,  but  not  at  all !  Since  I  am  here— ah,  the  difference !  I 
digest  as  of  old— I  am  gay.  But  next  week  to  return  with  Made- 
moiselle to  the  curry,  my  poor  friend,  what  regrets j 

M,  Bid,  For  me,  dear  Mademoiselle,  for  me  the*^  regrets— to  hear 
no  more  the  conversation,  so  spiritual,  so  sympathetic,  of  a  fellow- 
countrsrwoman.  For  remark  that  here  they  are  stnpia— they  com- 
prehend not.  And  the  old  ones  tiiey  roll  at  me  the  eyes  to  make 
terror.  Behold  this  Cbrgon  who  approaches.  She  adores  me,  my 
word  of  honour,  this  ruin ! 

[Miss  SncELEE  comes  up  to  the  sofa  smiling  in  happy  uncon- 
sciousness, ^ 

Miss  Stick,  {graciously).  So  you  've  felt  equal  to  joining  us  for  once, 
Mossool  We  feel  it  a  very  'iffh  compliment,  I  can  assure  you. 
We've  really  been  feeling  quite  ^\at  at  the  way  you  keep  to  yourself 
—you  miffht  be  a  regular  'ermit  for  all  we  see  of  you  I 

M.  Bia,  For  invent,  dear  Mees,  for  oreate,  ze  arteeste  must  live  ze 
solitaire  as  of  rule.  To-night— no  I  I  emairge,  as  you  see,  to 
res-tore  myrself  viz  your  smile. 

Miss  Stick.  (fUUtered),  Well,  I've  always  said,  Mossoo,  and 
I  always  will  say,  that  for  polite  'abits  and  pretty  speeches,  give  me 
a  Frenchman ! 

M.  Bid,  (alarmed).  For  me  it  is  too  moch  'appiness.  For  anozzer, 
ah !  \_He  kisses  his  fingers  with  ineffable  grace. 

Phillipson  (advancing  to  meet  Miss  Dolaun,  who  has  just  entered). 
Why,  I  'd  no  idea  I  should  meet  you  here,  Saeah  !  And  how  have 
you  been  getting  on,  dear  ?    Still  with ? 

Miss  Delman  (checking  her  with  a  look).  Her  grace?  No,  we 
parted  some  time  ago.    I  'm  with  Lady  RuooA  Cokatne  at  present. 


(Tn  an  undertone,  as  she  takes  her  aside?)  You  needn't  say  anything  '  appreciated, 


i  here  of  your  having  known  me  at  Mrs.  Dickenson's.  I  couldn't 
afford  to  nave  it  get  about  in  the  drole  I  'm  in  that  I  'd  ever  lived 
with  any  but  the  nobility.  I  'm  sure  you  see  what  I  mean.  Of 
course  I  don't  mind  your  saving  we  've  met. 

Phill,  Oh,  I  auite  understand.  1 11  say  nothing.  I  'm  obliged  to 
be  careful  myself^  being  maid  to  Lady  Maisie  Mull. 

Miss  Dolm.  My  dear  Ekma  I  It  is  nice  seeing  you  again— such 
friends  as  we  used  to  be ! 

Phill,  At  her  Grace's  ?  I  'm  afraid  you're  thinking  of  somebody 
else.  {She  crosses  to  Mrs.  Pomfeet.)  Mrs.  Pomfeet,  what's 
become  of  the  gentleman  I  travelled  down  with— the  horse  doctor? 
I  do  hope  he  means  to  come  in  ;  he  would  amuse  you,  Mr.  Steptoe. 
I  never  heard  anybody  go  on  like  him ;  he  did  make  me  laugh  so ! 

Mrs.  Pomfr.  I  really  can't  say  where  he  is,  my  dear.  I  sent  up 
word  to  let  him  know  he  was  welcome  here  whenever  he  pleased; 
but  perhajps  he's  feeling  a  little  shy  about  coming  dowiu 

Phill,  Oh,  I  don't  think  he  suffers  much  from  that.  (As  the  door 
opens,)    Ah,  ^A«r^  he  is ! 

Mrs,  Pomfr.  (rising,  with  dignity,  to  receive  UNDEBSflELL,  who 
enters  in  obvious  embarrassment).  Come  in.  Sir.    I  'm  glad  to  see 

you  've  found  your  way 
down  at  last.  Let  me  see. 
I  haven't  the  advantage  ot 
knowing  your— Mr.  Undee- 
BHELL.  to  be  sure!  Well, 
Mr.  Undebbhell,  we  're 
very  pleased  to  see  you.  I 
hope  you'll  make  yourself 
quite  at  home.  Her  lady- 
snip  gave  particular  direc- 
lions  that  we  was  to^  look 
after  you-iwMi  par'icuUr 
she  was ! 

Under  shell.  You  are  very 
good.  Ma'am.  I  am  obliged 
to  Lady  CrLVERiN  for  her 
[tcith  a  gulp)  condescension 
But  I  bhall  not  trespass 
more  than  a  short  time  upon 
yoiir  husiitality. 

Mrs,  PoTtfr,  Don't  sp*ak 
of   it   ai    trespassiog,    Sir, 
It 's  not   often  wo  have  a 
g*»ntlman  of  your  profes- 
sion Q.%  a  visitor,  but  you 
are  none  the  le«s  welcome. 
Now   I  'd    better  introduce 
you  all  round,  and  then  you 
won't  feel  yourself  a  stran- 
ger.   Miss  Philupson  you 
hare  met,  I  know. 
[^She  introduces  him   to  (he 
others  in  turn:   Undeb- 
shell  bows  helplessly. 
Steptoe    (with    urbanity). 
Your  fame.  Sir,    has  pre- 
ceded you.    And  you  '11  lind 
u     '[veiy  friendly  and  ccng^al  little  circle  on  a  better  acquaint- 
ance—if this  is  your  first  experience  of  this  particular  form  of 
society? 

Und,  (to  himself).  I  mustn't  be  stiff,  I  'U  put  them  at  their  ease. 
(Aloud,)  Why,  fmust  admit,  Mr.  SrEPTOE,  that  I  have  never  before 
had  the  privili^e  of  enteriog  the — (with  an  ingratiating  smile  all 
round  him)  the  **  Pugs'  Parlour,"  as  I  understand  you  call  this 
very  charming  room. 

[The  company  draw  themselves  ujt  and  cough  in  disapprobation. 
Slept,  (very  stiffly).  Pardon  me.  Sir,  you  have  been  totally  mis- 
informed.   Such  an  expresf>ion  is  not  current  here, 

Mrs,  Pomfr,  (more  stiffly  still).  It  is  never  alluded  to  in  my 
presence  except  as  the  'Ousekeeper's  Room,  which  is  the  right  and 

§  roper  name  for  it.  There  may  be  some  other  term  for  it  in  the 
ervants'  'All  for  anything  I  know  to  the  contrary— but  if  you'll 
excuse  me  for  saying  so,  Mr.  Unoeeshell,  we  'd  prefer  for  it  not  to 
be  repeated  in  our  presence. 

Und,  (confusedly).  I— I  beg  ten  thousand  pardons.  (7b  himself,) 
To  be  pulled  up  fifce  this  for  trying  to  be  genial— it's  really  too 
humiliating ! 

Slept,  (relaxing.  Well,  well.  Sir ;  we  must  make  some  allowances 
for  a  neophyte,  i  ou  '11  know  better  another  time,  /  daresay.  Mist 
Phillipson  here  has  been  giving  you  a  very  favourable  character  as 
a  highly  agreeable  rattle,  Mr.  Undebshell.  I  hope  we  may 
be  favoured  with  a  specimen  of  your  social  talents  later  on.  We  *re 
always  grateful  here  for  anything  in  that  way— such  as  a  redtatioii 
now,  or  a  comic  song,  or  a  yumorous  imitation— anythingj  in  sboil, 
calculated  to  promote  the  general  harmony  and  festivity  will  be 
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'MissliStick,  acidly).  Provided  it  ia  free  from  any  hdement  of 
ooaneness,  whioh  we  do  not  enconrage^f ar  from  it ! 

Und,  {aupvressing  his  irritation).  You  need  be  under  no  alarm, 
Madam.    I  ao  not  propose  to  attennit  a  performance  of  any  kind. 

Phill.  Don't  be  bo  solemn,  Mr.  Uin>iB8H£LL !    I  'm  sure  you  can 
be  as  comical  as  any  playactor  when  you  choose  I 
—  Und.  I  really  don't  know  how  I  can  have  given  you  that  impres- 
sion.   If  you  expect  me  to  treat  my  lyre  like  a  horae^coUar,  and,  grin 
through  it,  I  'm  afraid  I  am  unable  to  gratify  you. 

Stept,  {at  sea).  Capital,  Sir,  the  professional  allusion  very  neat. 
You'll  come  out  presently,  /can  see,  when  supper's  on  the  table. 
Can't  expect  you  to  rattle  till  you  've  something  inside  of  you,  can  we  ? 

Miss  Slick,  Reelly,  Mr.  Steptoe,  I  am  surprised  at  such  common- 
ness from  f/ou  ! 

Stept,  Now  you  're  too  severe.  Miss  Sticeleb,  you  are  indeed.  An 
innocent  little  Judy  Mow  like  that  I 


ere.  or 
in  a 


Tredwell  {outside).  Don't  answer  me.  Sir.  Ham  I  butler 
ham  Inotf  I  've  a  precious  good  mind  to  report  you  for  sucl 
hignorant  blunder. ...  I  don't  want  to  hear  another  word  about  the 
gentleman's  does— you  'd  no  hearthly  business  for  to  do  such  a  thing 
at  all !  {He  enters  and  flings  himself  down  on  a  chair.)  That  Thomas 
is  beyond  everytMng-— stoopid  hash  as  he  is  I 

Mrs,  Pomfr,  [concerned).  La,  Mr.  Tredweix,  you  do  seem  put 
out !    Whatever  have  Thomas  been  doing  now  f 

Und.  (to  himself).  It 's  really  very  good  of  him  to  take  it  to  heart 
like  this!  {Aloud,)  Pray  don't  let  it  distress  you;  it's  of  no 
consequence,  none  at  all ! 

Tred,  {glaring).  I  'm  the  best  judge  of  that,  Mr.  Ukdebseell,  Sir 
"'     ^tcall 


—if  you'll 


/don't 


my  poroeatives  of  no  consequence, 
whatever  yoti  may !  And  that  feller  Thomas,  Mrs.  Pomfrkt, 
actially  'aii  the  hordacity,  without  consulting  me  j^revious,  to  go  and 
'and  a  note  to  one  of  our  gentlemen  at  the  hui>stairs  table,  all  about 
some  hassinine  mistake  he'd  made  with  his  does !  What  call  had 
he  to  take  it  upon  himself  ?  I  feel  puffed^  disgraced  that  such  a 
thing  should  have  occurred  under  my  authority ! 

[The   Steward's  Room  Boy  has  entered  with  a  dish,  and  listens 
with  secret  anxiety  on  his  own  account, 
Und,  1  assure  you  there  is  no  harm  done.    The  gentleman  is 

wearing  my  evening  clothes— but  he  *s  going  to  return  them 

[The  conclusion  of  the  sentence  is  drowned  in  a  roar  of  laughter 
from  the  majority, 

Tred.  [gasping).  Hevenin'  does  I    Your  hevenin' P'raps  you  'U 

'ave  the  goooness  to  explain  yourself.  Sir  I 

Slept,  No,  no,  Tredwell,  my  dear  fellah,  you  don't  understand 
our  friend  here— he's  a  bit  of  a  wag,  don't  you  see?  He's  only 
trying  to  pull  vour  leg,  that 's  all :  and,  Gkid,  he  did  it  too  I  But 
you  mustn't  take  liberties  with  this  gentlemaiL  Mr.  Undebshell, 
he  'r  an  important  personage  here,  1  can  tdl  ^ou ! 

Und,  {earnestly).  But  I  never  meant— if  you'll  only  let  me 

explain 

[The  Boy  has  come  behind  him,  and  administers  a  surreptitious 
kick,  which  Ukdebshell  rightly  construes  as  a  hint  to  hold 
his  tongue, 
Tred.  {in  solemn  offence),  I  'm  accustomed.  Mr.  Hukdeeshell,  to 
bo  treated  in  this  room  with  respect  and  deference—especially  by 
them  as  come  here  in  the  capacity  of  Ouests.    From  such  I  regard 
anv  attempt  to  pull  my  leg  as  in  hindifferent  taste— to  say  the  least 
of  it.    I  wish  to  'ave  no  more  words  on  the  subjick.  which  is  a  pain- 
ful one,  and  had  better  be  dropped,  for  the  sake  of  all  pairties. 
Mrs.  Pompeet,  I  see  supper  is  on  the  table,  so,  by  your  leave,  we 
had  better  set  down  to  it. 

Phill,  {to  Ukoebshell).  Never  mind  him,  pompous  old  thing! 
It  was  awfully  cheeky  oi  you,  though.  You  can  dt  next  tne  if 
you  like. 

Und,  {to  himself,  as  he  avails  himself  of  this  permission),  I  shall 
only  make  things  worse  if  I  explain  now.  But,  oh,  great  Heavens, 
what  a  position  for  a  Poet 

NEW  LAMPS  FOR  OLD. 

Art  was  once  defined  as  **  the  creation  of  new  forms  of  beautv." 
Our  juvenile  geniuses  have  altered  all  that.  '*The  New  Art''^  is 
better  defined  as  **  the  creation  of  novel  forms  of  ugliness."  Its 
inspiration  is  Corruption,  its  auxiliaries  are  the  two  hideous  imps. 
Scratch  and  Smudge.  Old  Art,  with  its  bosh  about  beauty,  its  rot 
about  romance,  its  fudge  about  finish,  its  twsddle  about  taste,  will 
be  good  enough  to  take  a  back  seat.  Apollo  the  Inspirer  must  give 
way  to  the  sooty  imp  and  incubus,  New  Scratch  I— 

Rafhael  ?    Ided  Beauty  spoiled  his  Art ! 

Rembrandt  ?    Of  light  and  shade  he  wis  no  judge 
The  Hideous  now  must  play  the  leading  part, 

Chiaroscuro  yield  to  SnapeleM  Smudge. 


QUOIATlOir  FBOM  BTBON  FOR  THE  SMPEBOB  OF  JAPAIT. 
Again  he  urges  on  his  wild  Korea." — Mazeppa, 


TO   HANWELLIA   FROM   EARLSWOOD. 

['*  In  my  time  at  Eton  it  was  the  custom  with  one's  tutor  to  supply  us 
with  what  was  disrespectfully  called  '  nonsense '  materid  for  some  suggested 
theme."— James  Payn,  in  '' Our  Not^ Book''  in '' The  Uluttrated  London 
JV«r«."] 

Will  you  follow  where  the  Bandicoots  inevitably  stray. 
As  they  amorously  hurtle  through  the  stubble  and  the  nay ; 
Where  the  Jebusitea  and  Amorites  are  gathered  in  a  bunch, 
While  they  watch  the  duck-billed  Platypus  preparing  for  his  Junoh  ? 

Where  the  toothsome  Trichinopli  keeps  turning  on  the  s[dt — 
Oh  my  doye-like  Trichinopoli,  how  hard  you  are  to  hit  I 
There  is  something  so  elusive  and  desserting  in  your  shape. 
That  I  had  to  shoot  you  sitting  and  to  load  my  gun  with  grape. 

Thouch  the  Mandrake  give  you  ^wse- 
(kin  by  its  inharmonious  shriek, 

And  a  tug  of  war  come  thenning  after 
Greek  has  met  with  Greek ; 

I  will  stay  at  home  and  see  the  giddy 
milkman  till  his  pail 

For  an  orchestra  of  Clepsydras  con- 
ducted by  a  Snail. 

And  it 's  oh  to  be  a  Manatee— I  think 

I  shaU  ba  soon — 
Riding  coffee-coloured  Dolphins  on 

the  snaffle  (or  bridoon). 
With  his  Barnacles  and  Biffin-boys 

belaying  in  the  sea. 
He  has  always  eggs  at  breakfast,  has  the  merry  Manatee. 

Can  you  see  me  then  subsiding  very  stately  very  sly, 
Like  a  sdnble  quadratic  which  has  lost  its  x  and  y. 
Getting  out  my  rusty  rapier  and  dissecting  with  a  lunge 
All  the  daffodils  and  daisies  that  I  grow  upon  my  sponge  ? 

Can  you  see  me  on  a  tram-car,  while  I  stand  upon  my  head, 
Shredding  out  the  scarlet  runners  which  no  publisher  has  read. 
In  a  horse-case  predetermined  by  a  puisne-judge  alone, 
Who  is  tired  of  seeing  juries  with  a  rider  of  their  own  ? 

If  the  dactyls  and  the  spondees  should  eventually  pall, 
Tou  can  csill  on  Miss  Cabsura  and  conduct  her  to  a  ball. 
Tou  can  feed  the  ^rl  on  trochees,  and  of  course  you  can  propose. 
If  hexameters  debght  you  when  recited  through  the  nose. 

Happy  da3rs,  how  soon  ye  falter ;  can  a  Bachelor  have  bliss  ? 
Can  a  contrapuntal  Bulbul  woo  her  lover  with  a  kiss  F 
Can  a  Scotsman  get  protection  for  his  philibeg  and  trews 
By  dictating  half  a  column  to  the  Illustrated  News  f 

Can  a  Bumble-bee  be  cheerful  if  related  to  a  Mouse 
Which  has  left  its  cheesy  larder  and  been  captured  by  a  Grouse  ? 
Can  a  man-of-war  be  manly,  can  a  gum-boil  stick  like  glue  ? 
Can  accounts  be  cooked  with  **  stumers,"  and  converted  into  stew  F 

Nay.  I  fly  from  all  these  problems ;  I  am  fortunately  deaf 
To  the  fascinating  music  of  the  careful  Q.  £.  F., 
Nor  can  theorems  allure  me,  never,  never  will  I  be 
Mathematically  married  to  a  vulgar  Q.  £.  D. 


Drawing  gaily  on  the  "  Note  Book"  of  my  old  friend  Jnnrr  Paiit. 


l^D  AS  A  Hattbb.— The  Drapery  World  says  that  "the  New 
Woman's  hat"  is  much  like  the  Ordinary  Man  s  "  topper,"  only  a 
little  smaller,  and  a  little  more  cheeky.  The  phrase  might  fitly  be 
transferred  to  the  "New  Woman"  herself.  She  looks  so  much 
like  an  ordinary  man,  only  a  little  smaller  and  a  little  more  cheeky. 
By  the  way.  is  there  much  difference  between  "  the  New  Woman^s 
hat "  and  the  woman's  new  hat  ?  The  query  would  make  a  good 
one  for  a  French  Kxercifc  Book. 

Wheel  and  Whoa ! 

The  popular  wheel,  so  the  French  doctors  say, 
Is  the  worst  enemy  of  the  popular  weal. 

Academies  of  science  f  carce  wiU  stay 
The  devastations  of  the  steed  of  stetL 

The  scorcher  will  deride  as  a  bad  joke 

Attempts  in  his  wild  wjied  to  put  a  spoke 


InsTBUMENT  FOB  AN  Aim-Bi&iUKOHAM  Ba»d.— The  Ban-Joe, 
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YOUNG   CYNIC. 


Dorothy,  **  I  woxdkr  why  Mkh  take  thkib  Hats  off  in  GsuRCff,  and  Women  don't  ! " 

Michael,  "Oh,  Dorothy,  just  think  or  all  the  Lookino-olasses  there 'd  have  to  be  in  every  Pew  !." 


THE  YOUNG  PEETENDEE. 

["  Immediately  after  the  death  of  hit  father,  the 
Duke  of  Orleans  addreaied  the  following  tele- 
gram to  all  the  Sovereign  Prinoes  of  £urope  :— 

'A  SA  MAJBSTi,  &c.— J*ii  la  douleur  de  faire 
part  k  Yotre  Kajeet^  de  la  mort  de  mon  pirft 
Philippb,  Comte  de  Paris,  pieaaement  d^c^d6  a 
Stowe  House  le  huit  Septemhre.        Philippe.' 

Oreat  significance  is  attached  to  the  fact  that 
the  Duke  signs  himself  with  regsl  simplicity 
'Philippb.'  His  father  under  similar  circum- 
stanoea,  on  the  occasion  of  the  death  of  the  Comte 
de  Chambord,  si|:ned  *  Phillips,  Comte  de  Paris/ 
thus  i^oring  his  Sorereign  rank."— TA^  Daiif/ 
Graphtc,] 

Madame  la  lUpubhque  museth ." 

Ah!  **  Vive  la  France!"    If  words  were  only 
deeds, 
I  might  perchance  secure  a  new  defender. 
As  Amueath  to  Amubath  snoceeds, 

E'en  so  succeeds  Pretender  to  Pretender. 
Aye .   **  plue  ca  change  plus  c^est  la  meme 

chose  !"^  AU 
Fancy  their  words     *the  writing   on  tie 
wall" 

Street-comer  scrawls  are  not  the  script  of  fate. 
Plow-Plon  and  le  brat'  GhiSral,  Cham- 
BOHD.  Pabis, 
All  chalked  my  walls ;   '*  devotion  to   the 
State"  [carry, 

Inspired  their  schemes  predestined  to  mis- 
But  BouBBON,  Bonapartist  or  what  not, 
Self  ever  seemed  the  centre  of  the  plot. 

As  **Boide8  Fran^ais  "  or  as  **  Monsieur  X.," 
Boulangeb's  backer,  or  the  White  Flag- 
waver, 
What  has  availed  their  valour  save  to  vex  ? 
Frenchmen  and  soldiers  ?  Doubtless,  Sirs ; 
few  braver, 
^ut  plots  and  manifestoes  wild  and  windy 
'tmtribute  little  to  the  State— save  shindy ! 


EhF    Riffht  Divine?    That  old,  old  weapon 
still  [me. 

Pretenders  fain  would^furbish  up  to  fnght 
Would  I  bear  weary  strife,  or  bow  my  will 
To  human  wrong  if  **  Hight  Divine"  could 
right  me  ? 
No ;  right  divine  to  rule  must  prove  affioityj 
To  the  divine  ere  /trust  its  divinity. 

"Philippe I"    Ah !  boldly  written  I    You 

admire' 
Its  flowing  form,  the  freedom  of  its  flourish. 
And  "  Vive  la  France!"    To  what  may  you 

aspire? 
What  IS  the  scope,  Sir,  of  the  hopes  you 

nourish  ?  [writinj?. 

Your  sire  **  ignored  his  Sovereign  nuik"~in 
But .  Philippe — Hoi— de humph !— that 

might  mean  fighting. 

Chalk,  youngster!    Purpose  scribbled  on  the 
wall, 

Not  graven  in  the  rock  with  pen  of  iron, 
Affrights  not  the  Republic.    It  lueiy  f dl 

Amidst  the  perils  that  its  path  environ. 
But  scarce  to  summons  of  the  bravest  boys. 
Or,  like  old  Jericho,  to  the  power  of  noise. 

Yes;  "the  Pretender's  dead,"  and  who  will 
now  [throDgs, 

Cry  **  Long  live  the— Pretender  "  P  Courtly 
Crafty  intriguers,  may  parade  and  bow. 
But  for  the  People  ?    Will  they  deem  their 
wrongs 
Like  to  be  cured  by  the  old  royal  line, 
Or  righted  by  the  rule  of  Right  Divine  ? 

What  will  you  do— save  scribble  and  orate  P 
Were  you  indeed— ah,  me!— that  strong 
man  armed 
For  whom  so  long  I  've  waited,  and  still  wait ; 
Then,   then,   perchance,  I  might  — who 
knows  P— be  charmed 
To  lily-girt  Legitimist  ways  of  yore. 
At  present  'tis  out— one  Pretender  more  I 


ODE  ON  A  DI8TAHT  PAETRXBGE. 

{By  an  Absent-minded  Sportsman,) 

Well,  I  'm  blest,  I  *m  pret^  nearly 

Speeohleas,    as   1 
watch  that'bird. 
Saving  that  I  mutter 
merely 
One  concise,  em- 
phatic word— 
Wliat  that  i«.  nay 
be  inferred  I 

English  prose  is,  to 
my  sorrow, 
Insi^dent  for  the 
task. 
Would  that  I  could 
freely  borrow 
Expletives  from  Welsh'or  Baaque— 
One  or  two  is  all  I  ask ! 

Failing  that,  let  so-called  verses 

Serve  to  mitigate  my  grief 
Doggerel  now  and  then  disperses 

A  monies  that  need  relief. 

(MissLDg  birds  of  these  is^chief !) 

Blanklv  tramping  o*er  the  stubbles 
Is  a  bore,  to  put  it  mild ; 

But,  in  short,  to  crown  my  troubles, 
One  mishap  has  made  me  riled, 
Driv'n  me,  like  the  coveys,  wild 

For  at  last  I  flush  a  partridge, 
Ten  yards  rise,  an  easy  pot ! 

Click !    Why,  bless  me,  where  *a  the 
cartridge  P 
Han^  it !  there,  I  dean  forgot 
Putting  them  in  ere  I  shot ! 


Query.— Would  an 
counsel  of  perfection  P 


leal  barrister  be  a 

oogle 
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THE  YOUNG  PRETENDEK. 


Madame  la  Eepubhque.  "  WHAT  WILL  YOU  DO-BAVE  SCRIBBLE  AND  ORATE  ? 

WERE  YOU  INDEED-AH  MEI-THAT  STRONG  MAN  ARMED 
FOR  WHOM  80  LONG  I  'VE  WAITED,  AND  STILL  WAIT ; 

THEN,  THEN    PERCHANCE.  I  MIGHT-WHO  KNOWS  ?-BE  CHARMED 
TO  LILY-GIRT  LEGITIMIST  WAYS  OF  YORE. 
AT  PRESENT  'TIS*  BUT— ONE  PRETENDER  MORE  !  *' 
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THE  MOBILISED  MANDARIN ; 

Or,  the  March  of  OivUiiotum. 

About  the  merry  Mandarin 
His  fatal  gift  for  homoor, 

I  find  it  passing  hard  to  pin 
My  faith  to  every  rtunour. 

This  war,  for  instance.    Fancy  shuts 
Both  eyes  and  vainly  lahours 

To  grasp  the  news  that  he  is  nuts 
On  blowing  up  his  neighbours. 

If  so,  he  threatens  to  deface, 

Be]rond  all  recognition, 
His  right  of  kinship  with  a  race 

Whose  excellent  tradition. 

Oldest  of  old  traditions,  has 
Time  out  of  mind  begun  by* 

This  rule : — Do  not  to  others  as 
You  *d  rather  not  be  done  by. 

Ignoring  now  the  ancient  bards, 

He  must  have  emulated 
The  doctrine  which  Ah  Sin  at  cards 

So  darkly  demonstrated, 

When,  flush  of  duplicate  supplit  s. 
Well  up  his  sleeves  he  slid  *em — 

Do  those  whom  yon  trill  other icise 
Be  done  by  .—and  he  did  'em. 

Observe  thi  j  sad  example  of 

Imported  Western  culture  I 
Svmbol  of  peace,  the  sucking -dove 
Knocks  under  to  the  vulture  ; 

And  prophets  of  a  prior  age 
Might  fairly  be  as^oundtd  | 

To  Hnd  the  system  of  the  sage 
CosFUCius  woric  onfounied  I 


!    ^/^ 


I 


LADAS !  I 

{By  a  Ditiguste  I  Backer. )  i 

Ladas^  Ladas, 

Go  along  with  yon,  do.  I 

I  'm  now  si  one-broke, 

All  on  account  of  you.  ' 

It  wasn't  a  lucky  Leger, 
And  I  wish  I  M  been  a  hedger, 
Though  you  did  look  sweet,  I 

Before  defeat 

But  I  've  thwoughly  done 
with  you ! 

Scientific  Gossip.— In  spite  of  the 
great  number  of  baliiers  at  aU  our 
most  frequented  sea-side  resorts  there 
has  been  no  appreciable  diminution 
in  either  the  quality  or  quantity  of  I 
the  sea- water. 


STUDIES    IN   ANIMAL   LIFE. 

Mb.  Hippopotamus  as  hk  might  havk  bkbn. 


IN  THE  MUSEUM. 

'TwAB  almost  dusk ;  the  galleries 

Lay  silent  and  deserted 
Wherehappy  knots  of  twos  and  threes 

Had  wondered,  talked,  and  flirted ; 
Where,  armed  with  buns  and  cata- 
logues. 

The  country-bred  relations 
Had  criticised,  appraised,  despised 

The  art  of  many  nations. 

No  more  the  rigid  censor  viewed 

With  hearty  disapproval 
Athenian  statnes  in  the  nude, 

Demanding  their  removal ; 
No  more  the  cultured  connoisseur, 

Whom  nothing  new  amazes. 
The  very  old  designs  extolled 

In  very  modem  phrases. 

Yet  two  remained ;  a  youth  and  maid 

SdU  lingered  in  the  section 
Where  Egypt's  treasures  lie  displayed 

For  popular  inspection ; 
Thev  talked  in  whispers,  and  although 

Tne  subject  dear  to  some  is. 
They  did  not  seem  to  take  as  theme 

The  obelisks  and  mummies. 

An  Art  more  ancient  fsr,  one  thinks, 

Was  that  they  talk*  d  of  lightly. 
Compared  with  which    the    hoary 
Sphinx 

Seems  juvenile  and  sprightly ; 
Young  as  the  very  latest  tale. 

Old  as  the  oldest  stories. 
It  kept  them  there,  this  happy  pair, 

That  Art— the  ar$  anions  ! 

The  mummies  round  them  seemed  to 
smil*». 

Ah,  long  ago,  one  fancies, 
Those  withered  faces  by  the  Nile 

Had  known  their  own  romaLces. 
The  old-world  gods  have  passed  away, 

Osiris  lies  forsaken. 
Bat  Love  alone  retains  his  throne 

Unquestioned  and  unshaken ! 


Lkx  Talionis.— Mr.  Lako,  turned 
speculative  law-giver,  suggests  that 
we  bhould  tax  literature.  Well, 
that's  only  quid  (or  so  much  in  the 
**  quid  ")  pro  ^o ;  teeiLg  how  litera- 
ture (lots  of  It)  taxes  us.  A  high 
rate  on  literary  rubbish  would  yield 
**  pretty  pickings,"  especially  if  the 
producers  thereof  were   allowed  to 

rate  *'  each  other  I  In  this  age  of 
sloppiness^  sniff  and  snippets  there  is 
a  lot  of  "  literature  "  whioh  should  be 
tariffed  off  the  face  of  the  earth. 


HELMHOLTZ. 

What  matter  titles  ?    Humholtz  is  a  name 
That  challenges,  alone,  the  award  of  Fame ! 
When  Emperors,  Kings,  Pretenders,  shadows 

all, 
Leave  not  a  dust-trace  on  our  whirling  ball. 
Thy  work,  oh   grave-eyed  searcher,    shell 

endure, 
Unmarred    by  faction,   from    low   passion 

puro.  fmind 

To  bridge  the  gulf  Hwixt  matter-veu  and 
Perch  STY  oA    to    mortals,    dull-sensed,    slow, 

purblind. 
Is  not  permitted — ^yet ;  but  patient,  keen, 
ThOu  on  the  shadowy  track  beyond  the  Seen,   i 
Did6t  dog  the    elusive  truth,  and  seek  in 

sound 
The  secret  of  soul- mysteries  profound, 
Essential  Order,  Beauty's  hidden  law  !  i 

Marvels  to  strike  more  sluggish  souls  with 

awe,  ' 


Chreat  seekers,   lonely-sonled,  exploro  that 

track. 
We  welcome  the  wild  wonders  they  bring 

back 
From  ventures  stranger  than  an  earthlv  Pole 
Can  furnish.    Distant  stiU  that  mental  goal 
To   which  great   spirits   strain ;  but  when 

calm  Fame  [name 

Sums  its  bold  seekers,  Helmholtz,  thy  great 
Among  the  foremost  shall  eternal  stand, 
Soienoe*s  pride,  and  glory  of  thy  land. 


"My  dear,"  said  Mrs,  R.,  "I  hsd  to  dis- 
charge  my  gardener,  for  when  I  questioned 
him  about  the  sale  of  the  vegetables  his 
answtrs  were  far  too  amphibious. 

Unhappy  Thought  by  an  Invaud. — 
What  a  dreadful  thing  U>  become  the  Pt-r- 
manent  Head  of  a  Department  with  a  Per- 
manent Headache! 


EJACULATIONS 

On  being  asked  to  play  Croquet,  A.D.  1894. 

[«It  ifl  imposfible  to  visit  any  ptrt  of  the  country 
without  realuiiDg  the  fact  that  the  loDg-discre4ited 
game  of  Croquet  is  faat  coming  into  vogue  again. 
.  .  .  This  ii  partly  owing  to  the  abolition  of  '  tight 
croqueting.'  "— /W/  Mall  Gazette.] 

Eh?    What?    Whj?    How? 
Aro  we  back  in  the  Sixties  sgain  ? 
I  am  rubbing  my  eyes—is  it  then,  or  now  ? 
I  *m  a  Sip  ran  Winkle,  it 's  plain ! 

Hoop,  Ball,  Stick,  Csge  ? 
£h,  fetch  them  aU  out  once  more  ? 
Why,  look,  they  're  begrimed  *and  cracked 
with  age. 
And  their  idaj  ing  days  are  o'er ! 

Well — yes—  here  goes 
For  a  primitive  chaste  delight ! 
Let  us  soberly,  solamnly  beat  our  foes, 
For  Croquet  *s  no  longer  **  tight "  I 
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ODE  FOE  THE  HAEEIAOE 
8EAS0H. 

11. 
"If  any  of  you  know 

Cause  or  impediment." — 
Cause !    I  should  think  I  dn, 

That  irirl  to  wed  I  meant ! 
She  made  me  drink  the  cup 
Of  woe,  well-hhaken  np 

With  bitter  sediment. 

If  I  forbid  the  banns 

With  visage  pallid, 
Ere  she's  another  man* a, 

And  I  have  rallied, 
Bcr  aase  in  bygone  days 

With  me  she  dallied. 
Would  my  forbidding  phrase 

Be  oounted  valid  ? 

Because  her  eyes  would  shine 

Once  when  I  praised  her. 
Because  her  heart  to  mine, 

When  I  upraised  her 
From  the  low  garden  chair, 
Beat  for  a  moment's  spaoe 
With  sudden,  yielding  grace 
While  I  just  kiss*d  her  hair, 

Which  nought  amazed  her ; 
Soothed  her  with  loving  touch, 
I/>ving,  but  not  too  much. 
When  on  her  little  hand 
The  buckle  of  her  band 

Had  lightly  grazed  her? 

Slowly  our  souls  between 
MiRts  <.f  reserve  crept  in — 

I  reck'd  not,  blindly — 
A  bist«r  she  became, 
0  chill  and  veal-like  name ! 
A  irreat  deal  less  than  kin, 

Much  less  than  kindly. 

Then  on  the  old  sweet  ways 
Of  thoughtless,  ohummy  days. 

Turning  severely. 
Pride,  hooded  ia  dislike, 
81  ruck  as  a  snake  might  strike, 
And.  in  the  public  gaze, 

p'roze  me  austerely. 


ONE   THING    AT  A  TIME. 

Genial  Master  (under  the  painful  necessity  of  discharging  his  Coach- 
man),  ''I'm  afraid,  Simmonj*.  wk   muhf  paep.    Thk  fact   is,  I 

couldn't  help    MOTICINO    that    SBVRRAL    TIIIB8    DDRIKO    THE    LAST 

Month  you  have  been — Sobrr  ;  akd  I  don't  believe  a  Man  can 

ATTEND  properly  TO  THE  DrINK   IF   HE  HAS  DRIVING  TO  DO  1" 


Well,  all  is  vanity ; 
She'll  disillusioned  be, 
And  I— well,  as  for  me. 

When  these  oonf  usiona 
Clear  from  my  brain  awajr. 
Hack  in  my  tiiooghts  I  '11  btray 
Where  sunoeams  ever  play 

On  lost  illusions. 


TO  A  SCORCHER. 

'Arry,  'Aery  Smith  di  Smith, 
As  wheelman  you  would  win 
renown  I 
Yon  arethe  country  distriota*  pest. 
You  are  the  nuLsanoe  of  the 
town: 
Ytu  *re  wan  and  wild  and  dust- 
defiled; 
You  think  you  *re  awfully  ad- 
mired. 
Though    winner   of    a   hundred 
'*potB," 
Your  fume  is  not  to  be  desired. 

Arry,  'Arry  Smith  de  SMmr, 
You  whirl  and  whisk  aboat  the 
lands. 
With  shoulders  bowed,  with  low- 
ered |)ate, 
And  dull  eyea  fixed  upcm  your 
hands. 
Oil  I   take  some  interest  in  the 
scene. 
Love  birds  that  sing  and  flowers 
that  blow; 
Try  not  to  be  a  mere  machine. 
And  let  the  record-squelcher  go ! 


A  LITTLE  LESS  THAN  M*KlltLKY, 

BUT  MORE  THAN  UiYEnn). — Presi- 
dent Clevslakd  has  had  to  allow 
the  Gorman  Act  to  beoome  law 
without  formally  assenting  in  it. 
He  has  had,  in  fact,  to  awallow 
what  he  would  fain  reject,  an  aot 
of  involuntary  political  GK>rman- 
dising  which  must  be  unideasant. 


THAT  ADVANCED  WOMAN! 

{A  Symposium  d  la  Mode.) 
The  Author  of  I  am  much  flattered  by  your  kiud  invi- 

"  A  Saddw  Aster"       tation  to  di«cuss  the  Advanced  Woman,  but 
coDfesses.  ^j^  JQitial  difficulty  suggests  itself  to  me. 

Can  one  discuss  the  Advanced  Woman  if  this  Advanced  Woman  her- 
self is  non-exi<(tent  P  I  am  aware,  of  course,  that 
she  has  stridden  large  of  late  in  the  pages  of  femi- 
nine fiction,  but  is  she  not  as  extinct  (before  she 
has  ever  existed)  as  her  Dodo  title  ?  Let  me  make 
my  own  coufession.  I  have  used,  if  I  did  not 
invent,  the  A.  W.  I  have  secured  a  remunerative 
public.  Once  on  a  time  I  wrote  of  life  as  I  found 
it.  I  used  my  eyes  and  ears,  and  endeavoured  to 
let  the  world  nave  the  result  in  the  old-fashioned, 
wholesome  story.  It  was  a  dreary  failure.  The 
critics  commended  my  style,  and  the  public  let  me 
severely  alone.  Nous  aeons  change  (out  cela,  A 
theatrical  manager  who  finds  his  musical  piece 
beirin  to  drag,  paves  the  situation  by  a  New 
Edition— in  other  words,  by  two  new  songs  and 
some  fresh  dances.  In  a  similar  way  I  secured  a 
reputation  bv  dragirin?  in  (at  times  bv  her  very 
heel-)  the  Advanced  Woman.  True  that  she  resemblea  no  one  in 
actual  existence,  true,  indeed,  that  she  is  outrageoudy  andoffennvely 
improbable,  but  the  nablic  were  not  happy  till  they  got  her.  They  *re 
happy  now.    iSo  am  I. 

Mrs.  Shriek  Shrickon         I  should  have  thought  that  my  views  on 

■peaks  out.  the  Advanced  Woman  were  sufficientlv  well 

known ;  but,  since  you  ask  my  opinion,  i  may 

say  at  once  that  I  lose  no  opportunity  of  inveighing  against  tnis^n 

dc'Siecle  abomination.    Onoe  on  a  time  it  was  not  thought  un- 

>)ecoming  for  a  woman  to  be  modest  and  retiring.    She  knew  her 


sphere^  and,  queen  in  her  own  selected  world,  she  did  not  aapire  to  a 
sovereignty  which  naturally  belonged  to  others.  If  they  were  alive 
to-day  (and,  after  all,  some  of  them  are),  our  grandmothera  would 
hardly  know  their  oRAin)  children— the  Heavenly  Twins.  I  am  ^lad 
that  I  am  permitted  to  keep  burning  the  sacred  lamp  of  the  Old 
Womanhood.  Indeed,  it  looks  as  if  the  jeers  which  a  though tlesa 
world  has  hitherto  reserved  for  the  Old  Maid  were  being  transferred 
to  the  Old  Woman.  Yet  to  those  who  have  never  yielded  to  the  ap^ 
of  the  latter-day  notions,  there  is  only  dismay  in  the  spectacle  of  the 
Advanced  Woman  sweeping  triumphantly  on,  with  her  mind  full  of 
sex-problems  she  has  not  brains  enough  to  understand,  and  her 
breath  stained  with  the  trace  of  oigarettes  she  does  not  oare  to 
oonoeal.  Wholesomeness  dies  at  being  dubbed  old-fashioned; 
Modesty  does  not  survive  the  disgrace  of  not  being  up  to  date.  It  *a 
a  bad  world,  my  masters,  and  I  'm  never  tired  of  saying  so. 

Ann  U.  Woman  The  fact  that  you  have  invited  my  opinion 

dreami  with  full  knowledire  of  what  I  shall  say.  enn- 

of  the  Future.  baldens  me  to  speak  out    Man's  day  (which, 

like  every  dog,  he  haa  had)  draws  to  an  end.  For  centuries  he  has 
had  Woman  at  his  mercy.  What  she  is  to-dav,  that  he  haa  made 
her.  And  what  is  she?  His  Doll,  his  Slave,  his  **  Old  Woman." 
But  Man  made  one  fatal  mistake.  In  a  weak  moment  he  oonaented 
to  allow  Woman  to  earn  her  own  living.  From  that  moment  our 
ultimate  triumph  was  assured.  Now  we  know  our  strength.  Told 
of  old  that  we  were  brainless,  we  now  beoome  Senior  Wranglers. 
Condemned  aforetime  to  inactivity,  we  now  realise  that  in  life^a 
struggle  there  are  no  prizes  we  are  not  competent  to  secure,  though, 
of  course,  we  are  not  always  permitted.  We  have  precipitated  our- 
selves out  of  a  yellow  miasma  of  stagnant  sloth  into  an  emancipated, 
and  advanced  dav.  The  Advanced  Woman  haa  come  to  atay — ^bat 
not  with  any  husband.  She  will* be  as  free  as  the  air,  as  strong  aa 
the  eagle.    I  must  stop,  as  to  do  any  more  fine  writing  would  be  to 

anticipate  my  next  noveL    Be  sure  to  get  it.    It  will  be  called 

[No ;  I  can  stand  a  good  deal,  but  not  that.— En.]  OOQ I C 
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"TRIPPING   MERRILY/' 

TsAT  holiday  oraifle  on  lioard  the  jrood  stoamihip  Cannie  Donia  ! 
IHd  I  dream  it  P  or  wm  it  a  reality  r  **Are  there  wisions  about  P" 
It  seems  like  yesterday  or  like  years  ago,  and  I  know  it  was  neither. 
*•  Old  K^pa.b'8,"— or  let  ns  say  middle-aged  Kabpab's,— **  work  was 
done  "  pro  tem,^  and  he  conld  not  negleot  so  great  an  opportunity,  nor 
refuse  so  inyiting  an  inyitation  as  that  sent  him  hj  Sir  Charles 
Ckkeris,  the  Chairman,  to  oome  aboard  for  the  trial  trip  of  the 
Q.S.S.  Cannie  Dania.  So  I,  middle-aged  Kabpab,  work  done  as 
aforesaidt  did  then  and  thereby  beoome  Tommy  the  TripjDer,  and, 
as  snoh,  went  aboard  the  gallant  8S.  aboyementioned,  aU-to-the- 
oontrary,  nevertheless,  and  notwithstanding. 
And  what  a  goodly  company  I 

Sir  Charles  ana  Lady  (^ikrie,  nerfeot  host  and  hostess  in 
themselyes.  Here  too  was  our  ToBr,  M.P.,  waggish  as  eyer.  '*  I 
am  not  down  on  the  official  list  of 
quests  as  'Tobias,'"  quoth  he. 
•*AndwhyP"  Igayeitui).  ••Be- 
cause," says  he,  answering  his 
own  oonundrum,  ''I  am  a  free 
and  independent  soribe,  and  there 
is  nothing  to  bia$  me.  Aha!" 
The  sea  air  agrees  with  Tobt,  M.P. 
••  And  where  tcauld  the  Member 
for  Barkshire  be,"  he  asks,  pro- 
Tounding  as  it  were  another  and  a 
better  nuzzle,  ••but  aboard  a 
bonnie  barque  P  My  bark,"  he 
continues  gaily,  ••  may  be  worse 

than  my  bite,  out *^   Here  the 

bugle-odl  to  breakfast  sounds, 
and  from  ocular  evidence  I  can 
roundly  assert  that  whatever  his 
bark  may  be,  I  will  back  his  bite 
—and  this  without  backbiting,  of 
which,  as  I  trust,  neither  of  us  is 
capable — against  that  of  any  two 
of  his  own  size  and  weight  Yet 
ToBT  en  mangeant  is  not  the 
dog  in  a  manger,  no,  not  by  any 
means!  With  one  eve  to  the 
main  chance,  and  another  to  the 
corresponding  comfort  of  his  co- 
breakiasters,  so  pursueth  he  his 
steadfast  course,  as  indeed  do  we 
all,  to  the  astonishment  of  most 
of  us.  through  the  shoals  of  toast 
and  Dutter ;  over  the  shallows  of 
eggs;  safely  through  the  Straits 
of  Aipper  and  Eurrie :  with  a 
pleasant  time  in  Hot  Tea  Bay; 
then  through  a  Choppy  sea,  be- 
tween the  dangerous  rocks  of 
Brawn  and  Bacon ;  into  the  calm 
Marmalsdean  Sea^  where  we  ride 
at  anchor  and  all  is  well. 

After  breakfast,  the  cigar,  or 
pipe,  with  conversational  accom- 
paniment,  what  time  we  pace 
the  quarter-deck.  Prognostica- 
tions as  to  probable  weather  are 
"  taken  ana  offered "  by  nauti- 


Saxon  {referring  to  the  ihUUlaght),  **  It  '■  a  ihtme  that  luch  things  as 
these  should  be  permitted !  '* 

JDmsghtet  of  Erin  {pUnntxveXy),  *'  An*  what  wwM  the  poor  Boyi  use, 
an*  they  not  allowed  Fire-arms  ?  ** 


cally-attired  guests,  who,  in  a  general  way,  may  be  supposed  from 
their  leagoing  costume  ''to  know  the  ropes."  Here  is  the  ever 
smiable  and  truly  gallant  Sir  Peter  Plural,  lookingevery  inch  the 
idealyachtsman,  as  honorary  member  of  the  Upper  Mouse  of  Cowes 
uid  Hyde  Piers.  Wonderful  man  Sir  Peter  !  knows  everybody^  is 
liked  by  everybody ;  has  been  yachting  and  sailing  and  voya^g 
for  any  number  of  years ;  knows  even  the  smallest  waves  by  sight, 
and.  if  asked,  could  probably  tell  you  their  namea  I  One  day  he  will 
publish  his  reminiscences  I 

We  anchor  off  Queenstown.  The  estimable,  jovial  Yalehtikb 
VuLGAV,  M.P.,  from  the  North,  must  ashore  to  purchase  some  trifling 
knickkniusks  by  way  of  mementoes  of  the  visit  Instead  of  ••  knick- 
knaoki"  he  lays  in  a  stock  of  •*  knock-knocks,"  yclept  '•shille- 
li^hs,*'  which  are  served  out  to  him  by  a  delicately  pale  beauty  of 
Snn,  dark-haired,  alim  waisted.  and  as  elegant  as  might  be  any 
natty  girl  from  County  Trim.  She  shows  us  some  dozen  shillelaghs 
with  hard,  murderous-looking,  bulbous  knobs. 

^'Phewl"  whistles  YALENTnrB  Vulcait,  M.P.,  weighing  one  of 
theie  dainty  sticks  in  his  hand.  •'  You  might  get  rather  a  nasty 
oraok  from  this."    I  agree  with  him,  and  the  sad  daughter  of  Erin 


And  I  eye  her  with  a  look  wherein  admiration  is  tempered  with  pity. 
It  occurs  to  me  that  I  will  say  something  appropriate,  just  to  imow 
her  how  I,  a  stranger  and  a  Saxon,  feel  for  her.  It  may  lead  her  to 
express  her  hearty  detestation  of  these  faction-fights,  and  of  these 
deadly  fracas  with  the  armed  constabulary.  So  I  say,  with  a  touch 
of  deep  indignation  in  my  tone.  •*  It  *s  a  shame,"  sajr  I,  **  that  such 
things  as  these" — and  I  nod  irowningly  at  the  shillelaghs  which 
Yulcak,  M.P.,  is  twirling  meditatively,  one  in  each  hand,  as  if  right 
and  left  were  about  to  fight  it  out—**  it 's  a  shame  that  such  things 
as  these  should  be  permitted ! "  The  pale,  sad,  beautiful  daughter  of 
Erin,  regards  me  mournfully,  and  then,  in  a  tone  expressive  of 
astonishment  blended  with  firm  remonstrance,  she  asks, — 
••  An'  what  would  the  poor  Boys  use,  an'  they  not  allowed  fire-arms  P" 
That  was  all  No  smile  is  on  the  lips  of  Erin's  pale  daughter. 
She  is  apparently  in  earnest,  though  Doth  Yulcax  and  myself, 
talking  it  over  subsequently,  unite  in  opinion  that,  perhaps,  she  had 

been  availing  herself  A  this  rare 
and  unique  opportunity  of  •*  get- 
ting at  '*  the  Saxon. 

So  she  went  on  recommending 
sticks  and  photographs,  and  did  a 
good  bit  of  business  with  our 
generous  Yulcak,  M.P.,  who  re- 
turned, laden  with  gifts  for 
various  fellow-j^ests  aboard  the 
good  S9.  Cannie  Donia, 

What  amuBing  nights  and  de- 
lightful days  I  The  ladies-bless 
'em  !— all  charming,  and  very 
Barkisses  in  their  perpetual 
••willingness"  to  do  anything 
and  everything  that  might  give 
pleasure  and  afford  amusement. 
Two  fairy-gifted  maidens  enter- 
tain us  mightily  with  a  capital 
dramatic  sketch  of  their  own  com- 
position ;  others  follow  suit,  play- 
ing the  j^iano ;  and  a  eeeteUe  per- 
form, without  previous  rehearsal, 
glees,  madrigals,  part-songs,  and 
chorupes  to  popular  plantation 
melodies,  under  the  leadership  of 
that  masterly  musician  Toic  Tol- 
derol,  whose  only  regret  is  that 
he  has  not  been  able  to  bring  on 
board  with  him  his  sixteen-horse- 
power-fifty-stopped-eixteen-pedal 
organ  (designed  and  made  by  the 
eminent  firm  of  Bellows,  Blower 
&  Co.,  at  a  cost  of  some  few  thou- 
sand pounds),  though,  as  he  ex- 
plains to  us,  he  would  have  done 
so,  had  this  musical  mammoth 
been  only  compressible  within  the 
limits  of  an  ordinary  carpet  bag. 

However,  a  propos  of  organs, 
we  have  with  us  a  representative 
of  one  of  the  neatest  organs— of 
the  Press— fuU  of  wise  saws  and 
modem  instances;  as  jolly  as  a 
sandboy,  or  rather  as  a  sdiooiboy 
out  for  a  holiday.  A  sailor  every 
inch  of  him,  and  this  is  saying  a 


nnrdi  us  sadly  and  sympathetically.' 
'•Maybe,"  I  th*-^  ^-  -  -   "  "  "^   '^ 


.    ,      think  to  mysdf,  •'i&e  has  lost  a  friend  or  alover  in  one 
of  theis  confounded  OTafulet  and  0*Mohtaoub  rows.    Poor  girl  I " 


great  deal,  as  he  must  be  over  six  feet,  and  broad  in  proportioUc 

Appropriate,  too,  as  aboard  ••the  craft,"  is  the  presence  of  the 
Great  Grand  Secretary,  Mr.  Bevjamiv  Boa2,  A.M.,  P.G.M.,  &c.,  &c., 
and  the  still  Greater,  Grander  Something  Else,  P.P.M.,  &a.  Sir 
J05ATHA1T  Jachht.  mvBterious  officers.  Arcades  ambo,  of  the  Secret 
Rites  of  MasoniT,  lall  of  nods,  winks,  becks,  wreathed  smiles,  signs, 
secrets,  fun,  frolic,  and  tales  galore. 

Ah!  the  happy  days  I  Ana  the  hajppy  evenings  I  What  excellent 
'•  toasts  "  and ^'^retumings  of  thanks  "  oy  my  Lord  Affibavit,  by  Sir 
Po6EU)02r  1  YnrELO  (President  of  the  Anchorite  Court),  by  Axdrkw 
McJasov  (senior  of  the  Argonautic  Firm  that  built  the  good  ship 
Cannie  Donia)^  and  the  spnghtliest  speech  of  all  by  Sir  Charles 
Cheerie  ! 

Bound  to  Falmouth,  up  the  Fal,  ''with  our  Fal,  lal,  la,"  m  alngeth 
our  brilliant  settetie  to  piano,  or,  to  quote  Sir  Jovathav,  •*our  P. 
an'  0."  accompaniment* 
ThenS'uth'ardsI    Then....    But  "  here  break  we  off." 
Thus  do  I  briefly  make  some  record  of  a  ••  trial  trip  " :  and  mtij  no 
trip  that  any  of  us  may  make,  whether  involving  a  trial  or  not,  have 
worse  results  than  has  this,  of  which,  beginning  and  finishing  happily 
and  gloriously  as  it  has  don»— and  such  be  the  Cannie  Donia^e  fate 
evermore    I  am  privileged  to  write  this  sliffht  record,  and  proud  to 
account  myself  henceforth  as                     Oite  of  the  Tripfers. 
Digitize 
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AN    IMPORTANT   'JUNCTION. 

YuU   MIND  YOUR  FaDER  GETS   MY   BoOTS   REBDY   BY   FoUR  O'CLOrK,    *C08   I  'M  GOIN' 

TO  A  Party  1  ** 


A  PRINCELY  OFFER.  | 

f"  To  roETS.— £5  offered  for  a  One- Act  Opera  , 
Tabretto,  subject  to  conditions,"  &c.  —Adretiiae^ 
ment  in  *'  Morning  Po.<»/."]  ' 

Passj:d  are  the  days  when  ia  accents  pathetic 
Writers    complained   of    their    wage    as  j 
unjubt, 

Gone  are  the  times  when  the  genius  poetic 
Struggled  in  penury,  dined  on  a  crust ! 

Nor  need  they   longer,    who    strive    for    a 
pittanre, 
Grieve  if  the  editors  still  are  remiss ; 
What  though  the  papers  refuse  them  admit- 
tance 
While  they're  afforded  such  chancss  as 
tiis? 


TIPS. 
{To  a  Friendly  Adviser,) 

When  Btarfing  off  on  foreign  trips, 
I  *ve  felt  secure  if  someone  gave  me 

Invaluable  hints  and  tips ; 
Time,  trouble,  money,  these  would  save  me. 

Pmoff ;  you've  told 
me  all  you  know. 
Forewarned,    fore- 
armed,  I    start, 
instructed 
Eow  much  to  spend,  jn  J^> 

and  where  to  ^o ;         yfiUl/  5 
Yet  free,  not  like 
some  folks  **  con- 
ducted." 

Now  I  shall  face,  se-    l^'X^^       ^/  — \  -     ^ 

Tene  and  calm,        T 
Those  persons,  often  ^ 

rather  pressing 
For  little  gifts,  with  outstretchei  palm. 
To  some  of  them  I  *11  give  my  blesdng. 

To  others—**  servive  "  being  imd— 
Buona  mano^  jmnrhoire^  trinkgeld  : 

They  fancy  Englishmen  are  made 
Of  money,  made  of  (so  they  think)  gehh 

The  garcon^  ready  with  each  dish, 
,     His  brisk  **  J  oi7«,  monsieur  *'  replying 
;  To  anything  that  one  may  wish  ; 
His  claim  admits  of  no  denying. 

Theportier,  who  never  rests, 
Wno  speaks  six  languages  together 

To  clamorous,  inquiring  guests, 
On  letters,  luggage,  trains,  boat?,  weather. 

Thefemme  de  chamhre,  who  fills  ray  lain  : 
The  ouvreuse,  where  I  see  the  acteur, 

A.  cigarette  to  chef  de  train, 
A  franc  to  energetic /ac^eur. 

I  give  each  cocher  what  is  right ; 

I  know,  without  profound  researches. 
What  I  must  pay  for  each  new  sight — 

Cathedrals,  castles,  convents,  church e«. 

Or  climbing  up  to  see  a  view, 
From  campanile^  roof  or  steeple. 

Those  verbal  tips  I  had  from  you 
Save  money  tips  to  other  people. 

Save  all  those  florins,  marks  or  frano£ — 
Or  pf en nige,  sous^  kreuizer,  is  it  r* — 

The  change  they  give  me  at  the  banks, 
Accorduig  to  the  towns  I  visit. 

I  seem  to  owe  vou  these,  and  yet 
Will  money  *do  ?    My  feeling 's  deeper. 

I  '11  owe  you  an  eternal  debt — 
A  debt  of  gratitude,  that's  cheaper. 


Writers  of  verse,  here  is  news  to  elate  you ! 

**  Poets  "  (the  title  you  value  the  most), 
Simply  magniticcnt  offers  await  you  !— 

Vide  this  paragraph,  cut  from  the  Post, 

Hasten,  ye  bards  (who  surely  a  debt  owe 
To  this  M^-XENAS,  this  opulent  man), 

Hasten  with  joy  to  prepare  a  libretto 
Fit  to  accomplish  liis  excellent  plan ! 

He  will  fulfil  your  most  lofty  ambitions- 
Such  generosity  simply  astounds  !— 

You  will  receive  (under  certain  ** conditions'') 
Honour,   and  glory,   and  fame,   and— j?rr 
pounds ! 


TO  SINTIMENT. 


A  Paradox  of  Theatrical  Scccrss.— At 
the  Criterion  very  difficult  to  get  into  Hot 
Water. 


(Ajter  a  Lmig  Course  of  Cynicism,) 

**  Sentiment  is  come  again," 

So  sajrs  clever  Mr.  ZANG\^^LL. 
]kIost  things  tire  the  human  brain  : 

Mugwump  mockery  and  slang  wiU: 
Pe«!Bimism's  pompous  ix>se, 

Hedonism's  virus  septic ; 
Cynicism's  cold  cock-nose, 

Creedless  dismals,  doubts  dyspeptic, 
All  are  wearying— being  sham. 

Twopenny  Timon  tires  and  sickms. 
Bitters  bore  us  !     We  '11  try  jam  ! 

Back  to  Lytton,  Hood,  and  Diceeks  ^ 
Sorrows  of  sweet  seventeen  ? 

Vows  that  manly  one-and- twenty  mevntF 
Yes  I  we're  sick  of  Cynic  spleen. 

Let  ^8  hark  back  again  tn  Sentiment ! 
Saccharine  surfeit,  after  all. 

Though  it  be  a  tritie  sickly, 
Changes  our  long  gprpa  9|^1»,,,^   . 

C^mo  baek.  SentftndalTIJdli^Hil^r ! 


long  gprpa  of  gpaJL    T 
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THE  INVASION  OP  WOMAN. 

When  Steephon  shuts  the  ledger  to, 

Relinquishinf  his  duties. 
And  takes  the  train  from  Waterloo 

For  Clapham's  rural  beauties 
He  dearly  loves  en  rouie^  we  read, 
To  smoke  the  solitary  weed. 

His  hopes,  alas,  are 
qmckly  dashed. 
For  Chloe,  maid 
provoking ! 

Alertly  enters,   un- 
abashed. 
The   carriage    la- 
belled   "Smok- 
ing"; 

His  frown,  his  power- 
ful cigar. 

His  match—all  un- 
availing are. 

Yes,  Chloe  comes,  and  brings  no  doubt, 

A  friend  to  talk  of  f asliions. 
While  Steephon  lets  his  weed  go  out, 

A  prey  to  angry  passions. 
Which,  later  on,  released  will  be 
Within  the  excellent  2).  T. 

Yet  grieve  not  so^  ungallant  swain, 

Nor  curse  this  innovation, 
Or,  even  if  you  do,  refrain 

From  words  like  **  frequentation," 
But  really,  you  should  do  no  less 
Than  cease  to  curse,  and  wholly  bless. 

For  if  the  charm  this  female  band 

Finds  in  you  so  immense  is. 
That  they  contentedly  cau  stand 

The  smell  your  weed  dispenses, 
A  compliment  they  pay  vou  then 
You  will  not  gain  from  fellow-men ! 


A  CERTAIN  CURE. 

["  Eating  sugarpluma  ii  the  bett  cure  for  mun- 
dane Borrows.*' — A  ladiet'  Journal,  Sept,  19.] 

Whatevee  the  sorrows  that  chasten  yonr 
life, 
A   cure  for   them   all   you  will  quickly 
receive. 
If  Phtlus  should  prove  an  unsuitable  wife, 
If  children  undutif  ol  cause  ^ou  to  grieve, 
Just  get  at  the  nearest  oonfectioner*8  shop. 
The   cheap  and   the    comforting   chocolate 
drop! 

If  the  treatise  at  which  you  have  constantly 
worked, 
(Four  volumes  portraying  **  the  Growth  of 
Mankind,") 
By  editors  still  is  consistently  burked. 

If  publishers  still  to  its  merits  are  blind, 
You  grieve  at  their  foolish  perversity ;  well. 
There's  healing   and  balm    in  ^e   sweet 
caramel. 

PerhaiM  you  may  find— many  do— that  your 

debts 
Are    steadily    growing,    while    incomes 

decay. 
And  constant  attempts    to  increase  your 

assets 
By  bold  speculation  seem  hardly  to  pay ; 
Though  '*  Turks*'  may  decline,  do  not  grieve 

at  your  ph'ght, 
But  buy,  as  a  substitutei  Turkish  Delight! 

In  fact,   if    misfortunes    should    seem   to 

oppress,  [endure. 

No  longer    their    burden    you'll    sadly 

You  'U  have  in  the  midst  of  calamity's  stress 

A  certain  specific  that  cannot  but  cure ; 
"Away    with    all    sorrow!"  our    teacher 

repots, 
*'Don*t  grieve  at  existence,  but  ta&te  of  its 
sweets  I'' 


TO  ALTHEA  IN  CHURCH. 

You  weren't  so  far  off  but  I  knew  you, 

I  instantlj  knew  you  were  there  I 
On  my  Ancient  and  Modem  I  drew  you 

Between  the  first  hymn  and  the  prayer. 
I  'm  glad  that  my  eyes  keen  and  quick  are. 

When  there  are  such  prospects  to  see. 
You  're  looking  straight  up  at  the  Vicar — 

I  wish  you  'a  look  over  at  me ! 

You  've  a  hat  that  is  jgrauzy  and  shady. 

Your  gown  is  a  dehcate  grey- 
So  fair  and  so  dainty  a  lady 

Ne'er  entered  the  Church  till  to-day ! 
Your  chaperon  quietly  dozes. 

Would  I  were  a  wizard,  for  you  I 
A  wave  of  my  wand,  and  with  roses 

Should  suddenly  blossom  your  pew 


ROBERT'S   PICTER. 

Br  some  stordinary  mibtake  on  the  part  of 

some  wery  hemenent  taker  of  Poortraits,  I 

was  last  week  requested  for  to  go  to  him  and 

set  for  my  Picter. 

He  tola  me  in  his  letter  that  his  reason  for 

wanting  me  to  set  to  him  was,  becoz  he  wanted 

to  have  the  Pict^s  of  all  the  Members  of  the 

Copperation^  and  of  course  they  wood  not  be 

complete  without  mine,  for  tho  of  course  he 

Imew  that  I  was  not  a  real  Common  Coun- 

seller,  still,  he  diort  that  I  had  left  sitoh  a 

mark  among  tiiem  by  my  ten  years  constant 

service  and  nnwaryinff  atention  to  em,  that 

the  hole  matteor  woud  be  wanting  in  oom- 

pleteness  if  mv  Picter  was  omitted,  even  if 

it  was  only  as  *^  Mr.  Robebt  the  City  Waiter  " 

a  leading  off  the  preeession  or  a  bringing  up  the 

Reer  I  I  remem  oers  werry  well  when  the  ot^er 

City  Picter  was  printed,  about  a  year  ago, 

when  the  Loed  Maeb*s  three  Footmen,  all  in 

their  werry  hansum- 

est    uniforms,    was 

placed  exactly  in  the 

front,  and  all  being 

fine  hansum  fellers, 

as  they  undowtedly 

is,  they  were  thort  to 

have  taken  the  shine 

out  of  the  hole  Picter, 

but    that    was    in 

course  guite  a  dif- 

front  thmg,  and  this 

new  one  is  to  be  quite 

werry  diffrent  from 

that  one,  and  carried 

out  in  quite  another 

st^le  altogether,  and 

will,  I  shoud  think, 

atract  such  uniwer- 

sal  admiration  as  will 

quite  cut  out  the  Picter  Gallery  as  was  shown 

at  Gildall  last  summer. 

Sum  few  of  the  werry  hansumest  of  the  hole 

Court  as  has  bin  and  got  taken  already,  has 

bin  and  stuck  theirselves  up  in  the  Reading 

Room,  and  werry  proud  they  is  of  their  ap- 

perience,  and  Beowv  and  Me  has  got  sum  of 

the  Atendents  to  let  us  go  in  before  the 

Members  comes,  and  see  em  privately.  Beowv 

says  as  how  as  he 's  quite  sure  as  there  must 

be  sum  mistake  about  me,  beooz  as  he  cam*t 

at  aU  see  how  I  shoud  fit  in  with  the  rest. 

But  there 's  werrv  little  dout  in  my  mind  that 

it's  all  a  case  oi  geloey  with  Beowk,  who 

woud  werry  much  like  to  have  sitch  a  chance. 
•  •  •  •  • 

I  had  my  chance  of  going  yesterday,  and 
werry  kind  the  Gennelman  wos  who  took  me. 
and  ne  took  me  three  times,  to  make  sure  of 
me.  He  said  as  I  was  a  werry  good  Setter, 
and  that  everybody  woud  know  who  I  was  by 
my  likeneeses  in  Punch,  and  lots  of  peeple 
woud  like  to  git  my  Picter,  as  it  was  a 
werry  good  likeness.  Bobeet. 


A  TERRIBLE  TRAHSFOEKATIOH ; 

Or,  Evolution  Oone  Wrong, 

["  It  if  probable  that  the  butterfly  postillion,  by 
an  invene  proceM  of  evolution,  becomes  in  time 
the  Bombre  fly-driyer." — Jamea  Fayn.] 

OH^polychromatic  postillion, 

who  sooureth  the  Scarborough  plains, 
And  beareth  the  travel- 
ling milHon 
For  infinitesimal  gains ; 
Oh,  butterfly,  picture  thee 
— there  is  the  rub ! — 
Developing  backwards  to 
worse  than  a  grub ! 


It  fills  me  with  doldrums 
and  dolour. 
To  picture  thy  scarlet 
and  blue      [colour,"    c^^ 

Becoming  so  saoly  "off    T 
Descending  to  bumble- 
bee hue; 

To  dandy-grey  russet ;  dunducketty  dun  I 

Oh,  Payn,  this  is  pamf uL    You  must  be  in 
fun! 

A  fly-driver  frumpy  and  fusty  ? 

Ton  might  as  well  just  be  a  fly. 
All  fuzzy,  and  huzzy,  and  dusty, 

A  horror  to  ear  and  to  eye. 
A-booming    about    and    ny  -  blowing    the 

crockery, 
No,  no,  gentle  Patn,  this   is  surely  mere 
mockery. 

Would  Daewif  were  htre  to  demolish 
**  Development "  turned  upside  down. 

Yon  urchin  in  pink  and  high  polish 
Degraded  to  rain-beaten  brown  ? 

A  butterfly  turned  a  blackbeetle  were  sad. 

But  nought  to  the  fate  of  our  postboy,  poor 
lad! 

A  Hansom  may  sink  to  a  '*  Shoful,'* 

A  racer  deecend  to  the  rank : 
But  this  metamorphosis  woeful 

Is  fortune's  most  pitiless  prank. 
Smart  urchin  in  emerald,  cobalt,  vermilion, 
Turn  fly-driver  Y    Far  better  die  a  postillion ; 


MORGENLIED. 


(By  a  Light  Sleeper,) 

'*  Ys  litde  birds  that  sit  and  sing" 

Outside  my  window  when  the  day  is  dawning. 
How  I  should  like  your  little  necks  to  wring, 
I  fain  would  sleep,  with  weariness  I'm 
yawning. 
Although  for  rest  you  may  not  feel  inclined. 
Do  cease,   I  beg  of  you,   that  aimless 
twitter: 
Trv  without  noise  the  early  worm  to  find. 
Why  should  you  seek  my  rest-time  to  em- 
bitter? 
No  doubt  you  think  your  maddening  cheep 

Sweeter  than  son^  of  nightingrale  or  linnet. 
But,  tossing  here  with  imprecations  deep, 

I  do  dedfl^  I  find  no  sweetness  in  it. 
'*  Higher  up  I  move  on  I "  or  stay  and  hold 
your  tongues. 
Had  I  a  gun,  the  twig  you'd  quickly  bop  it ; 
I  wish  you  'd  exerdse  your  little  lungs 
A  thousand  miles  from  here.    In  mercy 
stop*  it  I 

The  Cyclist's  Cycle. 
{An  Elderly  tpould-be  Wheelman' $  Expeiienee.) 

Discuis  the  question,—**  Why  Cyde  P  " 
Purchase  a  roadster,— Buy  Cyde  I 
Mount  it,  and  tumble  off^— IVy  Cyde ! 
Home  bruised  and  shivering,— lade  I 
Read  the  Lancet,  am  horrified,— Shy  Cycle ! 
Sdl  off  at  a  sacrifice,- Fie  Cycle  I 
And  dat  was  the  end  of  my  Cycle  I 
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A   LITTLE   FLIRTATION. 

Mr,  0.  "Yia,  ICiia.  I  mntiiilt  aoixi  with  toit.    *  Local  Opnov'  is— u— uic— icon  ob  uu  or  av  Im?oitttbi.'* 
Mim  Eanawi  {horriJUd,  iigpp$aHHg  inihs  do^^     *'OkI  Mb.  G.I  Kb.  G.  1 1" 

J"  .  • .  Looftl  optloii ...  if  pretending  to  the  honour  of  a  remedy,  ii  little  bettor  than  an  impoitnre. ...  I  am  glad  to  lee  that  Kr.  C: 
Ito  in  your  pKaM»,**'^Sxtraeifiom  a  ZstUr  wriiim  ^  Mr,  OkMone  to  ths  Bitkop  cf  CK$tttr,    8i»  Ihily  Pap^,  Sept,  19.]      # 


jitizcd  by 


c^ooQle 


Septbmber  29,  1894.] 
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HERRICK  ON  RATIONAL 
DRESS. 

Yes,  **  Kniokera  "  are  the  pro- 
per dress 
Wherewith  a  Cycle's  seat  to 

press  J 
Gonyenient,  and^should  you 

be  thrown — 
Making  less  re-ve-la-ti-on ; 
There's  less  of  danger,  aye, 

and  dirt. 
Attending  the  divided  skirt. 
I  will  not  say  I  wholly  like 
To  see  my  JnuA  on  a  ^  *  bike  " : 
I  will  not  say  that  I  should 

choofe 
To  see  CoRnrirA  don  the  trews ; 
But  yet,  if  either  beauty  feel 
That  she  is  bound  to  oyole- 

wheel, 
(like  to  a  she-Ixion)  then. 
Since  ladies  aim  to  ride  like 
men,  [teaches 

'Tis  dear  that  all  experience 
That  it  is  best  to  wear  knee- 
breeches. 
And  drop  the  prejudice  that 

doth  dote 
On  the  tempestuous  petticoat. 
A  skirt  that  oatoheth  here  and 
there,  [ing  bare, 

And  leaves  a  stretch  of  stock- 
Baiments  that  ruck,  and  cause 
thereby  [f usedly  ;— 

The   wheeb    to    move    con- 
All  these  be  awkward  follies, 
sure,  [menture. 

Compared    with    dual    gar- 
Knickers  and  leggingp,    oy- 

and-by, 
With    their    unfeigned   sim- 
plicity. 
Will  more  bewitch  us— on  a 

'*bike"— 
Than  flowing  skirts  we  now  do 
like! 


MAKING  THINGS  SMOOTH. 

Keeper  (to  Spartemen,  toko  have  Just  fired  aU  /our  barrels  without  touching  a 
feather),  '*  Dbart  n  I   vncommok  stboko  on  the  Wiko  Bibds  is,  Gbn- 

TLBMXN  I     'StONUHINO    AMOWT    O'  ShOT    TEXT   GABRIX8   AWAT  WIT^  'XM 
TO  BS  SUSK  !  " 


THB   "ATTTOMATIO'* 
OOHSCIEHOE. 

[A  Ute  report  of  the  Aatomatie 
Machine  Company  says  thai  out 
of  erery  twelre  ooina  plaoed  la 
the  sbt  two  are  biul.] 

Average  **ffonest  Man  "  lof .  .— 

Put  a  penny  in  the  slot? 
That  is  simply  tommy-rot ! 
If  /want  a  cigarette. 
Or  some  butter  sootch,  you  bet, 
If  /put  a  penny  in, 
'Tiia5a</oneI    Bitsoftin, 
Workmen'^  tickets,  discs  of 

zinc. 
Aught   that*s  rounded  and 

will  chink. 
Chips  of  copper  filed  to  size. 
Tokens,  countert— all  I  tries. 
Takes  a  lot  o*  trouble,  too. 
To  fake  up  a  reglar  ''  do.'' 
So  for  nix  I  often  get 
Butter  sootch  or  dgunette. 
Oh  I  it  is  a  spleudid  joke ! 
I  should  like  to  see  toe  bloke 
When  he  turns  'em  out  I    Oh 

lor! 
Twenty  per  cent,  are  shams — 

or  more! 
Honest?     Wot?    To  a   ma- 
chine f 
You    must  think    me  jolly 

green! 
The  machine    can't  oop    or 

blow! 
Automatics  do  not  know. 
If  I  pop  a  **  Frenchy  "  in. 
Or  a  lump  of  brass  or  tin, 
Who 's  to  tell  that  I  do  not 
Put  a  penny  in  the  slot? 


Ih  the  ?BJU».—The  Crueky 
of  the  Jap.  By  the  Author  A 
The  Kindness  of  the  Celestial. 


A  LITTLE  FLIRTATION. 

ScKiTE  —  The  *'  Gothenburg  Arms,**  under  new  {Municipal) 
Management,  licensed  for  the  sale  of  liquors  for  the  public  profit 
only,  Mr.  O.,  an  elderly  but  cheerful  and  chatty  customer,  and 
Miss  JossPHiNE,  a  smart  barmaid,  discovered  conversing  across 
the  counter. 
Miss  Joe  (aside).  Why,  here  is  that  chirpy  old  josser  again!    I 

wonder,  now.  what  is  his  little  game  here  f 
Mr,  G,  (aside).  Aha!  there  she  is^  looking  smart  as  fresh  paint! 
(Aloud,)    Good  morning.  Miss   Joaxr!    How  are  you,  my 
dear? 
Mtss  Joe,  Ah,  tha-anks.    /'m  all  right. 
Mr,  G,  Which  you  look  it  iadeed !    Just  a 


Really,  mj  dear  Mr.  O..  tou  are  getting  on  fast, 
lyyou  mean  **  chucking ''  Miss  H.  and  the  rest  of 


Jrlass  of  the  usual,  my  dear,  if  you  pl< 
he  (drawing  it).  Oh,  I  thought  you  'd  turned  total  abstainer 
or  something. 
Mr,  G,         Dear  no!  That  *s  your  chaff ;  you  were  always  a  tease. 
Miss  Joe  {bristlwg),  A  tease,  Mr.  Ot,  ?    Why,  I  wouldn^t  demean 

myself.  What  can  it  matter  to  me  what  you  take  ? 
Mr,  G,  Come  now.  Miss  Job,  don't  be  raspy  this  morning. 
Miss  Joe.  Me  raspy,  indeed  I    Well,  tou  do  take  the  cake  I 

You 'ye  been  awfully  down  on  the  Bungs  for  a  long  time,  haye 
you  and  your  friends,  that  Miss  Hascouxt  and  such. 
Mr,  G,  Don't  call  her  mv  friend,  if  you  please^  dear  Miss  JosiT. 
Miss  Joe,  On,  come !— I  sayl— this  is  a  trifie  too  much  I 

Were  not  you  and  that  Lawsok,  and  others,  fair  pals;  Local 
Optioners  down  to  the  ground,  and  all  that  r 
Mr.  G,  (airily).  Oh,  now  I  am  '* freer"  and  much  less  *' responsible." 

Makes  such  a  difference  I 
Miss  Joe,                                     What  are  you  at  ? 
Mr,  G,  Why,  my  dear  girl,  this  new  Gothenburg  system  always  has 
struck  me  as  quite  the  sole  chance 
Of  escape  from  predicament  truly  contemptible- only  fair  pro- 
mise of  real  adyance. 
8o  (riad  to  see  you  so  actiye  in  aid  of  it  I 
Miss  Joe  {eoquettishly).  Oh,  Mr.  G.  I  if  Miss  H.  could  but  hear 1 


Mr.  G.  (pettishly).  Bother  Miss  H.I    Looal  Option's  her  fad,  and 
I  'm  frieDOJy,  of  course,  to  it,  only,  my  dear. 
The  mere  limitation  of  numberfr—her  idol  and  Parliamenf  s  also  for 

twenty  years  jyast— 
Is  all  tommy- rot  as  a  remedy  ! 
Miss  Joe.  Re  " 

Don't  mean  to  sayyi 

the  Vetoers,  Wilfkid  and  all  ? 
What  will  Ae  say  ?    He 'U  be  giying  you  beans ;  and  that  blessed 
Alliance  will  raise  a  big  squall. 
Mr.    G.    *' Charge,   Chester,  charge  I  "is  my   Marmion-motto. 
LiiwsoN  and  Dawsov  may  kick  up  a  row. 
But  I  back  you  and  the  Gothenburg  system.  Miss  Job,  and  of 
courBe  I  can  own  to  it—noir  / 
Miss  Joe,  Well,  I  feel  flattered!    But  oh,  poor  Miss  H. 
Mr,  G.  JBntre  nous,  my  dear  Jos,  Looal  Option,  per  se. 

Is  just  an  Imposture ! ! ! 
Miss  H.  (who  has  entered  unperceivedl.  Oh.  u  it  ?    My  fayourite 
measure,  too!    Oh,  Mister  G. I  Mister  G.  I 
Call  you  this  baokiDg  your  friends  ?    And  to  her  too,  that  minx 

who  was  f  abe  to  you  when  /  was  true  I 
Really  it's  not  safe  to  leaye  you  a  moment  I    Tou  naughty  dd 
mischief  you— come  along,  do  ! 


Friendly  Lead  for  the  Owner  of  "  Ladaa." 

Thi  Nonconformist  Conscience,  which  doth  mark 
Poor  Pnmoas  with  the  ire  of  an  apostle. 

Will  probably  consider  it  a  lark 
To  see  swift  Ladas  beaten  by  a  Throstle, 

Accept  the  omen,  Ro8EBSBT  ;  turn  'cute  hedger ; 

And  hy  the  Bethel  blend  of  '*  Baint "  and  *'  Ledger." 


Ths 


Puu  OF  TBI  Pabtt  Sobibi.— It  Is  said  that  ^'upright 

'  ayind  seriyener's  palsy  or  penman's  onunp.    Perhapa  so. 

But  then  there  is  so  Httle  demand  for  upright  writers  I 


! 
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LYRE   AND    LANCET. 

(A  Story  in  Semes.) 

PART  XnL— WHAT'S  IN  A  KAHE^ 

SCKms  XXn. — At  the  Supper-table  in  the  Housekeeper's  Moam, 
Mn.  PoMFRET  and  Tkkdwkll  are  at  the  head  and  foot  of  the 
table  respectively/.  UiTDlBSHELL  is  between  Mrs.  Pomfer  and 
Miss  Phillifson.     The  Steward* s  Room  Boy  waits, 

Tredwell.  I  don't  see  Mr.  Aoahs  here  this  evening,  Mrs.  Pom- 
FBBT.    What 's  the  reason  of  that  ? 

Mrs,  Pomfret,  Why,  he  asked  to  be  ezoosed  to-night^  Mr.  Trxd- 
wsLL.  Yon  see  some  of  the  visitors'  coachmen  are  putting  np  their 
horses  here,  and  he's  helping  Mr.  Checklet  enterUun  them. 
(To  UimntSHKLL.)  Mr.  Adams  is  our  Stnd-Oroom,  and  him  and 
Mr.  Chbcklkt,  the  'ed  coachman,  are  very  friendly  just  now. 
Adams  is  yerv  oleyer  with  his  horses,  J  believe,  and  I  'm  sore  he  'd 
have  liked  a  talk  with  you ;  it 's  a  pity  he 's  engaged  elsewhere  this 
evening. 

Undershell  (mystiAed),  I — I  'm  exceedingly  sorry  to  have  missed 
him.  Ma'am.  (7*0  himself)  Is  the  Stud-Groom  literary  ^  1  wonder  ? 
. . ,  Ah,  no.  I  rememlwr  now ;  I  allowed  Miss  Prillipson  to 
oondude  that  my  tastes  were  equestrian.  Perhaps  it 's  just  as  well 
the  Stud-Groom  isnH  here ! 

Mrs,  Fomfr,  Well,  he  may  drop  in  later  on,    I  shouldn't  be 
suiprised  if  you  and  he 
had  met  before. 

IJnd,  {to  himself), 
/should.  (Aloud.)  I 
hardly  think  it 's  pro- 
bable. 

Mrs,  Pomfr,  1  We 
known  stranger  things 
than  that  happen. 
Why,  only  the  other 
day,  a  gentleman  came 
into  this  very  room,  as 
it  might  be  yourself, 
and  it  struck  me  he 
was  looking  very  hard 
at  me,  and  by-and-by 
he  says,  **Tou  don^t 
recollect  m^.  Ma'am, 
but  I  know  you  very 
well,"  says  he.  So  I 
said  to  him,  **  You  cer- 
tainly have  the  advan- 
tage of  me  at  present, 
Sir."  "Well,ila'am,'' 
he  says,  **many  years 
ago  I  had  the  nonour 
and  privilege  of  beiag  Steward's  Room  Boy  in  a  house  where  you 
was  Stillroom  Maid;  and  I  consider  I  owe  the  position  I  have  I'iooe 
attained  entirely  to  the  good  advice  you  used  to  give  me,  as  I  've 
never  forvot  it,  ICa'am,"  says  he.  Thea  it  flashed  across  me  who  it 
was— "Mr.  Pocklikotok!:!"  says  I.  Which  it  were.  And  hira 
own  man  to  the  Duke  of  DuMBLBsnisE !  Which  was  what  made  it 
so  verv  nice  and  'andsome  of  him  to  remember  me  all  that  time. 

Una.  (perfunctorily).  It  must  have  been  most  gratifying,  Ma'am. 
( To  himself?!  1  hope  this  old  lady  hasn't  any  more  anecdotes  of  this 
highly  interesting  nature.  I  mustn't  neglect  Miss  Phtllipson— 
especially  as  I  haven't  very  long  to  stay  here. 

IHe  consults  his  watch  stealthilif. 

Miss  Phillipson  (observing  the  action).  I'm  sorry  you  find  it 
so  slow  here ;  it's  not  very  polite  of  you  to  show  it  quite  so  openly 
though,  I  must  say.  [She  pouts. 

Und,  (to  himself),  1  can't  let  this  poor  girl  think  me  a  brute! 
But  I  must  be  careful  not  to  go  too  far.  (To  her^  in  an  undertone 
which  he  tries  to  render  unemotional,)  Don't  misunderstand  me 
like  that.  If  I  looked  at  my  watch,  it  was  merely  to  count  the 
minutes  that  are  left.  In  one  short  half  hour  I  must  go— I  must 
pass  out  of  your  life,  and  you  must  forget— oh,  it  will  Se  easy  for 
you— but  for  me,  ah!  you  cannot  think  that  I  shall  carry  away 
a  heart  entirely  unscathed.  Believe  me  I  shall  alw^ays  l<)ok  back 
gratefully,  reirretfully,  on 

Phill,  (bending  her  head  with  a  gratified  little  giggle).  I  declare 
you  're  beginning  all  that  again.  I  never  did  see  such  a  cure  as  you  are. 

Und.  (to  himself  displeased).  I  wish  she  coiUd  bring  herself  to 
take  me  a  little  more  Seriously.  I  can  not  consider  it  a  compliment 
to  be  called  a  **  cure  "—whatever  that  is. 

Steptoe  (considering  it  time  to  interfere).  Come,  Mr.  Undershell 
all  this  whispering  reelly  is  not  fair  on  the  company  I  You  mustn't 
hide  your  bushel  under  a  napkin  like  this ;  don*t  reserve  all  your 
sparklers  for  Miss  Phillifsok  there. 

Und.  (stiffly).  I-— ah— was  not  making  any  remark  that  could  be 
described  as  a  sparkler.  Sir.    I  don't  syeMe. 


a  gmi  I 


Phill.  (demurely).  He  was  being  rather  aentfanental  jui^ 
Mr.  SrrFTOE,  as  it  happens.    Not  that  he  oan'i  ni^Ie, 
likes.    Fm  sure  if  you  d  heard  how  he  went  on  in  t&e  fly  I 

St$ptoe  (with  maliee).  Not  having  been  priviloecd  to  be 
perhaps  our  friend  here  could  recolleot  a  few  of  the  beet 
them. 

Miss  Dolman.  Do,  Mr.  Undibshsll,  ideaee«    I  do  lsr« 
laugh. 

Und.  (eritnson).  I— you  really  must  excuse  me.     I  saad  noUd^ 
worth  repeating.    I  don't  remember  that  I  was  pertieularij 

Slept.  Pardon  me.    Afraid  I  was  indiscreet.    We  flinst  ^lare  Mia 
Phtllipson's  blushes  by  all  manner  of  means. 

Phill.  Oh,  it  was  nothing  of  that  sort  Mr.  Stkftok!  J'veBD 
objection  to  repeat  what  he  said.    He  called  me  a  little 
thmg  or  other.    No ;  he  said  that  in  the  train,  though.     But  be 
have  it  that  the  old  cab-horse  was  a  magic  steed,  and  the  fly  an  cs- 
chanted  chariot ;  and  I  don't  know  what  all.     (As  nobody 

with  his  face  ptafeeQy 


I 


"  He  luttingly  didnU'give  me  the  imprettion  of  bf ing  a  Oentleman 


It  sounded  awfully  funny  as  he  said  it, 
solemn  like  it  is  now,  I  assure  you  it  did ! 

Slept,  ipatronisingly).  I  can  readily  believe  it  We  ehmll  hsfv 
you  contributing  to  some  ai  our  yumerous  periodicals,  Mr.  UvsEt- 
SHELL,  Sir.  betore  long.  Such  facetious  talent  is  too  good  to  be 
lost,  it  reelly  is . 

T^^nd.  (to  himself,  writhing).  I  gave  her  credit  for  more  aant^.  To 
make  me  publicly  ridiculous  like  this !  [He  smlk^ 

Miss  StseJOer  (to  M. 
RiDBVOS,  who  Muddenl^ 
rises).  Mosaoo,  you  *ii 
not  goina/  Why » what- 
ever's  the  matter  f 

M.    Rsd^roa.     Pair- 
meet  zat  I    make  my 
depart    I  am  ot  at  z; 
arr. 
[General  outcry  amd 

sensation, 
Mrs.  Pomfr.  ( 
eerned).  Yaa 
mean  that,  Mosaoo? 
And  a  nice  diJi  cf 
auails  just  put  oo,  too, 
that  they  haven't  even 
touched  upetaira ! 

M.  Rid.  It  ia  for  zat 
I  do  not  remmain !  Zey 
'ave  not  todi  him ;  my 
pyramide,  result  of  a 
genius  8tupend,^aoniie! 
to  zem  he  is  noesing; 
zey  rettum  him  to  crash 
me !  To  -  morrow  I 
demmand  zat  Miladi  accept  my  demission.    Irit'e  souffre  trop  J 

[tie  li ares  the  room  precipitately. 
Miss  Stick,  (offering  to  rise).  It  does  seem  to  have  upset  him ! 
Shall  I  go  after  him  and  see  if  I  can't  bring  him  round  P 

Mrs.  Pomfr.  (severely).  Stay  where  you  are,  Hareiet  ;  he  *8  better 
left  to  himself.  If  he  wasn't  so  wropped  up  in  his  cookery,  he  'd 
know  there 's  always  a  dish  as  goes  the  round  untasted,  without  why 
or  wherefore.    I  've  no  patience  with  the  man ! 

Tred.  (philosophically).  That's  the  worst  of  'aving  to  do  with 
Frenchmen:  they're  so  apt  to  beyave  with  a  sutting  childishness 
that— (checking  himself)  — I  really  ask  your  pardon,  Mamsell,  I 
Quite  forgot  you  was  of  his  nationality ;  though  it  ain*t  to  be  won- 
dered at,  I  'm  sure,  for  jou  might  pass  for  an  Englishwoman  almost 
anvwhere ! 
Mile.  Chiffon.  As  you  for  Frenchman,  hein  f 
Tred.  No,  'ang  it  a//,  Mamsell,  I  'ope  there's  no  danger  o'  that! 
( To  Miss  Phillipson.)  DeUffhted  to  see  the  Countess  keeps  as  fit  as 
ever.  Miss  Phillipsoit!  Wonderful  woman  for  her  time  o*  life! 
Law.  she  did  give  the  Bishop  beans  at  dinner,  and  no  mistake  I 

Pkill.  Her  ladyship  is  pretty  geaerous  with  them  to  most  people, 
Mr.  Tredwell.  I  'm  sure  I  'd  have  left  her  long  ago,  if  it  wasn't 
for  Lady  Maibib— who  is  a  lady,  if  you  like ! 

T^ed.  She  don't  favour  her  ma,  I  will  say  that  for  her.  By  the 
way,  who  is  the  party  they  brought  down  with  them  ?  a  yoim^sh 
looking  chap — seemed  a  bit  out  of  nis  helement,  when  he  first  come  in, 
though  he's  soon  got  over  that,  judging  by  the  way  him  and  your 
Lady  Rhoda.,  Miss  Dolmak,  was  'omiobbing  together  at  table ! 

PhiU.  Nobody  came  down  with  my  ladies:  they  must  have  met 
him  in  the  bus,  I  expect.    What  is  lu^  name  r 

Tred.  Why,  he  give  it  to  me,  I  know,  when  I  enounced  him )  bat 
it's  gone  clean  out  of  my  head  again.  He 's  got  the  Y emey  Chamber, 
i  know  that  much ;  but  what  trai  his  name  again  P  I  shall  forget 
my  own  next 

Und.  (involuntarily).  In  the  Yemey  Chamber  F  TKaii  tki)  name 
must  be  Spitexbll  I  r^.  ...      ..     (  ^C\C\CS\c> 


H 
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J^hiU.  {starting),  SpuiulellI    Why,  fused  to Bat  of  coone 

it  oanH  be  him  ! 

Tred,  Spurrsll  was  the  name,  though.  ( With  a  resentful  glare 
at  XJiTDERSHELL.)  I  don't  know  now  you  oame  to  be  aware  of  it,  Sir! 
Und,  Why,  the  fact  is,  I  happened  to  find  ont  that—CAere  he  re- 
eeicee  an  admonitory  drive  in  the  buck  from  theBov) — that  hit  name 
•ra«  Spubrell.  ( To  himself,)  I  wish  this  infernal  Boy  wouldn't  be 
80  officious ;  but  perhapshe 's  right  I 

TVed,  Ho,  indeed  I  Well,  another  time,  Mr.  Huin>EB8HELL,  if  you 
require  information  about  parties  staving  with  Us,  pVaps  jpn  'if  be 
grood  enough  to  apply  to  me  personally,  instead  of  nicldnf  it  up  in 
some  'ole  and  comer  fashion.  (nin>KR8HBLL  controls  his  indignation 
unth  diffietiUf/.)  To  return  to  the  indiyidual  in  question,  Miss 
PHiixiPsoir,  I  should  haye  said  mypclf  he  was  something  in  the 
artistic  or  littery  way ;  he  suttingly  didn't  give  me  the  impression 
of  heinsr  a  Gentleman. 

Phill.  (to  herself,  relievedj.  Then  it  isn*t  my  Jsx !  I  might  haye 
known  he  wouldn't  be  yisiting  here,  and  carrying  on  with  Lady 
Rhodas.  He  'd  never  forget  himself  like  that— if  he  has  foijgotten  me ! 
Slept,  It  strikes  me  he 's  more  of  a  sporting  character,  Trsdwkll. 
I  know  when  I  was  circulating  with  the  cigarettes,  and  so  on,  in  the 
hall  just  now,  he  was  telling  the  Captain  some  anecdote  about  an  old 
steeplechaser  that  was  faked  up  to  win  a  Selling  Handicap,  and  it 
tickled  me  to  that  extent  I  could  hardly  hold  the  spirit-lamp  steady ! 
Tred,  I  may  be  mistook,  Btiptos.  All  /  can  say  is,  that  when 
me  and  James  was  serrinir  cawfy  to  the  ladies  in  the  drawinr-room, 
some  of  them  had  got  'old  of  a  litUe  pink  book  all  spriokled  oyer 
with  frilver  cutlets,  and,  rightly  or  wrongly,  I  took  it  to  'ave  some 
connection  with  'im. 

Und,  [excitedly).  Pink  and  silver  I  Might  I  ask— was  it  a  yolume 
of  Ppotry.  called— er—^n</roin#</a  f 

Tred,  (crttshingly).  That  I  did  not  take  the  liberty  of  inquiring, 
Sir,  as  you  might  be  aware  if  you  was  a  little  more  familiar  with  the 
hetiquette  of  good  Serciety. 

[Undebshell  collapses  ;  Mr.  Adams  enters,  and  steps  into  the 
chair  vacated  by  the   Chef  next  ttt  Mrs.  Pomfbst,  with 
whom  he  converses, 
Und,  (to  himself).  To  think  that  they  may  be  discussing  my  book 

in  the  orawinir-room  at  this  very  moment,  while' I— I {He 

chokes,)  Ah,  it  won't  bear  thinking  of !  I  must— I  will  get  out  of 
this  cursed  place !  I  have  stood  this  too  long  as  it  is !  But  I  won't 
go  till  I  have  seen  this  fellow  Sfubxell,  and  made  him  give  me  back 
my  things.  What's  the  time  ?  ...  ten  I  I  can  go  at  last.  {He  rises,) 
Mrs.  Pom  fkrt,  will  you  kin^  excuse  me  ?  I— I  find  I  must  go  at  once. 
Mrs,  Pon\fr,  Wdl,  Mr.  JTvukosexll,  Sir,  you  're  the  best  judge ; 
and,  if  you  really  can 't  stop,  this  is  Mr.  AnAics,  who  '11  take  you 
round  to  the  stables  himseli,  and  do  anything  that's  necessary. 
Won't  you,  Mr.  Adamb  ? 

Adams,  So  you  're  off  to-ni^ht.  Sir,  are  vou  ?  Well,  I  'd  rather  h%' 
shown  you  Deerfoot  by  daylight,  myself;  but  there,  I  dessay  that 
won't  make  much  difference  to  you,  so  long  as  vou  <ib  see  the  'orse  ? 
Und.  [to  himself).  So  Deerfoot 's  a  horse  /  One  of  the  features  of 
Wyvem,  I  suppose ;  they  seem  very  anxious  I  shouldn't  miss  it. 
7  don't  want  to  see  the  beast;  but  I  daresay  it  won't  take  many 
minutes;  and,  if  I  don't  humour  this  man,  I  shan't  get  a  convey- 
anoe  to  go  away  in!  (Aloud,)  No  difference  whatever— to  me, 
I  shall  be  delighted  to  be  shown  Deerfoot :  only  I  really  can't  wait 
much  longer ;  I— I  've  an  appointment  elsewhere ! 

Adams,  Right,  Sir-  you  jpet  your 'at  and  coat,  and  come  along 
with  me,  and  you  shall  see  him  at  once. 

[Unorbshell  takes  a  hasty  farewell  of  Miss  PHiLLirsoir  and 
th£  company  generally— ^one  of  whom  attempts  to  detain 
him— and  follows  his  gfiide.  As  the  door  closes  upon  them, 
he  hears  a  burst  of  stifled  merriment,  amidst  which  Miss 
Phillipson's  laughter  is  only  too  painfully  recognisable, 

A  TRUST  TO  BE  TRUSTED. 

[It  is  proposed  to  form  a  "  Trust  for  the  Preserration  of  Beautiful  or 
HlBtoricaf  Places."] 

"  A  THING  of  beauty  is  a  joy  for  I  And    tramj^ling    Cockney   Goth 


«T «. ! "  [you  were,  and  clever , 
Nay  Keats,  sweet  bard,  earnest 
But  "Things  of  Beauty'*  will  not 

long  be    joys "  fboys : 

If  left  to  jerry- builders,  cads,  ana 
And  'Arrt's  knife,  ana  the  fern- 


would  quicl^  mar  [of  war. 
More  than  the  devastating  tread 
Such  io  preserve,  with  all  their 

winning  beauties,  [duties, — 
Is  surely  Civilisation's  first  of 
Preserve  from  ravage  of  the  rash 


digger's  trowel,  fbowel  •     cheap-tripper, 

Usea  to  disfigure  and  to  aisem-  Or  wanton  blade  of  'Arrt  the 


Art*8  masterpieces  and  dear  Na- 
ture's charms, 

Will  work  on  Beauty's  world  de- 
stmotive  harms. 

Sacred  to  silence,  that  the  still 
monk's  sandal  [vulgar  Vandal 

Bnke  only,  spots  thfre  are  the 


cheek-chipper 
And  nose-disngurer,  with  his  Poll 

or  'TiLDER,  [Builder. 

Or  wreckage  of  the  Speculattve 
So   Punch,    the  beanty-loviDg. 

thoughtful,  just,  (Tmst ! 

Wishes  success  to  the  new  Beauty 


ENHANCED  VALUE. 

*^rry.  "What  sort  of  ▲  Job's  that  you 'vr  got  at  Babrl 
Buildings,  Alf?" 

Alf,  <' Jollt  'ard  ;  all  the  Messages  anb  Parcels  from  the 
TOP  of  the  'Ouse  to  the  Basement  go  through  me  ;  and  I  'm 
only  getting  Thirty  Bob  a  Week  ! " 

*Arry,  "  Tell  ter  what,  old  Man,  you  'd  command  double 
the  Money  if  you  was  fitted  up  with  a  Lift  and  a  Spsakin*- 

TUBE  !  " 


"LOST  RINGS." 

8iE,'I  have  seen  some  letters  in  the  DaUy  Graphic  on  the  above 
subject.  A  much  more  curious  thing  happened  to  me  on  April  1 ,  1887, 
at  twenty-five  minutes  past  ten  in  the  morning.  I  dropped  a  pin 
about  four  yards  from  the  south- western  comer  of  the  Marble  Arch. 
It  is  almost  incredible  that  exactly  three  years  later  I  picked  up  a 
pin.  at  4. 17  in  the  afternoon,  three  yards  and  seven  andaquarter  inones 
to  the  south-east  of  the  Humane  Society's  Keceiving  House.  I  have 
studied  carefully  the  levels  of  the  ground,  the  flow  of  the  surf aoe 
water,  and  the  direction  of  the  prevailing  air  currents,  and  I  am 
reluctantly  forced  to  the  conclusion  that  it  was  not  the  same  pin. 
Had  it  been,  I  should  have  found  it  five  and  a  half  inches  furuier 
north.  The  question  now  is,  whose  pin  was  it? — Your  obedient 
it.  Scientific  Invbotioatob. 


Dear  Sir,— Some  weeks  ago  I  rode  outside  an  omnibus  from 
Piccadilly  Circus  to  Charinff  Cross.  Getting  down  hastily,  when  I 
found  that  it  went  on  to  Westminster  instead  of  the  City,  I  left 
behind  a  large  grey  parrot  in  a  cage,  a  siphon  of  soda-water,  and  a 
St.  Bernard  dog.  Yesterday,  when  I  climbed  on  to  an  omnibus 
following  the  same  route,  I  found  my  catre.  my  siphon,  and  my  dog  I . 
It  was  the  same  omnibus,  and  the  faithful  oeast  was  btill  there. 
Unfortunately  the  parrot  and  the  soda-water  were  not,  for  the 
sagacious  animal  had  evidently  made  use  of  them  to  sustain  life, 
not  very  satisfactorily,  for  he  was  a  mere  skeleton. 

Yours  obediently,  Constant  Rfader. 

Deab  Mb.  Punch,— Last  evening  I  went  out  to  dinner,  and  put  ray 
one  latch-key  in  mv  pocket.  Marvellous  to  relate,  on  my  return  home 
at  three  a.m.,  I  tooK  it,  as  I  thought,  from  my  pocket  and  found  that 
it  had  become  two!  Yours  faithfully,  Boobbt  Tite. 
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''EHEU    FUGACES — " 

And  ha.tr  you  met  mt  Fribnd'Lilt  Macpherson  in  Glasgow?    How  Pretty  wk  thofght  hkeI 
** Pretty,  Grandmamma!    Why,  she's  as  Fat  as  can  be,  and  red-faced,  and  no  Teeth!" 
"Ah  well  !    Forty  Ykaeb  do  change  a  Girl  I" 


JAP  THE  GIANT-KILLER. 

{Fragment  of  a  Tale  of  New  Japin  as  told  around  a  Fire- Brazier  in 

Dai  Nippon,) 

•  ••••• 

Once  upon  a  time  in  the  Happy  Dragon-fly  shaped  Land  of  the 
Eising  Sun  there  lived  a  little  hero  named  Jap.  Small  he  was,  hut 
Yaliant  as  TAKi-NO-ucni-NO-suKTTKft  himself  of  the  long  life  and 
many-syllabled  name.  He  was  a  dead  hand  at  dragon  slayintr,  and 
had  killed  more  tigers  than  Had  esu.  He  could  exorcise  Oni  like  one 
o'clock,  these  demons  or  imps  having  an  exceeding  bad  time  of  it 
when  Jap  was,  as  he  would  term  it,  **  on  the  job."  In  fact,  his 
exploits  were  the  favourite  topic  of  talk  when  young  and  old  gathered 
around  the  hibachi,  or  fire-brazicrs,  to  list  to  tales  of  heroism,  filial 
piety,  and  Pro-Gress,  Pro-Gres^  was  the  name  of  the  great  new 
goddess  of  whom  Jap  was  a  votary.  From  her  he  had  received  the 
gift  of  a  new  **  sword  of  sharpness,"  which  would  not  only,  like 
the  gift  of  the  triple-headed  Comi*»h  giant,  **  cut  through  anytning," 
but  would  make  all  enemies  cut  like  anything. 

Little  Jap,  having  acquired  this  wonderful  sword,  compared  with 
which  that  which  Nitta  threw  into  the  sea  was  a  mere  oyster-knife, 
was  naturally  desirous  of  us>ing  it.  He  kept  it  as  sharp  as  that  of 
the  great  demon-queller  Sho-ki  ;  but  the  demons  he  quelled  with 
it  were  the  great  obstructive  ogres  known  as  Kon-serva-tism, 
Fogi-ism  and  Pre-ju-dice.  Jap  gave  those  antiquated  bogies 
beans.  The  Tfngus  and  Sho-jos  had  a  bad  time  of  it,  you  bet,  and 
the  **  bag"  of  Drajrons,  or  Tatsus,  Jap  could  show  after  one  of  his 
regular  **  battues"  was  a  caution  to  Saurians,  I  can  assure  you  ! 
He  had  a  o  'llection  of  Tatbu-t^eth  that  would  have  aroused  the 
envy  of  Cadmus,  and  given  Jason  a  high-toned  job.  As  to  that 
terrible  wild-fowl,  the  Ho-ho  bird,  with  **  the  head  of  a  pheasant, 
the  beak  of  a  swallow,  the  neck  of  a  tortoise,  and  the  outward 
semblance  of  a  dragon  "  Jap,  with  his  *'  gun  of  swiftness  "  (another 
gift  of  his  favourite  goddess)  knocked  the  Ho-hos  over  right  ana  left,  as 
though  they  were  really  pheasants  in  a  sweU  British  preserve ;  and  it 
was  commonly  said  that  when  Jap  had  a  day  among  the  Ho-hos,  there 
was  a  glut  in  the  Toyoakitsu  poultry  market  for  a  fortnight  after. 

But  Jap,  in  time,  grew  tired  of  the  common  or  cherry-garden  Ho-ho, 
and  aweary  of  such  email  sport  as  mere  dragons  and  demons  could 
furnish.     He  yearned  like  an  Anglo-Indian  Shikari  for  big  game  I 

Now  there  was  an  ugly,  but  enormous  giant,  fierce-looking  as 
Kaminari,  the  Thunder-god,  old  as  Urashima,  the  Kami-no-kuni 


Rip  Van  Winkle,  strong  as  Asaina  Saburo,  the  Dai  Nippon  Her- 
cules, big  as  Fusi-yama,  **  the  matchless  mountain,"  nch  as  the 
Treasure  Ship,  laden  with  Ta-kara-mono  (or  **  Precious  Things"), 
stubborn,  stolid,  and  unprogressive  as  Kame,  the  hairy-tailed 
tortoise,  himself.  This  tremendous  Tartar-Mongolian  Blunderbore 
had  a  number  of  fine  names,  of  flowery  flavour  and  Celestiil 
swagger *omeness,  but  we  will  call  him  Jon-nt,  for  short. 

Now  Little  Jap  hated  Big  Jon-ni,  and  Big  Jon-ni  disdained 
Little  Jap,  as  indeed  he  disdained  evervbody  else  save  his  conceited 
and  colossal  self.  Jap  curled  his  lip  at  Jon-ni  ;  Jon-ni  put  out  his 
tongue  at  Jap  like  a  China  figure ;  when  the  duodecimo  hero  bit  his 
thumb  at  the  elephantine  Celestial^  the  elephantine  Celestial  cocked  a 
snook  at  the  duodecimo  hero.  This  could  not  last.  Li  tile  Jap  was 
ambitious  to  try  his  sword  of  sharpness  and  his  gun  of  swiftness 
upon  big  game.  He  cried,  **  By  the  heroic  Hidesato  who  slew  the 
giant  Centipede,  I  wiU  have  a  slap  at  this  bouncing  Bohadil  of  a 
wooden- headed,  grand  mother- worshipping,  old  Stick-in-the-mud!" 

Some  of  his  more  timid  friends  tried  to  dissuade  him.  **  Beware, 
Jap,"  they  cried,  *'  this  Chinese  Blunderbore  is  too  big  for  thee!" 
**  Pooh !  "  retorted  the  undaunted  Jap.    *'  Itemember 

*  the  valiant  Comishman 

Who  slew  the  giant  Cormoran.' 

Am  I  not  as  big  as  Jack  now,  and  as  fit  to  play  the  Giant-killer 
as  he  ?  Too  big  ?  Why,  the  oyerjrrown  monster  is  like  the  Buddhist 
Daruma,  who,  *  arriving  in  China  in  the  sixth  century,  at  once  went 
into  a  state  of  abstraction,  which  extended  over  nine  years,  during 
which  time  he  never  moved ;  and  as  a  result  lost  the  use  of  his  legs.' 
Only  JoN-Ni  has  been  *  in  a  state  of  abstraction '  for  nine  centuries 
instead  of  nine  years,  and  has  lost  the  use  of  his  head,  as  well  as  his 
legs  I  He  hates  and  scorns  my  tutelary  goddess,  Pro-Gress,  I  will 
try  the  effect  of  her  gifts  upon  him  I    Here  goes ! ! !  " 


His  admiring  friends  dubbed  him 
And,  indeed,  when  he  **went 


Jap  the  Giant-Killer"  at 
for"   that  clumsy  Colossus, 


I  who  in  physical  projwrtions  out-Chang'd  Chang  himself,  the  result 
I  of  the  first  round,  in  which  the  swaggersome  Jon-ni  was  fairly 
'  beaten  to  his  knees,  seemed  to  justify  the  title.  But  giants  are  not 
'  usually  **  knocked  out"  in  one  round,  and— well,  my  childrtn,  tinv 
]  Jap's  further  fortunes  in  his  fight  with  Titan  Jon-ni,  may  furnish 
material  for  further  narrative  when  next  we  gather  around  the 
1  glowing  hibachi  to  tell  tales  of  Jap  the  Giant-Killer  \  | 

"^ ■ ""  '■'"[IJiyihzedbyLj.OOQlC 


>■ 

w 

g 

I 

I— I 


Digitized  by 


Google 


Digitized  by 


Google 


SSPTKMBIB  29,  1894.] 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI. 


153 


AFTER   THE    BALL. 

He.    "How  CAN    I   EVER  REPAY  YOU  FOR  THAT  DELIOSTFUL  WaLTZ,    MI8«  GoLIOHTLY?" 

She  {xohme  train  ha'i  suffered),  "Oh,  don't  repay  Mt,    SETTLE  WITH  MT  Dressmaker  1 " 


LINES  IN  PLEASANT  PLACES. 

The  Street.    Saturday  Nioht. 

{By  an  Fye-witness,) 

Ok  a  Saturday  night,  in  a  crowded  street, 

(The  Butcher  said  ^*  Buy !    Buy ! ") 
Blue  apron  and  cleaver  and  all  complete. 
Surrounded  with  joints  of  the  primest  meat. 
Beef,  mutton,  heads,  carcases,  tails  and  feet, 
The  Butcher  said  "  Buy !    Buy!" 

A  succulent  chop  on  the  counter  lay, 

(The  Butcher  said  "  Buy !    Buy !  *') 
When  a  Terrier,  soentinir  an  easy  prey, 
Ohservcd  to  himself,  **  What  a  tine  dispky  I " 
And  he  cocked  his  eye  in  a  sapient  way— 
The  Butcher  said"  Buy  t    Buy!" 


The  Terrier  jumped  through  the  open  sash ; 

(The  Butcher  said  '*  But  !    Buy ! ") 
To  his  infinite  credit— he  nad  no  cash- 
Away  with  the  chop  like  a  lightning  flash. 
(The  Butcher,   hy  way  of  a  change,  said 

"Dash!^') 
:LThe  Terrier  said  "Bye!    Bye!" 


Tip  for  a  Trundler. 
{In  the  OfSetuan.) 


Cricket  is  over ;  the  Summer  fails : 
Do  vou  feel  rather  out  in  the  cold.  Sir  ? 

Well  naye  a  shy  at  "jprofessional  hails  " : 
And  the  PuhUo  will  ory,  "  Well  bowled, 
Sir!" 


A  SEA-QUENCE  OF  SONNETS. 

{Supposed  to  haveheen  "ufrittm  in  Mid-Ohannsl" 
Stepublishod  fForka  of  Aifr-d  A-st-n,) 

I. 
This  is  the  sea  that  mat  Britakkia  rules ! 
The  wares  salute  their  mistress.   Still  I  see 
Far  in  our  wake  the  white  cliffs  of  the  free. 
Arise,  0  tempest,  blow,  disturb  these  pools ! 
Ye  waves,  I  love  you !    Let  the  puling  fools 
Prate  as  they  will,  but  let  me  ever  be 
Tossed  on  your  foaming  crests.     I  shout 
with  glee. 
While  the  North  wind  my  poeVs  forehead 
cools. 

0  euemseyed  sailors,  I  am  of  your  kin : 

I  too  have  in  my  blood  the  scorn  of  fear 

That  faced  the  storm,  what  time  th'  embattled 

din  [cheer 

Broke  on   Trafalgar,  and   an   answeriog 

Prom  British  throats  proclaimed,  "  We  win ! 

we  win  ! " 

Dear  me,   what 's    this  ?    Ahem  !     I  'm 
feeling  queer. 

ir. 
No,  no.  it  shall  not  be ;  the  poet*s  eye 
Shall  yet  flash  fire,  his  heart  bhall  never 

fail. 
Though  round  about  him«  blanching  in  the 


Ois 


fellows 


r Waves,  be  not  too 

high ;  [me  dry. 

Mere  height  proves  nothiog.    Leave,  oh  leave 
Down,  waves!     Dowo,  fluttering  heart! 

Why  should  I  quail? 
Here  in  the  packet  of  the  Royal  Mail 
[  tread  the  deck  and  do  disdain  to  fly. 

But  ah,  what  pangs  are  these?    No,  no!  — 
jes.  yes! — 
Again  I  say  it  shall  not  be— no,  no  !— 
At  leait  not  yet— l)ut  yet  I  do  confess 

A  craven  yearning  draws  me  down  Jbelow. 
Cnrftt  be  the  words  m  which  I  erst  did  bless 

The  towering   billows Steward!   yo, 

heave,  ho ! 

ui. 
Wm  it  for  this  I  left  the  plearant  strand 
Of  Enaland,  and  the  leafy  country  laoes, 
The  ploughs,  the  cattle,  and  the  cresking 
wains? 
Ve  Founds  that  only  poets  understand. 
Of  sheep-bells  tiukliog  o*er  a  buony  land. 
Was  it  for  this  I  left  you,  for  the  gains 
Of   dew-sprent   brow  and   deep   internal 
pains. 
Of  feeble  voice  and  nerveless  clammy  hand? 

Never  again  shall  ocean  with  his  roar 
Attract  me  from  the  firm- built  homes  of 
men. 
Let  others  steer  from  shore  to  farthest  shore. 
Climbing  the  liquid  hills  that  now  and  then 
Break  and  overwhelm  them— I  shall  roam  no 
more. 
Once  landed  on  old  Dover  Pier  again. 


THE  PROFESSOR  OF  THE  PERIOD. 

Whjek  DRUMMOin)  wrote  of  the  Ascent  of 

Man, 
He  did  not  think  of  the  Descent  of  Woman 
Upon  his  poor  doomed  head.   The  Assyrian 
Did  not  **come  down"  with  wrath  more 

superhuman. 
Or  more  like  a  fierce  wolf  upon  the  fold : 
Mrs.  Ltkit  Lintok,  sweetest  mannered  sodd 
That  ever  heresy  to  judgment  summoned^ 
Hath; bad  her  dainty  will,  and  drummed  out 

Druitmokd  ! 
Give  us  a  gentle  lady,  without  bias,|Q  I  p 
To^play  Apollo  to  a  new  Marsyas I  ^ci*^^ 
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BOWL  ME  NO  MOEE 1 

{An  Unlucky  Batsman's  Lament  a/ter  a  Season  of  Slow  Wickets,) 
AiK — **A9k  me  no  more" 

Bowl  me  no  more :  the  man  may  draw  the  stamps ; 

The  rain  may  swoop  from  heaven  and  swamp  the  crease ; 

In  folds  of  mdze  the  bat  may  lie  at  peace ; 
But  oh,  too  fond  of  yorkers,  breaks  and  bnmp^. 
Bowl  me  no  more  I 

Bowl  me  no  more :  *tis  dark  at  half -past  five ; 
The  misty  Uprht  betrays  the  keenest  eye. 

0  Cricket,  dismal  autumn  bids  thee  die ! 
Bowl  me  no  more :  Footballis  all  alive ; 

Bowl  me  no  more  I 

Bowl  me  no  more :  bat*s  fate  and  ball's  is  aeal'd. 

1  strove  to  make  my  thousand,  all  in  vain : 
Like  a  great  river  ran  the  ceaseless  rain, 

And  spoiled  the  wickets.    Lo,  I  leave  the  field 
Bk>wl  me  no  more  I 


A  DAY'S  RIDE,  A  LAW'S  EOMANCE. 

(A  Story  of  the  Long  Vacation.) 

**Mb.  Bbikflvss,*'  said  an  eminent  solicitor  to  me  the  other 
day,  **  I  want  you  to  go  to  East  Babbleton,  in  Ouiltshire,  to  ee  - 
if  the  Great  Gooseberry  Will  case  is  still  open.  It  is  a  matter  of 
vital  importance,  and  1  shall  be  glad  if  you  can  attend  to  it 
to-morrow.*' 

Referring  to  PoRTnroTOK,  1  found  that  my  diary  was  dear  f*r 
the  day  specified,  and  1  expressed  my  wiUingness  to  carry  out  my 
client*s  instructions. 

*'  1  must  know  at  once,'*  continued  the  j^entleman,  ''  because  I 
desire  to  briog  the  matter  before  the  Vacation  Judge  on  an  origi- 
nating summons.  1  need  scarcelv  add,  that  you  will  get  the  fullest 
particulars  from  the  parii^  clerk." 

Although  rather  imperfectly  instructed,  1  determined  to  visit  East 
Babbleton.  The  usual  sources  of  railway  information  led  me  to 
believe  that  the  place  was  six  or  seven  miles  distant  from  Nearvices 
in  Guiltshire.  I  determined  to  go  to  Nearvices.  taking  with  me  my  two 
lads  (home  for  the  holidays),  Gsobob  Lewis  Hb&schell  and  Edwaed 
Glaus  Bnt^ssLL.  Before  now  1  have  explained  that  my  sons' 
Christian  names  have  been  selected  with  a  view  to  assisting  (in  after 
yearn)  their  professional  advancement.  We  had  to^  start  at  an 
unusually  early  hour  from  London,  and  after  enjoying  the  com- 
panionship of  some  sportsmen,  who  talked   about   **duok"  and 

roots  *'  for  a  quarter  of  a  day,  arrived  at  Nearvices  at  eleven 
o'clock.  I  made  at  once  for  the  Bed  Lion,  the  principal  hotel 
in  the  town.  My  sons  foUowed  me,  eager  for  breakfast.  Until  then, 
they  had  satisfied  their  appetite  by  the  stealth v  consumption  of 
about  half-a-pound  of  a  sweetmeat  that  is,  I  believe,  known  as 
Japanese  Almond  Bock. 

The  **  Red  Lion  "  was  in  a  state  of  great  commotion.  There  were 
people  in  high  hats  at  the  door,  people  in  high  hats  looking  out  of 
the  cofiPee-room  window,  people  in  hign  hats  thronging  the  halL  With 
some  trouble  my  lads  and  1  got  our  breakfast^  then  1  asked  for  the 
ostler.    He  cime  to  me  after  a  pause  and  awaited  my  orders. 

'*  1  want  a  trap  to  take  me  over  to  East  Babbleton,"  1  said ;  **  and 
should  like  to  know  how  much  it  will  cost" 

'*  Yery  sorry.  Sir,  but  1  can't  do  it  for  yon.  All  the  carriages  in 
the  house  are  hired.  Ton  know.  Sir,  Miss  Smith  is  going  to  be 
married,  and  consequently  you  can't  get  a  conveyance  for  love  or 


I  was  seriou^y  annoyed,  at  the  instmotions  of  my  dient  were 
explicit. 

^  really  must  get  over,'*  1  said  emphatioally ;  "surely  Miss 
SiOTH  can  lend  us  one  of  her  carriages.  Ton  might  ask  her  future 
husband." 

*' Can't  do  that.  Sir,"  replied  the  oitler;  "  for  we  none  of  us  know 
him.  However.  I '11  see  what  can  be  done  for  you.  Gonld  you  drive 
yourself  over  f  " 

'*  Oh,  do  Papa,^'  shouted  my  two  sons  in  an  eostaoy  of  dalight 
*'  It  would  be  such  fun  I  and  mother  isn't  here  to  stop  you." 

**  Well,  I  wiU  have  a  shot  at  it,"  I  returned;  "althouffh  tmth  to 
tell  1  am  a  little  rusty.    I  have  not  driven  for  some  time/' 

The  ostler  eyed  me  rather  sharplv,  and  retired.  I  then  thought  it 
my  duty  to  reprove  my  sons  for  their  ill-timed  Urity,  explaining  that 
their  tomfoolery  might  have  oanied  the  oetlar  to  lifaae  to  entrosthis 
equinage  to  my  oare. 

'*  But  you  have  never  driven  in  yoor  life  P"  said  QiOMi  Liwn 
HnacHXLL.    •*  Have  you.  Papa  P  "^ 

;;i  cannot  say  that  fhave,"  I  repHed,  with  that  truthfulness 
whioh  is  the  dutfaoteristie  of  my  dealings  in  the  domestio  oirde. 


SELF-EVIDENT. 

The  CoUmd,  "What  was  that  hoise  I  hiard  just  how!" 

His  Nephew,  **OhI  I  was  blowing  up  mt  SibvantI" 

The  Colonel,  "Mat  I  ask  why!" 

His  Nephew,  '*  Will— Aw— Tou  sxs  hi  is  srcH  a  cokfoundid 
Idiot  I " 

The  Colonel,  "  But  did  it  vaviR  occua  to  tou  that  if  bb 
weren't  such  a  cokfoukdbd  Idiot  bb  would  nbvbr  havb  bbek 

YOUB  SbRVAITT  t " 


*'  Oh,  what  a  game  I "  shouted  Edwabd  Clabxe  Russell,  roariog 
with  lauffhter. 

Severely  chiding  my  ofiPspring,  1  proceeded  to  the  hall  d'tnr.  The 
ostler  had  been  as  good  as  nis  word.  There  was  certainly  a 
conveyance. 

**  It  is  not  very  showy.  Sir,"  said  the  proprietor ;  "  but  I  think  it 
will  last  a  dozen  of  miles  or  so." 

It  was  a  small  dog-cart,  which  coojured  up  visions  of  the  toy 
waggon-and-horse  department  in  the  Lowther  Arcade.  There  was  a 
horse  in  the  shafts.  The  harness  was  imperfect,  and  the  collar 
showed  its  straw.  However.  I  took  mj  seat,  and  the  bors  got  up 
beside  me.  Then,  amidst  the  good  wishes  of  the  wedding  party 
watching  our  progress,  I  started.  The  horse  inunediattly  took  up  a 
oourse  over  the  pavement,  and  no  doubt  aware  that  the  illumi- 
nating power  at  East  Babbleton  was  primitive,  attempted  to 
oarry  with  him  a  Itmp-post  We  cannoned  off  the  pavement  into 
the  middle  of  the  road,  smd  were  fairly  "  off." 

*'  If  you  boys  laugh  anv  more,"  I  said,  with  the  utmost  severity, 
"  I  will  turn  you  out  and  leave  yoo." 

*'  But  Papa,  if  mother  oould  onlv  see  us  I "  cried  the  nair,  and 
then^  they  indulged  in  apparently  nneztinguishable  bursts  of 
merriment. 

I  had  no  further  time  for  remonstranoe,  as  the  brute  of  a  horse, 
after  beginning  in  a  trot,  had  fuddenly  quickened  its  paoe  to  a  mad 
ffallop.  And  as  it  did  this  I  noticed  that  a  dust-cart  was  iust  in 
mmt  of  us.  I  dramd  at  the  rsini,  and  with  almost  snperiinman 
exertions  bronght  the  beast  to  a  full  stop. 

'*  Which  is  tiie  way  to  East  BabbletonP"  I  asked,  to  explain  my 
rather  abrupt  pull-up.    '*  Am  I  taking  the  right  road  P" 

The  dustman  looked  at  me,  at  the  horse,  smiled,  and  answered  in 
the  affirmative.  Seeing  that  we  were  now  about  to  descend  a  hill.  I 
got  down  and  led  the  hone  by  its  bridle.     The  brute  resented  the 
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THE   CUT   DIRECT. 

Scene— ^  Norfolk  Beach, 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Wavdy  {returning  to  their  tent).  **  Ah,  Mr.  McYicar  1 

You  REMEMBBR  MRBTINO  US  AT  PiTLOCBRIB  LAST  AUTUMN,  DOM't 
YOU  ?  " 

Mr,  McVicar.  "I  rbcollect  tour  Faces  pbrfatelt  well,  Sib  ; 

BUT  YB'LL  excuse  ME  OBSAIRYIK*  THAT  THE  PRAI8BNT  CIRCUM- 
STANCES ARE  TERRA,   TERRA  DIFFERENT  I "  [PaS$e^  On, 

attention.  So  far  as  I  C3uld  judge,  without  being  au  expert  in 
horse-flesh,  it  seemed  to  me  to  be  suffering  from tpoth-ache«  Ic  shook 
its  head  when  I  touched  it,  and  appwed  to  be  disinclined  to  go 
further. 

**  Do  get  in.  Papa,"  paid  Edwahd  Clabkb  Russell.  **  Perhaps  he 
will  go  all  right  if  you  leaTC  him  alone." 

Adopting  my  8on*s  adTice,  I  mounted  the  cart,  and  once  again 
jerked  the  reins.  The  beast  began  at  a  trot,  ana  then^  as  before, 
commenced  a  mad  gallop.  We  rapidly  left  NearTices  behind  us,  ana 
brought  ourseWes  to  a  stop  in  front  of  a  haystack. 

**  Tou  see,"  1  said,  **  tne  brute  is  open  to  reason.  It  was  stopped 
by  an  obstruction.  Seeing  the  futility  of  further  progress,  it 
desisted  in  its  running," 

**fiut  look.  Papa,  at  that,"  cried  Geoboe  Lewis  Hebschell, 
pointing  to  what  seemed  to  be  the  remains  of  a  ooal  cart.  The  wheels 
were  off,  the  black  diamonds  were  scattered  about  in  all  directions, 
and  the  shafts  were  broken. 

**  Was  tbat  an  accident  ?  "  I  asked  an  old  man  who  was  lighting 
his  pipe.  The  Tenerable  indiTidual  paused,  looked  at  the  pipe, 
looked  at  the  pieces  of  the  cart,  and  looked  at  me.  Then  he  rubbea 
the  right  side  of  his  head  with  the  palm  of  his  right  hand. 

**  Well,  yes,  it  was,"  he  admittea,  in  an  accent  I  cannot  reproduce ; 
but  added,  in  a  tone  that  euggested  that  mishaps  of  a  similar  charac- 
ter occurred  on  the  aTerage  cTcry  Atc  minutes ;  **  but  that  accident 
happened  near  an  hour  ago." 

Tnis  intelligence  rather  damped  my  ardour,  and  I  immediately  ^ot 
r»ff  the  cart  and  insisted  upon  leading  the  brute  down  the  n»xt  hiU. 
The  animal  protested,  and  shook  its  head.  Remembering  its 
possible  tooth-ache,  I  treated  it  with  increased  courtesy,  telling  it 
to  **  Gee-up"  and  **  be  a  good  horse."  I  am  sony  to  say  that  the 
•reature  did  not  seem  inclined  to  acknowledge  my  kindness. 

HaTing  come  to  a  leyel  piece  of  road,  I  once  more  mounted  into 


the  Lowther  Arcade  dog-cart,  and  urged  on  my  partially  wild 
career.  1  had  passed  a  four- winged  post  at  cross  roads,  and  had 
followed  the  sicn  pointing  to  **  Babbleton,"  I  had  ^ot  safelv  up  ta 
a  farm-house,  having  restrained  en  route  an  inclination  on  tne  part 
of  my  horse  to  commit  suicide  by  jumping  over  the  parapet  of  a 
bridge  into  a  small  mountain  torrent. 

"  Is  this  the  way  to  East  Babbleton  ?  "  I  asked  a  rather  cheery, 
rosy-cheeked  dame,  who  had  been  watching  our  manoeuvres  with 
a  kindly  smile,  not  entirely  exempt  from  good-natured  appre- 
hension. 

**No,  this  is  not  the  road,  Master,"  she  returned,  in  the  same 
unapproachable  dialect.  **  You  ought  to  have  borne  to  the  left  when 
you  came  to  the  cross-roads." 

Seeing  that  I  had  to  go  back,  I  seized  each  of  the  reins  and  called 
upon  my  beast  of  a  horse  to  make  an  effort.  The  noble  animal 
answered  bravelj  to  the  call,  and  managed  to  turn  round  on  a  space  of 
turf  about  the  size  of  a  waggon  wheel.  It  was  really  a  very  clever 
performance,  and  had  it  been  seen  by  Mr.  Hitch  re,  I  fancy  would 
have  secured  for  us  a  lucrative  engagement  lor  a  **  side  show"  at  the 
Royal  Westminster  Aquarium. 

**Well,  that  was  a  shave  surely,"  said  the  dame  of  the  cheery 
countenance  ;  **  when  I  saw  your  off  wheel  go  up  in  the  air  and  hang 
over  the  ditch  I  thought  it  would  be  all  up  with  ye." 

Accepting  the  compliment  with  dignihed  geniality,  I  asked  our 
fair  critic  if  she  could  bait  our  horse. 

**  Well,  I  can  ^ive  him  a  handful  of  hay,"  said  the  lady  ;  *'bat  I 
would  not  take  him  out  of  the  shafts  for  worlds.  If  I  untied  him  I 
could  not  put  him  together  again." 

Refreshed  by  the  nourishment,  our  steed  started  again,  and  after 
retracing  our  stei)s  and  nearly  upsetting  a  hay  cart,  and  uarrowlf 
running  down  a  pig,  we  reached  East  Babbleton  in  fairly  good  condition. 
I  looked  at  my  watch  and  found  that  we  had  done  the  six  mil^  in 
two  hours  and  a  quarter.  Having  transacted  my  business,  I  now 
turned  the  nose  of  my  bteed  homewards.  I  had  noticed  with  some 
alarm  that  I  had  only  an  hour  to  get  back  to  Nearvices  if  I  wanted  to 
catch  the  train  for  Ix)ndon.  This  being  so,  I  saw  it  was  absolutelr 
necessary  that  I  should  act  with  decision,  I  held  a  council  of  war 
with  my  two  sons,  and  we  came  to  the  conclusion  that  we  must  jret 
back  as  fast  at  we  could,  and  when  there  was  a  difficulty,  risk  it.  We 
entered  our  conveyance  and  started. 

I  shall  never  forget  the  experience.  It  was  absolutely  delightful. 
Giving  Flora  (I  came  to  the  conclusion  that  my  steed  with  the  tooth- 
ache must  have  been  called  Flora)  her  head,  I  urged  her  tx>  procress 
as  rapidly  as  postiible.  The  mare  promptly  answered  to  the  call.  I 
said  chick,"  and  she  started  off  at  a  mad  gallop.  We  absolutely 
flew  up-hiU,  down-hiU,  and  would  no  doubt  have  entered  **my  lady's 
chamber"  had  not  the  adjoining  cottages  been  occupied  by  rustles. 
At  our  approach  children,  ducks,  dogs  and  gipsies  fled  in  terror.  We 
boldly  cannoned  against  waggons  and  shook  milestones  to  their  verr 
foundation?.  I  had  long  smoe  forffotten  my  nerTousness,  and  had 
assumed  an  air  that  would  haTC  oeen  becoming  in  an  individoal 
nicknamed  (let  us  sav)  **  down  the  road  Billy." 

I  urged  Flora  to  *^  gee  up,"  by  suggesting  that  **  Atc  o'clock  tea" 
was  waiting  for  her  on  her  arrival  at  Nearvices.  My  two  sons, 
Geobgb  Lewis  Hsbschell  and  Edwabd  Cla&ke  Russell,  also 
rendered  Taluable  assistance  by  waTing  their  straw  hats,  and  singing: 
comic  songs  with  a  Tehemenoe  that  rendered  the  ballads  nndis- 
tingnishable  from  war  ditties.  As  we  entered  Nearvices,  Flora 
stumbled,  and  all  but  f elL  HowcTcr,  with  wonderful  skill,  I  picked 
her  up  at  the  end  of  my  reins,  and  urged  her  to  fresh  exertions  bv  a 
feeble  flick  of  the  whip,  that  expended  its  force  on  the  shafts  and  a 
part  of  the  collar.  Again  we  flew  on.  We  renewed  our  acquaint- 
ance with  the  attractive  lamp-post,  we  crossed  the  sharp  corre  of  the 
familiar  paTement,  we  collidfea  against  the  monument  to  a  worthy  in 
the  market-place,  and  drove  up  with  a  jerk  in  front  of  the  ,**Hed 
Lion."  I  looked  again  at  my  watch ;  we  had  done  the  six  miles  in 
twenty-two  minutes.  Considering  the  bills,  dales,  and  obfitiuoti?e 
milestones,  a  very  fair  reoord. 

/*  What,  you  have  come  back ! "  exclaimed  the  landlady  of  the'*  Bed 
Lion."    **  Why,  we  never  expected  to  see  you." 

I  found  subsequently  that  the  wedding  party,  after  watching  our 
departure,  had  taken  bets  about  our  prooabie  return.  The  most 
popular  wager  seemed  to  be  that  we  should  reappear  after  midnight 
with  a  wheel,  a  bit  of  harness,  and  the  whip,  but  without  the 
quadruped. 

I  have  nothing  further  to  relate  save  this.  That  after  my  recent 
suooeaa  I  am  thmking  seriously  of  giTing  up  the  Bar  and  taking  to 
the  road.  If  I  can  raise  the  required  oapitaL  I  think  I  shall  ran  a 
four-horse  coach  between  the  Temple  and  Tumham  Qreen.  Both 
my  boys  are  anxious  to  giye  up  their  school  to  act  as  my  guard. 

i)y  the  way.  I  may  add  in  oondusion  that  the  parish  derk  of  East 
Babbleton  declared  that  he  had  never  heard  (untd  I  mentioned  it)  of 
the  Great  Gooseberry  Will  Case.  So  I  suppose  tiiat  my  elient  most 
have  been  wrong  in  his  details. 

Pump'Handle  Courts  (Signed^ 

September  22, 1894.  A.  Bbiifless,  Jukigb. 
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'^^^^^^T^-'"i!l°'<^'"-  ^    ^^ 


2.  "Ah  !•  Bow  are  you,  ddtroldhoj  ? "  ihouted  IheXlubitea,  hysterical  with  affectioiiits 

yeanling. 


1.  It  wus  the  beginning  of  the  Club  seaaun.  **I  shall 
be  glad  to  see  all  the  boys  ajtaln  after  all  these  weeks  !  ** 
murmured  Clubber,  as  Mrs.  C.  packed  him  up. 


3.  "  Magnificent  reciter"  Foodie  is,  to  be  pure ! "  they  murmured,  in  an  ecstatic  dream  of  enthusiasm.      4.  And  when  they  parted  at  the  end  of  the 
"  Brav  0 !    Splendid,  dear  old  boy  !  I "  erening,  they  breathed  ferrently,  "  Good  eight, 

oldfelfow-blesiyou!"  •       •       •       •       ^ 


f .  It  was  the  middle  of  the  Club  season.    "  Hum,  Foodle*s  recitations  are  alwajs  so  long-winded.     Great         6.  And  when  they  parted  at  Ibe  end  of 
mistake,"  they  muttered  to  themselves.    "  And  the  other  fellows  are  a  bit  slow,  after  alL"  the  evening,  they  just  nodded.     •    •    • 


you 


7.  It  was  the  end  of  the  Club  senson.    •*  Well,  if  8.  "  I  'm  not  going  to  re<  ite  to  jou  kRef •/*  9.  "  I  'm  pretious  glad  to  gtt  away  from  that 

m   want   mf   opinion,"    said   Clubber,    "that       raid   Foodie.     "It^i   a   waste   of   breath.*'        maddening  tet  of  chuckle-headed  borts  for  a  few 

i^oodle  *s  a  beastly  poor  reciter."    "  I  don*t  want       "  Uuvh  relieved  to  hear  it !  *'  saM  Groodle.  weeks ! "  laid  Clubber,  as  Mrs.  C.  unpacked  hun. 

your  opinion ;  uoIkmiv  does,"  said  Bubber.    '*  But 

you  happen  to  be  rig nt  for  once."  #       ^^  ^^  ^^  i  ^-^ 
^ -^ Digitized  by  VjOOvLvT  -^ 
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"TERRIBLE    IN   HIS   ANGER!" 

J-tt-» MeO-Hhy  (reading  eiiradffom  Oervum  Empemr't  SpeeA).  "  '  I  OIN  bk  tkkt  disaobxx&blx  too,  when  I  likb.'    Ah  I  so  oak  1 1" 
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LORD  ROSEBERY  IN  THE 
NORTH. 
The  Pbime  Minister  has 
been  having  a  high  old  time 
of  it  lately  in  the  North,  and 
has  become  the  "  youngest 
burgess"  of  goodness  knows 
how  many  ancient  boroughs. 
But  it  has  been  left  to  a 
reporter  to  note  with  an  eagle 
eye  the  really  interesting  per- 
formance which  Lord  KosE- 
BEBT  has  put  to  his  credit. 
**  Immediately  on  leaving 
Dornoch,"  says  this  gentle- 
man (the  reporter,  not  the 
P&euisb),  ''Lord  Rosebeby 
and  the  Duke  of  Suthisrland 
drove  to  the  Meikle  Ferry,  a 
distance  of  four  miles,  crossed 
the  ferry,  and  again  drove  to 
Tain,  four  miles  farther  on. 
Crossing  the  ferry  they  both 
took  a  turn  at  the  oars,  and 
generally  dtsciused  the  sport 
of  seal  shooting,'"    This  sug- 

S eats  quite  afresh  phase  of  the 
few  Journalism.  We  shall 
soon  read  such  paragraphs  as 
the  following : — 

"Sir  William  HABCOCiiT 
left  town  for  Malwood  on 
Tuesday.  Choing  down  in  the 
tiain  the  right  hon.  gentle- 
man played  marbles  with  a 
fellow  -  passenger,  and  dis- 
cussed generally  the  virtues 
of  resignation." 


SWEET  SIMPLICITY. 

Diffident  Man  (who  does  not  know  to  how  much  of  an  Inginue  he  is  talking), 
"Have  you  bibn  out  long,  Miss  Obace?" 
Miss  Grace  (consulting  her  imist-strap),  **  Oh,  about  Thbeb-quabtbbs  of 

AN  HOUB.      You  see  we  WEBB  ASKED  TO  COME  PUNCTUALLY." 


"Mr.  H.  H.  FowLSB  tran- 
sacted important  business  at 
the  India  Office  yesterday. 
He  and  his  private  secretary 
played  a  game  of  trundling 
hoops,  and  had  an  animated 
talk  on  the  subject  of  whist." 

''Mr.  A.  J.  Balfoub  plajred 
at  golf  with  a  gentleman,  with 
whom  he  had  a  very  interest- 
ing conversation  on  the  ^port 
of  chute  shooting." 

The  moral  of  which  would 
seem  to  be  that,  since  even 
conversation  is  now  reported, 
silence  is  more  golden  than 
ever;  though  Mr,  Punch 
notices  that  the  Pbime  Mnr- 
I8TEB  showed  rare  diplomacy 
in  his  choice  of  a  subject. 
Not  even  a  reporter  could  ex- 
tract any  political  meaning  out 
of  the  sport  of  eeal  shooting  I 


Veby  Neab.— The  Record 
has  been  taking  Mr.  Hall 
Caine  to  task  for  the  baptismal 
scene  in  The  Manxman^  and 
the  novelist  has  been  telling 
the  Record  to  remember  its 
Rubrics.  *'  Mr.  Cadte,"  says 
the  Record^  ''has  been  in  a 
hurry."  The  Record  lost  a 
chance,  a&  evidently  expecting 
a  storm  of  fury,  it  should  have 
deprecated  the  author*s  anger 
by  saying,  "Don't  be  in  a 
hurry-CAniE." 


^^ TERRIBLE  IN  HIS  ANGER!' 

Mb.  J-st-n  McC-bthy  {reading  the  speech 
of  the  German  Emperor  to  the  Mayor  of 
Thorn).  "For you  know,  I  can  be  very  dis- 
agreeable too  I  "  Ah!  and  so  can  I— when 
Hike! 

I  CAN  BE  VERY  NASTY,  WHEN  I  LIKE ! 
{The  Song  of  a  Mouton  Emragi,) 

[*'  I  owD  that  I  am  sorry  that  a  louder,  aod  a 
stronger,  and  a  prompter  note  of  reassurance  has 
not  been  given  to  the  Irish  p^ple  with  regard  to 
this  obstructive  power  of  the  House  of  LoHs,  and 
that  I  look  to  the  Autumn  Campaign  with  anxious 
hope  for  a  clear  and  certain  signaL" — Mr,  Justin 
McCarthy  in  the  '' Netc  Review:'] 

Enraged  (and  enrhume)  Leader,  with  his 
feet  in  "  hot  watei'"  sings: — 

Yes,  I  'b  wud  with  the  vug  Ebperor  id  this— 

Extreebs— as  has  beea  ofted  said— d!o  beet ! 
( Wow  !  this  water,  I  declare,  is  od  the  hiss. 

Id  is  very  hot  iddeed  to  by  poor  feet ! ) 
By  oowd  is  beastly  troublesub.  at  tibes ; 

But,  although  I  ab  as  naliea  as  poor  Sbike, 
I  'b  bowd  to  kick  whed  suowud  galls  by  kibes ; 

Ad  I  cad  be  very  dar^ty,  whed  I  like ! 

Yug  Williab  fides  it  needful  to  speak  out, 

Ad,  like  that  Hebrew  persod  id  the  play. 
He  cad  be  "  very  darsty,^'  there's  no  ttoubt ; 

Ad  so  cad  I,  of  course  id  by  owd  way. 
A  buttad*s  wudrous  angry  whed  aroused. 

Ad  if  those  Liberals  sell  be.  I  shall  strike. 
Owd  Oirelad  has  po  freaquadly  bid  choused— 

Ad  Pats  cad  be  very  darsty,  whed  they 
like! 

Bister  Boblxic  we  all  dow,    and   he^s   all 
right, 
Ad  Siiaw-Lbfevbe  's  sowd  upod  the  goose ; 
Sir  WiLUAB  "  is  a  fighter  "—will  he  fight  ?— 
Yug  RosEBEBT— well,  jokes  are  dot  buch 
use. 
That  AsQun-H  's  dot  a  fasoidatig  bad. 
As  hard  as  dails,  plaid-spolmcL  as  a  pike ! 


I  wish   agaidst  the  Lords  they  had  sub 
Oh  I  cad  be  very  darsty,  whed  1  like. 

There  bight  have  bid  a  protest  strog  ad  sterd. 

But  do!   they  let  the  Peers,   id  sileds, 
score. 
Sir  Williab  dever  said  a  siggle  word 

Whed  thev  kicked  "  Evicted  Tedadst "  fiob 
their  door. 
It  bight  have  bid  a  local  turdpike  Bill. 

Or  Act  to  reeulate  the  Scoroher's  "  bike." 
I  bust  idsi^t  oa  "  bizdees,"  ad  I  will. 

For  I  cad  be  very  darsty,  whed  I  like ! 

The  Irish  are  be^dded  to  have  doubts 
(Ad  Redbud,  he  is  goid  to  give  be  beads). 
If    "Ids"   betray   by   Cudtry,   there    are 
"Outs"! 
Hobe  Rule  bust  dot  be  shudted,  like  stale 
greeds. 
The  Shabrock  bust  be  shsked  at  those  Peers ; 
Or  BoCarthyites  bay  go  upod  the  Strike !~ 
Ad  the  Rads  be  chucked  frob  Office— yes,  for 
years!— 
Oh !  I  cad  be  precious  darsty— whed  I  like  ! 


In  Nuce. 


The  pith  of  Labbt's  caustic  elocution 
Is  that  long  war  of  words  should  end  in 
deeds. 
After  the  lead  of  the  Leeds  Resolution, 

He  wants  to  feel  that  Resolution  leads ! 
A  House  of  Words  but  little  help  affords 
In  a  hot  contest  with  a  House  of  Lords. 
But  Labbt,  were  the  issue  quite  so  glorious 
If— as  some   fear — the  Lords  should  prove 
victorious  ? 


NEW  BEADING  FOB  TFE  NEW  ABT. 

Ore  might  conclude  from  many  a  spindly 

shank. 
Some  read  Ars  longa  est  as  "  Art  is  Lank"  ! 


THE  LUNNON  TWANG. 

I  'vE  heard  a  Frenchman  wag  his  tongue 

Wi*  unco  din  an'  rattle, 
An',  'faith,  my  vera  lugs  hae  sung 

Wi'  listenin'  tae  his  prattle ; 
But  French  is  no  the  worst  of  a' 

In  point  o'  noise  an'  clang,  man ; 
There  's  ane  that  beats  it  far  awa', 

And  that 's  the  Lunnon  twang,  man. 

You  wadna  think,  within  this  land. 

That  folk  could  talk  sae  queerly. 
But.  sure  as  Death,  tae  understand 

The  callants  beats  me  fairly. 
An*,  'faith,  'tis  little  gude  their  schules 

Can  teach  them,  as  ye  'U  see,  man, 
For— wad  ye  credit  it  r- the  fules 

Can  scarcely  follow  me,  man. 

An'  yet,  tae  gie  the  deils  their  dae, 

(An'  Uttle  praise  Ihey  're  worth,  man,) 
They  seem  tae  ken,  I  kenna  boo, 

That  I  come  frae  the  Nor-r-rth,  man ! 
They  maun  be  clever,  for  ye  ken 

There 's  nought  tae  tell  the  chieLs,  man : 
I  'm  jist  like  a  the  ither  men 

That  hail  frae  Galashiels,  man« 

But  oh !  I  'm  fain  tae  see  again 

Ibe  bonny  hills  an'  heather ! 
Twa  days,  and  ne'er  a  drap  o'  rain — 

Sic  awf  u'  drouthy  weather ! 
But  eh !  I  doubt  the  Gala  boys 

Will  laugh  when  hame  I  gang,  man. 
For  GO !  ^  I  *m  awf u'  feared  my  voice 

Has  ta*en  tbo  Lunuon  twang,  man ! 


Demolition  of  Doctors'  CommonB. 

8iB  Hkbbebt  Jennib  Fust  what  would  you 

say 
To  Doctors'  Commons  being  done  away  I 
No  wonder  its  machinery  is  rusty. 
Since  in  your  time  at  best  it  was  mit  Fusty  I 
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LYRE   AND    LANCET. 

(A  Story  in  Scenes.) 
PABT  XIV.— LE  ViTERINAIRE  MALGR^  LUI. 

Wi/vei'tt, 


Scene 


XXlll.— OuUtde  the  Stahlee  at 
Time— About  10  p.m. 


Under  shell  (to  himself ^  as  he  follows  Adams).  Now  is  my  time  to 
arrange  about  getting  away  from  here.  (To  Adams.)  By  the  bve, 
I  suppose  you  can  let  me  have  a  oonveyance  of  some  sort — after  I  We 
seen  Uie  horse  ?    I— I  'm  rather  in  a  hurry. 

Adams.  Tou  'd  better  speak  to  Mr.  Checkley  about  that.  Sir ;  it 
ain't  in  my  department,  vou  see.  I  '11  fetch  him  round,  if  you  'U 
wait  here  a  minute ;  he  'd  like  to  hear  what  you  think  about  the 
'orse.  ^  ,  [He  goes  off  to  the  coachman*s  quarters. 

Und.  (ahne),  A  very  civil  fellow  this ;  he  seems  quite  anxious  to 
show  me  this  animal^    There  must  be  something  very  remarkable 

[Adams  returns  with  Citeckley. 


about  it. 

Adams.  Mr.  Chece- 
ley,  our  'ed  coachman, 
Mr.  Undebshell. 
He's  coming  in  along 
with  us  to  'ear  what 
you  say,  if  you've  no 
objections. 

Und,  (to  himself).  I 
must  make  a  friend  of 
this  coachman,  or  elsp 

(Aloud.)    I  shall 

be  charmed,  Mr. 
Checeley.  I  've  only 
a  very  few  minutes  to 
s^are;  but  I'm  most 
curious  to  see  this  horse 
of  yours. 

Checkley.  He  ain't 
one  o'  my  'orses,  Sir. 

If  he  'arf  been But 

there,  I*d  better  say 
nothing  about  it. 

Adams  (as  he  leads 
the  way  into  the  stables^ 
and  turns  up  the  gas). 
There,  Sir,  that 's  Ucer- 
foot  over  there  in  the 
loose  box. 

Und.  (to  himself). 
He  seems  to  me  much 
like  any  other  horse! 
However,  I  can't  be 
wrong  in  admiring. 
(Aloud ^  as  he  inspecta 
him  throuah  the  rails. ) 
Ah^  indeett  P  he  t«  worth 
seemg!  A  magniticent 
creature ! 

Adams  (stripping  off 
Deerfoot's  clothing). 
He's  a  good  'orse.  Sir. 
Her  ladyship  won't 
trust  herself  on  no 
other  animal,  not  since 
she  *ad  the  influenzy  so 

dreadful  if  I  *adto  tell  "  ^^^  ***^  a  bt  to  leara  about  naTicukr,  you  'ave,  if  you  can  talk  such  rot 

her  he  wouldn't  be  fit  for  no  more  work,  she  would  I 

Und.  (sympathetically),  I  can  quite  imagine  so.  Not  that  he  seems 
in  any  danger  of  that  ! 

Check,  (triumphantly).  There,  you  'ear  that,  Adams?  The 
minute  he  set  eyes  on  the  'orse ! 

Adams.  Wait  till  Mr.  Undebshell  has  seen  him  move  a  bit,  and 
see  what  he  says  then. 

Check,  If  it  was  what  you  think,  he  'd  never  be  standing  like  he 
is  now,  depend  upon  it. 

Adams.  You  canH  depend  upon  it.  He  'eari  us  coming,  and 
he 's  quite  artful  enough  to  draw  his  foot  back  for  fear  o'  getting  a 
knock.  (ToUndeeshell.)  I've  noticed  him  very  fidgety-like  on 
his  forelegs  this  last  day  or  two. 

Und.  i/f/rc  you,  though?  (To  himself)  I  hope  he  won't  be 
fidgety  with  his  hindAc%9.    I  shall  stay  outside. 

Adams.  I  cooled  him  down  with  a  rubub  and  aloes  ball,  and  kep 
'im  on  low  diet ;  bat  he  don't  seem  no  better. 

Und.  (to  himself).  I  didn't  gather  the  horse  was  uawell.    (Aloud.) 
r  me  I  no  better  ?    You  don't  say  bo  ! 
heck.  If  you'd  rubbed  a  little  embrocation  into  the  shoulder, 


vou  'd  ha'  done  more  ffood,  in  my  opLoion,  and  it's  my  belief  as  Mr. 
Ukdershell  here  will  tell  you  I  'm  right. 

Und.  [to  himself).  Can't  afford  to  onend  the  coachman !  (Aloud.) 
Well,  I  daresay— er— embrocation  unmld  have  been  better. 

Adams.  Ah,  that's  where  me  and  Mr.  Checkley  differ.  Aooord- 
ing  to  me,  it  ain't  to  do  with  the  shoulder  at  all—it  'a  a  deal  lower 
down. . .  •  I  'U  'aye  him  out  of  the  box  and  you  '11  soon  see  what  I 
mean. 

Und.  (hastily).  Pray  don't  trouble  on  my  account.  I — I  can  see 
him  capitally  nrom  where  I  am,  thanks. 

Adams,  You  know  best.  Sir.  Only  I  thought  you  'd  be  better  able 
to  form  a  judgment  after  you'd  seen  the  way  he  Btepp«d  aeroas. 

But  if  jrou  was  to  come  in  and  examine  the  frog  r I  don't  like  the 

look  of  it  myself. 

Und,  (to  nimself),  I'm  sure  J  don't.  I've  a  horror  of  reptiles. 
{Aloud.)  You're  very  good.  I— I  think  I  won't  come  in.  The  place 
must  be  rather  damp^  mustn't  it— for  that  ? 

Adams,  It 's  dry  enough  in  'tre,  Sir,  as  you  may  aee ;  nor  yet  he 
ain't  been  standing  about  in  no  wet.    Still,  there  it  t«,  vou  see ! 

Und.    {to    himself). 
^'  What  a  fool  he  must  be 

?^/-  not  to  drive  it  out !  Of 

course  it  must  annoy 
the  horse.  (Aloud.)  I 
don't  see  it;  but  I'm 
quite  willing  to  take 
your  word  for  it. 

Adams.  I  don't  know 
how  you  can  expect  to 
see  it.  Sir,  without  vou 
look  inside  of  the  oof 
for  it. 

Und.  (^)  himself). 
It 's  not  alive  —  it  *s 
something  inside  the 
hoof.  I  suppose  1  ought 
to  have  Known  that 
(Aloud.)  Just  so;  but 
I  see  no  necessity  for 
looking  inside  the  hoof. 
Check.  In  course  he 
don't,  or  he  'd  ha'  looked 
the  very  fust  thing, 
with  all  nis  experience. 
I  'ope  you're  satisfied 
now,  Adams? 

Adams.  I  can*t  say 
as  I  am.  I  say  as  no 
man  can  examine  a 
'ori»e  thoroughly  at  that 
distance,  be  he  who  he 
n^av.  And  whether  I'm 
right  or  wroi:g,  it  'nd 
be  more  of  n  ^ ati  ^faction 
to  me  if  Mr.  UKusa- 
an  ell  was  tti » t^P  in  and 
see  the  'oof  f<  r  himself. 
Check,  Well,  there's 
sense  in  that,  asd  I 
dessayMr.  Ukdeushell 
won't  object  to  obliging 
you  that  far. 

Und.    (with    reluct" 
ance).  Oh,  with   plea- 
sure,  if   you  male  a 
point  of  it 
[He  enters  the  loose  box  delicately. 
Adams  (picking  up  one  of  the  horse* s  feet).  Now,  tell  me  how 
this  'ere  'oof  strikes  you. 

Und.  (to  himself).  That  hoof  can't ;  but  I  'm  not  so  bure  about 
the  others.  (Aloud,  as  he  inspects  it.)  Well— ei^-it  seems  to  me  a 
very  nice  hoof. 

Adams  (grimly).  I  was  not  araking  your  opinion  of  it  as  a  work  of 
Art^  Sir.    Do  you  see  any  narrering  coming  on,  or  do  you  not? 


I  that!' 


That 's  what  I  should  like  to  get  out  of  you  ! 

Und.  (to  himself).  Does  this  man  suppose  I  collect  hoofs  I  How- 
ever, I'm  not  going  to  commit  myself.  (Aloud.)  H'm— well,  I— 
I  rather  a^ee  with  Mr.  Checkley. 

Check.  I  knew  he  would  I  Now  you've  got  it,  Adams  I  I  can 
see  Mr.  Undebsuell  knows  what  he's  about. 

Adamf<  (persistently).  But  look  at  this  'ere  pasltm.  Vou  can't 
deny  there 's  pufiiness  there.    How  do  you  get  over  that  f 

Und.  If  the  horse  is  puffy,  it 's  his  business  to  get  ovt  r  it— not  mine. 

Adams  (aggrieved).  You  may  think  proper  to  treat  it  light.  Sir; 
but  if  you  put  jrour  'and  down  'ere,  above  the  coronet,  you  11  fed  a 
throbbing  as  plain  as- —  Digitized  bv 
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Und,  Yeiy  likely.  But  I  don*t  know,  really,  that  it  would  afford 
me  any  partioular  jprratification  if  I  did  ! 

Adanis,  Well,  if  you  don*t  take  my  view,  I  should  ha*  thought  as 
you  'd  want  to  feel  the  'orse's  pulse. 

^n<^.  Ton  are  quite  mistaken.  I  don't.  {To  himself.)  Partiou- 
larljT  as  I  shouldn^t  know  where  to  find  it.  What  a  bore  this  fellow 
is  with  his  horse ! 

Check,  In  course.  Sir,  t/ou  see  what 's  running  in  Mr.  Anucs*  'ed 
all  this  time,  what  he 's  ap-drivin^  at,  eh  ? 

Und,  (to  himself),  I  only  wish  I  did  I  This  will  require  tact. 
(Aloud,)    I— I  could  hardly  avoid  seeing  ^Aa^— could  I P 

Check,  I  should  think  not.  And  it  stands  to  reason  as  a  yet  like 
yourself  'd  s^wt  a  thing  like  naTickler  fust  go  off. 

Und,  (to  himself),  A  vet !  They  Ve  be^  taking  me  for  a  vet  all 
fhis  time!  I  can't  haye  been  so  ignorant  as  I  thought.  I  really 
don't  like  to  undeoeiye  them— they  might  feel  annoyed,  (Aloua, 
knowingly,)^  To  be  sure,  I— I  spotted  it  at  once. 

Adams,  He  does  make  it  out  nayicular  after  all  I  What  did  I  teL 
you,  Cheokley  ?    Now  p'r'aps  you  'U  belieye  me  / 

Check,  I'll  be  shot  if  that  'orse  has  nayickler,  whoeyer  says  so— 
there! 

Adams  (gloomily).  It 's  the  orse  '11  'aye  to  be  shot ;  worse  luck ! 
I  'd  ha'  give  something  if  Mr.  Uhdebshbll  could  ha'  shown  I  was 
wrong ;  out  there  was  yery  Uttle  doubt  in  my  mind  what  it  was  all 
alon^. 

Und,  (to  htmself,  horrified^,  1  'ye  been  pronouncing  this  unhappy 
animal's  doom  without  knowing  it  I  I  must  tone  it  down.  (Aloud,) 
No— no,  I  neyer  said  he  must  be  shot.  There 's  no  reason  to  despair. 
It— it 's  quite  a  mild  form  of  ei^— dayioular— not  at  all  infectious  at 
present.  And  the  horse  has  a  splendid  constitution.  I— I  really 
think  he  'U  soon  be  himself  again,  if  we  only— er— leaye  Nature  to  do 
her  work,  you  know. 

Adams  (after  a  prolonged  whistle).  Well,  if  Nature  ain't  better 
up  in  her  work  than  you  seem  to  be,  it 's  'igh  time  she  chucked  it, 
and  took  to  something  else.  You '  ve  a  lot  to  learn  about  navicular, 
you  'ave,  if  you  can  talk  such  rot  as  that ! 

Check.  Ah,  I  'ye  'ad  to  do  with  a  yet  or  two  in  my  time,  but  I'm 
blest  if  I  ever  come  across  the  likes  o'  you  afore ! 

Und,  (to  himself),  I  knew  ikey  'd  find  me  out !  I  must  pacify 
them.  (Aloud,)  But,  look  here,  I  'm  not  a  yet.  I  never  laid  I  teas. 
It  was  your  mistake  entirely.  The  fact  is,  my— my  good  men,  I 
came  down  here  because— well,  it 's  unnecessary  to  explain  now  why 
I  came.  But  I  'm  most  anxious  to  get  away,  and  if  you,  my  dear  Mr. 
Check  LET,  could  let  me  have  a  fiap  to  take  me  to  Shuntingbridge 
to-night,  I  should  feel  extremely  obliged. 

[Checklet  stares t  deprived  of  speech, 

Adams  (with  a  private  wink  to  Checklet).  Certainly  he  will. 
Sir.  I  'm  sure  Checklet  '11  feel  proud  to  turn  out,  late  as  it  is, 
to  oblige  a  gentleman  with  your  remarkable  knowledge  of  'orse- 
flesb.  Drive  you  over  hisself  in  the  broom  and  pair,  /  shouldn't 
wonder ! 

Und,  One  horse  will  be  quite  sufficient.  Yery  well,  then.  I  '11  just 
run  up  and  get  my  portmanteau,  and—  and  one  or  two  things  of  mine, 
and  if  you  will  be  round  at  the  back  entrance— don't  trouble  to  drive 
up  to  the  front  door— as  soon  as  possible,  I  won't  keep  you  waiting 
longer  than  I  can  help.  Good  eveninff,  Mr.  Adams,  and  many 
thanks.  (To  himself  as  he  hurries  back  to  the  house,)  I've  got 
out  of  that  rather  well.  Now,  I've  only  to  find  my  way  to  the 
Yemey  Chamber,  see  this  fellow  Spurbell.  and  get  my  clothes 
back,  and  then  I  can  retreat  with  comfort,  ana  even  dignify  I  These 
CuLVKRiNS  shall  learn  that  there  is  at  least  one  poet  who  will  not  put 
up  with  their  insolent  patronage ! 

Check,  (to  Adams).  Me  has  got  a  oool  cheek,  and  no  mistake ! 
But  if  he  waits  to  be  druv  over  to  Shuntingbridge  till  I  come  round 
for  him,  he  '11  'ave  to  set  on  that  portmanteau  of  his  a  goodish 
time! 

Adams,  He  did  you  pretty  brown,  I  must  say.  To  'ear  you  crow- 
ing over  me  when  he  was  on  your  side.  I  could  'ardly  keep  from 
larting! 

Check,  I  see  he  wam't  no  vet  long  afore  you,  but  I  let  it  go  on  for 
the  joke  of  it.  It  was  rich  to  see  you  a  wanting  him  to  feel  the  'oof, 
and  give  it  out  navickler.  Well,  you  got  his  opinion  for  what  it  was 
wuth,  so  you  're  all  right ! 

Adams,  Tou  think  nobody  knows  anything  about  'ones  but  your- 
self, you  do;  but  if  you're  meanin'  to  make  a  story  out  o  this 
against  me,  why,  I  shall  tell  it  my  way.  that's  all ! 

Check,  It  was  you  he  made  a  fool  of,  not  me— and  I  can  prove  it 
—there! 

[They  dispute  the  pointy  with  rising  warmth^  for  some  time, 

Adams  (calming  ilotcti).  Well,  see  'ere,  Cukcklet,  I  dunno,  come 
to  think  ot  it.  as  either  on  us  'U  show  up  partickler  smart  over  this 
'ere  job ;  and  it  strikes  me  we  'd  better  ooth  agree  to  keep  aniet 
about  it,  eh  Y  (Checklet  acquiesces ,  not  unwillingly,)  And  i  think 
I  'U  take  a  look  in  at  the  'Ousekeeiier's  Room  presently,  and  try  if 
I  can't  drop  a  hint  to  old  Tkedwcll  about  that  smooth-tongued 
chap,  for  it's  my  belief  he  ain't  down  'ere  for  no  good !  ' 


OUR    BOOKING-OFFICE. 

••Aha!"  quoth  the  Baron.  "This  book  of  Master  Staitlet 
Wetmak's,  called  Under  the  Red  Bobe,  delightetii  me  much.  A 
stirring  story  of  swashbucklers,  pistols,  daggers,  conspirators,  gay 
gallants,  and  gentle  dames !  Exciting 
mm  first  to  last,  and  all  in  one  volume, 
which,  beshrew  me,  by  mv  hilts ! '' 
quoth  the  Baron.  ••  the  reader,  be  he 
who  he  may,  will  find  easy  to  take  u^, 
and  most  oiMcult  to  put  down,  until 
quite  finished.  'Tis  published  bv  one 
METHUEir,  of  London,  whose  nouse 
Cavalier  Wetmait  hath  favoured  more 
than  once  ere  he  wrote  this  stirring 
romance."  Towards  the  finish  there  is 
a  spice  of  Bttlweb  Lttton'b  dnuna 
Richelieu,— mdeed,  the  last  situation 
in  this  tale  is  almost  one  with  the 
action  of  the  scene  in  the  play  where 
Richelieu  brings  t^e  lovers  together. 
Yet  is  this  but  a  mere  detail,  ana  those 
who  follow  the  Baron's  literary  tins  will 
do  well  and  wisely  to  read  Under  tne  Red 
Robe,  By  the  way,  Mr.  Catok  Woodvillb's  illustrations  to  the  story 
are  excellent,  having  the  rare  merit  of  assisting  the  action  without 
revealing  t^e  plot    '•  Catok,  thou  pictureth  weU." 

Within  the  limits  of  a  hundred  pages  Lord  DuFFEanr  has  given 
the  world  a  picture  it  will  not  willinghr  let  die.  It  is  a  portrait  of 
his  mother,  •  one  of  the  sweetest,  most  beautiful,  most  accomplished, 
wittiest,  most  loving  and  lovable  human  beings  that  ever  walked 
upon  the  earth."  This,  as  mv  Baronite  says,  is  the  superlative  of 
praise,  and  it  might  reasonably  be  suspected  that  filial  feeling  has 
warped  critical  acumen.  But  nere  in  this  volume  of  Songs,  Poems, 
and  Verses  (  Johk  Muhbat)  we  have  Lady  Ditffekin  though  dead 
vet  speaking,  and  may  judge  for  ourselves.  It  is  characteristic  of 
her  son  that,  whilst  on  the  first  page  the  above  title  is  boldly  set 
forth  in  larj^e  ruddy-hued  type,  a  smaller  line  lower  down,  in 
plain  black  ink,  refers  to  the  ^Memoir."  In  its  felicity  of  literary 
style,  its  dear  touches  of  oharaoterisation,  and  its  fiaf>hes  of  quiet 
humour,  this  monograph  is  a  masterpiece.  It  fittingly  frames 
the  extract  from  the  journal  commenced  by  Lady  Dufferik  when 
she  felt  the  hand  of  death  gripping  her.  This  fragment  is  prose 
worthy  of  the  author  of  The  Irish  ^Emigrant,  whose  simple  pathos 
has  stirred  the  heart  on  both  sides  of  the  Atlantic  Within  the 
brief  limits  he  has  assigned  to  himself.  Lord  Duffkrik  manages 
to  give  a  succinct  account  of  the  illustrious  family  of  which  Helen, 
Lady  Dufferen,  was  a  bright,  particular  star.  It  would  be  difficult 
to  parallel  the  sustained  brilliancy  of  the  Shebidaits,  from  Richard 
Brinslet  down  to  his  ^reat-great-grandson,  at  present  Her 
Majesty's  Minister  at  Pans.  To  the  possession  of  ail  the  graces 
they  have  added  display  of  all  the  talents.  It  is  hard  to  live  up  to 
the  literary  standard  of  the  Shsridans.  In  this  delightful  volume 
Lord  Dufferin  shows  that  the  marvel  was  accomplished  by  his 
mother,  and  is  possible  for  himself. 

My  Baronite  has  made  an  attempt  to  read  Lourdes  in  the  con- 
venient shape  in  which  Messrs.  Chatto  aitd  Wikdus  present  it  to 
the  English-speaking  public.  He  honestly  admits  tnat,  finding 
on  a  rapid  glance  through  its  pages  the  first  chapter  was  a  fair 
sample  of  the  bulk,  he  gave  it  up.  M.  Zola  has  avowedly  set  him- 
self the  task  of  minutely  describing  the  nitiful  experience  of  the  halt, 
the  lame,  the  blind,  and  much  worse,  wno  journey  to  Lourdes  in  the 
desperate  hope  of  miraculous  recovery.  He  may  at  leaht  be  con- 
^tulated  on  having  achieved  his  object.  Only,  the  report  with  all 
its  horrible  detail  would  more  fittingly  have  appeared  in  the  pages  of 
the  Lancet  or  the  British  Medical  Journal,  bmce  it  has  been  pub- 
lished in  book  form  realism  should  have  been  carried  one  step 
further.  The  volume  ought  to  have  been  bound  in  a  poultice  instead 
of  ordinary  cloth.  As  it  is,  the  leaves  turned  over  fill  the  room  with 
f  aintj  sickening  smell  of  the  hospital  ward.  Lourdes  is  certainly  not 
alluring.    It  is,  in  truth,  loutd—et  sale  aussi. 

Once  again,  for  the  benefit  of  all  brother- scribes  who,  for  a  while, 
or  frequently,  may  have  to  do  their  scribbling  when  journeying,  or 
while  compelled  by  illness  to  remain  in  Bedford-under-Clothes,— as 
was  but  recently  the  case  with  your  own  Baronius,  pains  and 
counterpanes  all  over  him,— the  use  of  *'  The  Hairless  Author* s 
Paper^pad,^*  i.e.  "  The  Author'' s  Hairless  Paper-pad"  issued  by 
the  Leadenhall  Press,  on  which  the  author  can  write  with  i)encil  or 
with  pen, — for  the  blotter  is  handily  placed  at  the  back  of  tliepad, 
—is  strongly  recommended  by  the  Heady  Writer's  and  Ready 
Reader's  b^t  friend. 

The  blameless  Baugn  dk  Buok-Woumk. 


Mbu.  1)Y  an  Old  Maid.— 
— I't  find  anyone  else  willing 
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DEEPER   AND   DEEPER 


B*.  "  Us't  that  Hita.  Oatlt  airriNo  bt  Tboxpson  t    How  Fat  sbx  'b  qbown  t 

UXK  that!"  She,   "Oa— T0<7  SHOULD  MOT  BAT  THAT  TO  MM/" 

Bt,  "Wrt  NOTt    Or  corusK  I  only  meakt  wbxm  thx  Womas  is  rouirat" 


STILL. 

What  a  misfortune  fob  a  Woman  to  look 


"FOR  EXAMPLE!'' 

Or,  cm  Ez-HadioaTs  BeJUetions  in  a  Peer- O lass, 

["  I  uy  that  I,  at  any  rate,  am  read^  to  yiew 
with  favour  any  reasonable  proposal  which  would 
add  an  elective  element  to  tne  composition  of  the 
House  of  LordS|  which  would  bnng^  them  into 
closer  touch  with  popular  sentiment.''  —  Mr, 
Chamhtrlmin  at  Leeds  (Times*  Jtepori).] 

*'  Thmt  tail  not^  neither  do  tJiey  spin  "— 

Aught  but  oooadonal  orationB ! 
Ah!  that  was  in  my  days  of  sin. 

How  time  has  altered  our  relatlonB 
Tm,  I  was  down  upon  the  Lords. 

When  I  compared  them  with  the  lilies : 
New  Bads  remind  me  of  my  words : 

But  then  New  Kads  are  all  old  sillies. 

How  dare  they,  dopes  of  Gladstone's  guile, 

Poor  Party  tools,  mere  flies  in  amber. 
To  imitate  my  earlier  style, 

And  raye  against  a  Seoond  Chamber  ? 
And  do  they  toink  to  corner  me 

B^  mere  tu  quoque  and  quotation  F 
A  jnft  of  ready  repartee 

Secures  such  easy  extrication. 

I  worship  what  I  wished  to  bum  P — 

The  jeer  is  really  most  unhandsome ! 
For  things  have  taken  quite  a  turn 

Since  I  ran  rather  wild  on  Bansom. 
The  House  of  Lords  is  our  sole  hope, 

Bheet-anohor,  lighthouse,  scgis,  haven ; 
The  only  power  wmch  can  cope 

WiththeNew  Bad— that  neryelesscrayen ! 

A  Single  Qiamber  means  the  sway 

Of  tne  migority— most  ahockiog  !^ 
With  no  devices  of  delay, 
Progress  impeding,  freedom  xoenng— 


sages 


Hold  hard  I    I  'm  quoting— from  myself ! — 
Of  Commoners  a  mere  majority 

Means  rule  of  party,  passion,  pelt. 
Which  in  the  Peers  have  no  autnority. 

Non-renresentatiye,  but  nice. 

The  Peers  are  patriots,  heroes,  st 
dass-selfishness  is  not  their  vice ; 

They  haste  not,  don't  get  into  rages. 
To  a  majority  of  them  : 

We  safely  may  entrust  our  freedom. 
But  mere  M.P.'8  P    With  yenal  phlegm 

They  'd  sell  it— for  the  mess  of  Edom ! 

Mesopotamia— blessM  word ! — 

Thanthe  word  *' Peer  "  isfar  less  blessed ! 
Mere  Commoners  are  crass,  absurd. 

Foolish  as  Creon,  false  as  Cressia. 
To  trust  to  an  elected  mob 

Our  Glorious  Empire,  were  sheer  treason ; 
But  dukes  and  earls  may  do  the  job, 

For  a  Peer's  robe  must  cover  reason. 

Still  an  '*  elective  element " 

Perhaps  mi^ht  bring  their  ** composition'' 
**  In  touch  with  popular  sentiment," 

And  hush  the  nowlin^s  of  sedition. 
To  pick  the  best  and  brightest  stars 

From  court  and  college,  bench  and  plat- 
form, 
Miffht  still  some  poletariat  jars. — 

Hah !  how  should  I  appear  in  that  form? 

Of  course,  a  robe  and  coronet 

Would  never  make  me  turn  a  Tory, 
Like— well,  so  many.    Now  I  '11  bet 

King  Solomon  in  all  his  glory 
Was  not  arrayed— tut  I  tut !— no  more ! 

I  'd  like  them  to  forget  those  lilies, 
These  quoted  bits  are  such  a  bore, — 

Unless  they're  that  old  **tonguester" 
Wm.f's! 


£xnerimentum  in — weU,  no ! 

The  context  is  not  very  flatteriog, 
(How  seldom  my  quotations  go  I 
There   are  some  drawbacks    in    mere 
smattering.) 
But  if  the  **  elective  element " 
Would   Peers   improve,    as   not  a  few 
think, 
I  might— some  day— who  knows  ?— oonsent 
To  show  them  how— well,  what  do  uou 
think? 

LIGHT  IN  DABKNESS. 

Written  upon  hearing  that  Mr.  Gladstone's 
enforced  rest  is  lightened  by  the  reading 
aloud  of  relays  of  Devoted  Friends, 

MioHTT-ToiCED  MiLTON,  wbose  Unmurmur- 
ing song . 

Bolls  yet  in  organ  tones  round  his  lored 
land. 

Its  saddest  strain,  with  high  endurance 
grand, 

Unconquerably  serene,  sublimely  strong ; 
Sing  in  our  Statesman's  ears !    Great  Hon  eb, 
lon^ 

His  *'  fnend,  in  youth,  in  manhood,  and  in 
age," 

Let  thy  charmed  splendours,  and  thy  coun- 
sels sage, 

Calm  his  large  energies  to  fine  content-. 
Be  Milton's  patience  his !    **  God  doth  not 
need 

Either  man's  work,  or  his  own  gifts" — so 
rang  [State 

The  heroic  high  reply.     But  the  whole 
Wishes  its  tireless  servitor  '*  God  speed  I " 

Light  in  his  darkness,  hope  to  ulume  hia 
rest! 

*'  They  also  serve  who  only  stand  and  wait." 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI.— Octobkr  6,  1894. 
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Joe  Cu-mb-rl-k.  "  I  SHOULD  RECONSTRUCT  THE  HOUSE  OF  LORDS  ACCORDING  TO  SOME  ELECTIVE 

AND  NON-HEREDITARY  PLAN ."  {Leeds,  SepUmher  %^^^(^ 


Digitized  by 


Google 


OcTOBSB  6,  1894.] 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARL 


165 


AIES  RESUMPTIVE. 

IV.— To  Julia  in  Shooting  Took 
{and  a  Merrickote  v€in), 

Whenas  to  shoot  my  Julu  goes, 
Then,  then,  (methinks)  how  bravely 

shows 
That  rare  arraogement  of  her  clothes ! 

So  shod  as  when  the  Huntress  Maid 
With  thumping  buskin  bruised  the 

glade, 
She  moveth,  making  earth  afraid. 

Against  the  sting  of  random  chaff 
Her  leathern  gaiters  circle  half 
The  arduous  orescent  of  her  calf. 

Unto  th'  occasion  limely  tit, 

My  love's  attire  doth  show  ner  wit. 

And  of  her  legs  a  little  bit. 

Sorely  it  sticketh  in  my  throat, 
She  having  nowhere  to  bestow 't, 
To  name  the  absent  petticoat. 

In  lieu  whereof  a  wanton  pair 
Of  knickerbockers  she  doth  wear, 
Full  windy  and  with  space  to  spare. 

Enlarged  by  the  bcUyiDg  breeze, 
liord  I  how  they  playfully  do  ease 
The  urgeut  knuckiog  of  her  knees ! 

Lengthways  curtailed  to  her  taste 
A  tunic  circumvents  her  waist. 
And  sootbly  it  is  passing  cba<)te. 

Upon  her  head  she  hath  a  gear 
Even  such  as  wights  of  ruddy  cheer 
Do  me  in  btalking  of  the  deer. 

Haply  her  truant  tros«ea  mock 
Some  coronal  of  bhiptlier  block, 
To  wit,  the  bounding  billy-cock. 

Withal  she  hath  a  loaded  gun. 
Whereat  the  pheasants,  as  they  run, 
Do  make  a  fair  diversion. 

For  very  awe,  if  so  she  shoots, 
My  hair  upriseth  from  the  roots. 
And  lo !  I  tremble  in  my  boots ! 


A  S»FE  PfiRDicrJON.— That  the 
New  WofLan  ot*  this  decade  will  be 
the  Old  Maid  of  the  next. 


STUDIES    IN   ANIMAL    LIFE. 

Thb  Ostbiob  as  she  ought  to  be. 


THE  SEVEN  ACES  OF  R08EBERY. 

[Mr.  St.  Lob  Strachky  has  written  an 
article  in  the  Nineteenth  Century^  entitled, 
"  The  Seven  Lord  Roscberiw."] 

Pakliamekt's  a  stage. 
And,  Peers  or  Commoners,  they  are 

merely  players : 
They  have  their  exits  and    their 

entrances,  [parts, 

And  one  Peer  in  his  time  plays  many 
His  acts  being  seven  stages.    First 

the  Home- Ruler, 
Mewling  and  puking  in  Nurse  Olad- 

8roNE*8  arms ; 
And   then    the    Union    BcSodboy, 

with  his  satchel. 
And  smooth-cut  morning  face,  creep- 
in?  like  snail 
Unwilling  to  Joe*8  school.    A  nd  then 

the  Boss, 
Working  like  nigger,  with  a  dithy- 

rambio  rSo^ialist, 

Made  to  the  County  Council.  Then  a 
Full  of  strange  aims,  bearded  like 

BebnardShaw, 
Jealous  of  Ground  Rents,  quiuk  with 

I^and  to  quarrel,  fment. 

Seeking  the  Heeting  bubble,  B^tter- 
E*en  at  Mono|)oly's  mout h.   A  ud  t  hen 

the  Premier, 
High  abive  Party,  with  a  ideasant 

joke  [claims ; 

On  the  predominant  partner  and  his 
Full  of  light  jests  and  modem  mug- 

wumplsms ; 
And  so  he  plays  his  part.    The  sixth 

age  shifts 
Into  the  smooth-cheeked,  inexpressive 

Spbiox  [side. 

With  finger  at  her  nose's  knowing 
Dizzy's   old  pose   well    mimicked, 

"cute"  and  "wide," 
With   a  cold  eye  and  an  oracular 

voice. 
Which,  tuned  to   cynic  lightness, 

puzzles  much  [all. 

The  Uadicil  (Edipus.    Last  sctne  of 
That   ends    this    strange  eventful 

history, 
Newmarket  Roskbert,  Zadcft-owner, 

Lord, — 
8an$  grit,  san$  nous,  8an$  go,  sans 

everything  I 


ANOTHER  MAN'S  EARS. 
(  fyUh  Apologies  to  the  AtUhor  of  **  Another  IFomaas  Eyes,**  in  the 
'*  IlluUrated  News:*) 
Beautiful  ears,  indeed,  beautiful  ears ! 

(She  must  be  growing  blind  to  think  them  fine !) 
Had  you  been  wiser  in  those  by-gone  years. 

They  might  have— heard  the  leotores  lost  on  mine. 
I  only  wish  they  had !    (But  no,  no,  no ; 

I  'd  rather  list  lon^  nights  to  Caudle-shine, 
Than  let  those  beautiful  ears— she  calls  them  so— 
List  some  "  soft  nothings  "  murmured  into  mine  I) 

SLOW,  AND  NOT  QUITE  SURE. 

(A  Suggestion  not  necessarily  Founded  upon  Facts. ) 
Scene— The  Interior  of  a  Police  Court:   a  case  is  in  course  of 
disposal.     The  Magistrate  has  made  up  his  mind  to  deal  sum- 
marily  in  the  matter. 

Magistrate.  And  so  you  sav  that  the  prisoner  has  a  bad  record  F 
Policeman  X.  A  very  baa  one,  your  Worship.    We  have  strong 
reasons  for  believing  that  he  has  been  in  every  prison  in  the  king- 
dom for  crimes  of  varying  gravity. 

Magistrate.  By  the  new  anthropometrical  system,  you  can  identify 

him?  I 

Policeman  X.  Certainly.    I  have  here  certificates  from  no  less 

than  two  hundred  gaol  governors  deckring  his  hair  to  be  the  colour  I 

of  pea-green.  | 


Magistrate.  And  I  notice  the  prisoner  has  hair  of  that  peculiar 
hue. 

Policeman  X.  Certainly,  your  worship ;  and  on  that  account  I  daim 
that  vou  impose  upon  this  man  the  heaviest  punishment  within  your 
jurisoiction. 

Magistrate.  And  now  prisoner  what  have  you  to  say  ? 

Prisoner.  Merely  this,  that  the  man  who  last  night  broke  into  the 
jeweller* s  ^op  was  not  myself  but  another.  I  had  nought  to  do 
with  the  crime.  The  constable  has  sworn  that  the  caitiff  had 
pea-green  hair.  Now  I  have  not  pea-green  hair  ;  my  locks  are 
black. 

Magistrate.  Assertion  is  not  proof.  Bj  the  anthropometrical 
system  we  can  spot  you.  Look  at  yourself  in  the  glass  and  you  will 
see  that  your  hair  is  pea-green. 

Prisoner,  You  are  wrong.  Sir.  You  see  my  curls  are  of  raven 
black.  {Removes  his  wig.)  Am  I  not  right?  Am  I  not  entitled  to 
release? 

Magistrate,  Certainly.  Officers,  do  your  du*y.  Release  your 
prisoner  I 

IThe  accused  is  liberated,  and^  in  the  company  of  some  trusted 
pals^  leans  the  Court  without  a  stain  ujum  his  character^ 
and  with  the  intention  of  doing  a  little  more  burgling  bejore 
he  is  many  hours  older.     Curtain. 


On  reading  a  ''Smart"  Novel. 

Heavy  moralities,  d  la  Sarah  Qrakd, 

Are  tedious  oft.  and  trivial  to  boot^^-^  t 

But  some  who  write  of  Vice  with  a  '*a  light  hand," 

Merit  the  impact  of  a  heavy  foot. 
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THE  COMPLAINT  OF  THE 
KODEBH  LOTER. 

Mt  peerless  but  promssive  Fair, 

To  you  mj  hesat  I  proffer. 
Hme  was  when  one  knew  where 
you  were, 

And  now  to  make  an  offer. 
Now,  all  too  swiftly  you  advance 

For  Damon  to  pursue  you. 
Take  pity  on  his  ignorance, 

Ana  tell  him  how  to  woo  you  I 

If  strong  on  Woman's  Rights  you 
are. 

Upon  her  wrongs  1  *11  ponder : 
I  *11  win  for  you  a  Wanaer/ahr, 

If  I  with  you  may  wander. 
Or  does  Humanity  enthrall  ? 

Before  the  summer  passes 
I  *11  run  a  moral  Music  Hall 

To  renovate  the  Masses. 

Sav,  shall  I  write  to  you  in  verse 

Of  metre  strange  and  frantic. 
Which  by  neglect  of  barriers 

Proves  genius  gigantic  f 
Is  modem  fiction  dear  to  you  ? 

In  scandal  while  I  grovel, 
I  will  endeavour  to  outdo 

Its  most  pernicious  novel  I 

Beloved,  of  which  patent  creed 

Shall  I  uplift  the  banner  ? 
By  tdepathy  shall  I  plead. 

Or  in  the  usual  manner  r 
If  after  Occult  Truth  you  grope. 

Though  now  1  'm  no  Mahatma. 
From  earthly  bonds  I  yet  might 
hope— 

For  you— to  free  my  Atma ! 
Shall  I  by  Geomancy  show 

Tour  lot  and  mine  united, 
The  sign  of  Acquisttio 

ForetelliDg  love  requited  ? 
Or  shall  I  from  the  planets  prove 

That  long  before  I  knew  you 
Our  fates   were   linked  f     My 
modem  love. 

Oh,  tell  me  how  to  woo  you ! 


WE'VE   NOT   COME   TO   THAT   YET. 

She.  "  I  WAS  so  OLAD  TO  HEAR  OF  TOITB  MaRRTAOX  1  Do  COXl 
TO  US  AND  BRING  TOUR  WiFR.  By  THR  WAT,  WHAT  IS  TOUR  NaKR 
NOW  ?  " 

ffe.  "Oh,  /  haven't  changed  mt  Name.    It  's  Ses,  tou  know  I" 


EEFLECTIONS 

(Bya  TFeU-Pivehed  One.) 

Whxn  chapel  beUs  rang  far  and 

wide, 
Why  did  I  turn  upon  mv  side, 
Anasweetly  back  to  slumber  glide? 
I  wonoerl 

When  zephyrs  wafted  on  their  way 
The  fra^^anoe  ot  the  new-mown 

I  cut  m    lectores,  eh  P 
I  wonder! 


WhydM 


Whv  did  I  moor  my  punt  afar, 
With  olaret-cup  and  choice  cigar. 
Instead  of  reading  for  the  Bar  f 
I  wonder! 

Why  did  the  Proctors   always 

frown 
On  meeting  me  without  a  gown, 
And  ultimately  send  me  down  ? 
I  wonder ! 

Why  did  the  Dons  all  disagree 
With  my  pet  views  on  equity, 
And  plough  me  for  my  LL.B.  P 
I  wonder ! 

Why  am  I  now  in  chambers  bare, 
With  nothing  much  but  debts  to 

spare, 
Cashgone,and  credit  growing  rare? 
I  wonder ! 

Why  do  no  dients  seek  my  door 
To  profit  by  my  legal  lore  P 
Will  it  be  thus  for  evermore  ? 
I  wonder ! 


The  New  Fasliioxi. 

The  fashion  in  hair 

The  ladies  now  wear 
Never  can  last  I  'U  CDgaee : 

For  though,  pretty  aearr. 

It  hideth  their  ears. 
It  addeth  some  years  to  their  age. 


THE  NEW  MAN. 

{A  FragTMiUfrom  the  Romance  of  the  N6%r  Future,) 

Hs  had  waited  up  until  two  in  the  morning.  He  had  watched  the 
hands  of  the  clock  as  they  passed  round  the  face  from  hour  to  hour. 
He  had  put  a  cloth  over  the  supper,  knowing,  however,  that  the 
meat  woiild  be  disregarded,  and  only  the  brandy  and  soda-water 
touched  by  the  expected  one.  The  poor  man  gazed  sadly  at  the 
children's  toys,  the  tradesmen's  books  that  were  beside  him. 

*  *  Not  home  yet,"  he  murmured.    '  *Ah,  those  dinners  at  the  club !  " 

Then  he  considered  his  past  life.  He  remembered  his  wedding- 
day,  when  it  seemed  so  bright  and  fair.  He  was  a  happy  husband, 
with  every  prospect  of  a  long  life  of  wedded  bliss.  He  loved  and 
respected  nis  wife,  and  felt  that  side  by  side  they  could  travel  along 
the  road  of  existence  without  a  rock  to  arrest  their  progress,  without 
a  discordant  note  to  spoil  the  harmony  of  their  song,  until  that  song 
had  c^ued  its  music  in  the  hush  of  silence.  Tears,  suppressed  untu 
now,  flooded  his  eyes  as  he  remembered  the  waning  oi  the  honey- 
moon. He  recollected  the  anxiety  of  Alicb  to  get  back  to  town,  to 
be  off  into  the  City.  Of  course  he  could  not  follow  his  wife  into  her 
business  haunts ;  it  would  be  immodest— nay .  even  improper.  Still, 
he  had  been  treated  kindly,  in  a  rough,  condescending  sort  of  way. 
He  had  had  a  Brougham,  and  had  been  allowed  to  visit  his  gentle- 
men friends.  He  had  plenty  of  chats,  and  occasionally  Ajjce  had 
accompanied  him  round  the  i)ark.  Then  he  had  seen  a  good  deal 
of  his  children.  His  daughter,  however,  had  now  gone  to  sdiool,  and 
his  sons  were  always  with  their  nursery  tutor.  The  dock  struck 
once  again.    "  Three,  and  not  home  yet ! " 

Early  morning  was  breaking.  The  poor  man,  pale  and  careworn, 
re-ammged  his  necktie,  and  putting  on  an  extra  overcoat,  prepared 
once  more  to  resume  the  reading  of  a  novel  that  had  been  atbacting 
his  attention  earlier  in  the  evening.  It  was  called  "  Bobhy"  ana 
related  the  adventures  of  a  wild,  thoughtless  man,  who  was  setting 
the  laws  of  society  at  open  defiance. 

"  How  can  men  write  of  men  like  thiiP"  he  murmured.  "I  am 
not  surprised  that  women  think  badly  of  us  when  we  thus  paint  our- 


selves. Visiting  a  music-hall  with  his  female  cousin!  Going  to 
the  Zoological  Gardens  unattended!  Oh,  Bobbt,  Bobbt,  what  a 
creation  !^'  Then  he  started.  There  was  a  noise  at  the  street-door, 
and  the  sound  of  scraping  on  the  outside  as  if  a  latch-key  were  vainly 
seeking  the  key-hole.  Then  the  iwrtal  slowly  opened  and  a  doakea 
figure  lurched  rather  than  walked  in. 

**  Oh  AucB ! "  cried  the  frightened  husband,  wringing  his  hands 
in  dismay.    **  Is  there  anything  the  matter?  ** 

**  Nothing,  absolutely  nothing,"  was  the  indistinct  reply.  "  Fact  is 
I  don't  think  the  salmon " 

And  tiien  the  new-comer  entered  the  dining-room,  and  there  was 
the  sound  of  the  dfervescence  of  soda-water. 

The  poor  husband  sighed,  mournfully  turned  off  the  gas,  and  went 
quietly  to  bed. 

'*  Oh  wife,"  murmured  the  aggrieved  husband,  as  he  mounted  the 
stairs,  **  jon  cannot  hdp  bringing  woe  to  man,  for  unless  you  did 
so  you  would  not  be  a  woe-man." 

And  bursting  into  tears  at  this  sad  pleasantry,  the  poor  chap 
disappeared  into  the  darkness. 


COINCIDENCE'S  LONG  ARM. 

Dear  Sib,— May  I  draw  your  attention  to  a  series  of  domestic 
occurrences  which  illustrate  the  distressing  and  increasing  tendency 
of  this  fln-de-iiecU  age  P  I  say  fln-de-necle  because  as  it  has  got  to 
come  in  somehow,  it  may  as  well  be  said  at  once.  At  breakfast  yes- 
terday the  bacon  was  wretchedly  cooked^  My  wife  said,  **  It's  the 
fault  of  the  New  Cook,"  which  was  all  the  satisfaction  or  explanation 
that  I  got.  I  found  my  study  disguised  in  an  apparent  tidinessL 
achieved  at  the  cost  of  a  complete  confusion  of  my  papen,  which  had 
been  tidied  away  in  a  manner  that  completely  defied  detection.  My 
wife  only  answered,  '*  Oh,  it 's  that  New  Housemaid."  That  night 
we  went  to  the  theatre.  The  name  of  the  play  was  The  New  Woman. 
Then  I  understood  the  true  inwardness  of  all  my  previous  experi- 
ences.   The  monJ  is  so  dear  that  I  do  not  propose  to  draw  any. 

The  Cedar$^  Sept.  29.  DinitiToH  hx/    Notta  Nxwmak. 
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LETTERS    FROM   A   DEBUTANTE. 

Dbaeest  Mabjobie,— It  is  really  quite  time  you  gave  me  some 
more  of  jowt  valuable  advice.  Thanks  t>)  you,  I  was  not  suoh  an 
utter  failure  in  my  first  season  as  I  expected.  After  a  month  at 
home  ^my  people  loathe  the  new  way  I  do  my  hair,  and  it  seemed,  I 
am  ashamed  to  say,  a  little  dull  there),  I  have  come  to  stay  again 
with  th')  Lvoy  Taymeks  at  their  country  house. 

You  remember  I  refused  the  man  who 
did  conjuring  tricks  ?  He  has  written  to 
me  since  to  say  he  sees  now  how  right  I 
was— rather  crushing  I  I  also  fully  in- 
tended to  refuse  Captain  MASsnrGTON. 
But  he  went  to  Dinard  without  giviuK  me 
the  oi)portunity.  and  I  hear  he  has  been 
playing  tennis  there  the  tohole  day  with 
Mrs.  LoBKE  HoppBB.  I  am  sure  1  hone 
he  enjoyed  it.  She  is  what  you  or  I  would 
consider  rather  old,  but  is  said  to  be  per- 
fectly charming,  and  of  course  looks 
fifteen  years  younger  than  her  youngest 
daughter. 

It  seems  rather  strange,  doesn't  it, 
Mabjobie.  that  dPter  being  so  wonderfully 
sensible  all  the  season^  I  should  suddenly 
do  something  quite  idiotic  in  September  P 
However.  I  nat^e ;  and  I  want  you  to  help 
meoutot  it.  I  *11  tell  you  afi.  if  you '11 
promise  not  to  laugh.  When  I  first  came,  I  was  "thrown,"  as  people 
say,  a  good  deal  with  the  Tatheb's  nephew— Obiel  Gbavpton  who 
has  just  left  Oxford.  I  was  told  he  was  very  serious,  rather  shy. 
philanthropic,  and  has  **  views"  ;  also  that  he  had  done  a  ffreat  deal 
of  good  in  the  West  End.  This  interested  me,  and  I  tried  to  draw 
him  out.  They  had  omitted  to  mention  that  he  was  dreadfuU]^  sus- 
ceptible. We  talked  for  hours  in  the  garden,  nearly  all  the  time — 
at  first— about  the  housing  of  the  rich  and  horrible  cases  of  over- 
crowdinf^— at  London  parties.  He  was  very  earnest  and  ascetic  (he 
never  dnaks  anything  out  hot  water,  and  doesn't  smoke) ;  he  lent  me 
books— he  is  rawer  handsome — and — gradually — somehow  1  found  I 
had  drifted  into  an  absurd  sort  of  private  half -engagement  I  Yes — 
I  have  actually  a  bangle  riveited  on— ^ith  a  date  inside— the  date  I 

was  insane  enough  to  agree Isn't  it  dreadful  ? 

Obtel  will  be  well  off,  but  he  intends  to  spend  all  his  money  on 
founding  model  alums,  where  the  people  are  to  be  teetotallers  and  do 
bootmaking  or  something,  and  be  a  happy  little  colony.  Oeiel's 
views  may  necessitate  his  ooing  a  little  cobbling  himself— just  to  set 
an  example.  I  was  enormously  impressed  by  this  at  first ;  but  I  am 
afraid  I  have  become  frivolous  again.  Some  other  people  have  come 
here,  indudinpr  a  nice  boy  they  call  Babt  Beaumont.  He  is 
really  almost  nineteen,  but  wonderfully  well  preserved,  very  clever, 
and  so  cynical  that  he  is  quite  an  optimist.  Almost  directly,  he 
asked  me  how  long  I  had  known  Obiel  Cbamfton.  I  said  alK>ut  a 
fortnight.  **AhI  then  you  must  be  engaged  to  him.  Poor  old 
Obiel  !  He 's  reallv  quite  extraordinarily  old-fashioned." 
**  How  old  is  he  ?  '  I  asked,  in  faltering  tones. 
"  He  has  rather  a  way  of  pretending  to  be  young,  I  fancy.  But  he 
must  be  f  our-and-twenty  if  he  is  a  day.  Ton  need  not  say  I  told  you. ' ' 
It 's  evidently  the  fashion  to  be  very  t/oung—ior  men,  at  least 
Sometimes  I  wish  it  were  the  fashion  to  be  old  enough  to  know 
better.  If  Oeibl  really  has  been  engaged  before,  and  ma^  be  a^ain, 
and  if  getting  engaged  to  people  is  only  a  sort  of  habit  of  his,  perhaps 
he  would  not  mind  ao  very  much  if  I  were  to  break  it  off. 

Babt  Beattmokt  is  (he  says  himself)  *' frankly  Pagan."  He 
thinks  Obiel  too  serious  for  me,  and  advises  me  to  marry  at  leisure, 
as  I  am  quite  sure,  anyhow,  to  repent  in  haste.  He  wanted  to  send 
a  paragraph  to  the  Post  to  say  *'  A  marriage  has  been  arranged,  and 
will  shortly  be  broken  off,  between  Mr.  Obtel  Cbampton  and  Miss 
Qladts  Matfield,  younger  daughter,"  and  so  on. 

Last  night,  when  we  were  plajring  games,  Obiel  went  out  while  we 
thought  of  a  word,  and  he  got  auite  angry  with  me  because  I  bad  said 
the  moon  was  *'  vegetable  ''^ana  he  said  it  was  **  mineral."  He  may 
be  right,  or  he  may  not— I  daresay  he  is— but  still  he  need  not  be 
touchy,  and  refuse  to  play  any  more,  and  sulk  all  the  evening. 

I  am  afraid  I  should  not  be  happy  with  him.  He  collects  postage 
stamps,  too,  which  depresses  me  dreadfully. 

Please  write  and  tell  me  what  to  do— or  rather,  how  to  do  it.  Can 
one  get  a  bangle  rivetted  offf  ,  ,  .  I  have  just  heard  that  the  Lobnb 
HoFPEBS  and  Captain  Mashington  are  coming  to  play  tennis  on 
Sunday  I  Of  course,  I  shall  show  absolute  indifference.  I  wired  at 
once  to  town  for  my  new  dress.    Mrs.  Hopfeb  mav  as  well  see  it. 

Babt  Beaumokt  is  always  changing  his  clothes,  and  has  two 
button-holes  sent  down  from  London  daily.  He  says  he  ''intends  to 
revive  the  gardenia."  .  .  .  O&isl  has  just  ^one  out  for  a  **  brisk 
walk  before  dinner,"    Aren't  we  utterly  unsuited  to  each  other  ? 

Your  loving  friend,  Gladts. 

P.S. — Is  the  moon  mineral  ? 


THE  GENERAL  LITERARY  REVIEW  COMPANY,  LIMITED. 

GapitaIi  £100,000,000,  ik  20,000,000  Shakes  of  £5  each. 

This  Company  has  been  formed  to  acquire,  combine  into  one,  snd 
carry  on  the  various  old-established  businesses  of  literary  reviewiojr 
hitherto  carried  on  separately  by  Messrs.  Awdkkw  Laj^q  (who  nill 
join  the  Board  after  allotment),  Qbakt  Allen,  W.  E.  Gladstoio:, 
fl.  D.  Teaill,  T.  p.  O'ComfOB.  Walteb  Besaft,  Eles 
Mathews,  Johv  Lane,  Q.,  A.T.^CI.,  Quiller  Couch,  RicHiRo 
Le  Galuenne,  and  others.  All  these  gentlemen  have  consented  to  ict 
as  Directors.  The  advantages  of  the  scheme 
are  obvious.  Hitherto  critical  oninion.  as 
printed  in  the  daily,  weekly,  and  monthly 
press,  has  been  so  oiversiiicd  as  to  make  it 
impossible  for  the  public  to  form  a  settled 
judgment  on  books.  For  instance,  a  work 
may  be  described  in  one  place  as  *'  possess- 
ing in  the  highest  degree  the  master  quali- 
ties of  brilliant  humour  and  profound 
EEtthos " ;  while,  in  another  notice,  pub- 
shed  on  the  same  day,  it  may  be  con- 
demned as  *'  an  essay  in  stupid  buffoonery, 
which  mistakes  inversion  for  paradox,  and 
makes  a  parade  of  sentiment  as  laughable 
as  its  efforts  at  humour  are  melancholy." 
It  is  the  intention  of  the  Directors  to 
change  all  this.  Frequent  Board-Meetings  will  be  held,  at  which  all 
books  sent  for  review  will  be  carefully  considered,  with  a  view  to 
deciding  how  they  shall  be  treated.  The  decisions  thus  come  to  will 
be  earned  out  in  a  series  of  articles  extending  with  absolute  osi- 
formity  over  the  whole  field  of  contemporary  literature. 

PKOFITS. 

The  profits  of  the  business  to  be  thus  carried  on  must  be  gigantic 
After  a  careful  in8i)ection  of  the  books  of  all  British  newFpapers  the 
well-known  accoimtants  Messrs.  Leoeb  and  Ballance  have  in- 
formed the  Directors  that  the  gains  of  these  pai>er8  from  rerietcing 
and  literary  gossip  alone  amount  to  £10,632,009  V2s,  Id.  annually.  As 
these  papers  will  nenceforth,  on  their  literary  side,  be  worked  by  the 
Directors  with  all  the  latest  improvements,  even  larger  gains  may  be 
looked  for  in  the  immediate  future. 

BOOMIKG. 

This  department  will  be  managed  by  a  paragraphist  of  unrivalled 
experience,  who  will  have  under  his  orders  a  large  staff  of  skilled 
assistants  thoroughly  instructed  in  the  use  of  the  new  patent 
mitrailleuse  Boomerangs,  ten  of  which  will  be  fixed  in  the  chief  offiee 
of  the  Company  at  No.  1,  Log  Rolls  Yard.  Literary  shareholders  to 
the  amount  of  £500  and  upwards  will  be  entitled  to  a  preferential 
boom  by  way  of  bonus. 

BLTTDOEOir  WOBK. 

For  this  style  of  reviewing  a  separate  department  has  been  estab- 
lished, under  the  joint  management  of  three  well-known  Uterary 
failures,  Messrs.  bcbiblet,  Fiblet  aitd  Gublet.  By  a  carefol 
imitation  of  the  worst  models,  and  by  assiduously  cultivating  their 
own  natural  coarseness,  the  managers  anticipate  very  remaikable 
results.  Style  will  be  no  object,  but  every  worker  in  this  depart- 
ment will  be  expected  to  provide  his  own  rhinoceros  hide  and  stock  d 
allusions  to  R.abelais.  All  holders  of  lees  than  three  shares  will  oom 
under  the  operation  of  this  department.  The  Companjr  intend  shortly, 
however,  to  issue  £10  debentures,  the  owners  of  wmch  will  be  wr- 
mitted  once  a  year  to  ballot  for  the  privilege  of  reviewing  the  book  of 
one  of  their  friends. 

INSUEAIfCE  SCHEME. 

The  Directors  propose  to  organise  a  scheme  of  insurance  against 
hostile  reviews  and  obdurate  editors.  For  an  annual  payment  of  £21 
an  insurer  will  be  entitled  to  one  favourable  review  during  the  year; 
for  £30  he  will  be  absolutely  guaranteed  against  un&vonrabk 
criticism.  A  smallyearly  payment^  varying  according  to  age,  will  en- 
title his  widow  to  claim  £1000  at  his  death  upon  furnishing  a  certin- 
cate,  signed  by  Mr.  Besaitt  and  the  family  doctor,  that  he  died  after 
reading  an  unfavourable  notice  of  one  of  his  books.  All  literary  men, 
however,  are  recommended  to  subscribe  £30  a  year,  thus  obtaining  a 
life-long  immunity  from  depredatioiL 

female  bbakch. 

This  will  be  known  as  the  **  Oeorge  Department,"  and  will  be  «»- 
trolled  by  four  new  women  of  advanced  views.  Cigarettt^  latch- 
keys, and  a  summary  of  divorce  court  proceedings  will  be  kept  on  the 
premises.  Novels  turned  out  while  you  wait.  Mrs.  Ltkk  Lcrroy 
will  not  be  admitted  during  office  hours. 


Something  New  in  the  Dbama.— Mr.  Henbt  Ibvino,  it  appears, 
has  made  a  great  hit  in  a  one-part  piece  written  by  Dr.  Co5A5 
Dotle.  entitled  A  Story  of  Waterloo.  Probably  Mr.  J.  L.  Toow 
will  follow  it  up  with  A  Story  of  Brandy-and-  Waterloo^  in  which 
our  cheerful  comedian  will  appear  as  a  regular  Wetter 'un. 
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MAKING  THE  RUNNING  WITH  "THE  DERBY  WINNER." 

DKU&iOLAinrs  has  soored  another  snooess.  And  whv  not  ?  Surely 
he  deserves  it,  for,  with  the  assistance  of  his  two  oollaborators,  Cecil 
Raleigh  and  Heioit  Hamtltox,  Sir  Augustus  H.vbkis  has  trsined 


"  Three  to  One  on.' 

a  Derby  winner  that  will  carry  all  before  him  over  the  Dmry  Lane 
coarse  until  the  place  is  required  for  the  pantomime.  And  the  train- 
ing has  been  most  judicious.  The  problem  tiie  three 
stable  oompanions  (for  the  piece  is  nothing  if  not 
horsey)  set  themselves  was  toproduoe  a  drama  that 
would  fill  the  Grand  National  Theatre  both  before  and 
behind  the  curtain.  This  problem  they  have  solved 
to  the  satisfaction  of  all  parties. 

The  method  adopted  is  simple  enough.  Take,  for 
instance,  the  First  Act.  One  of  the  authors  no  doubt 
suggested  the  interior  of  a  country  huuse.  ^*  Quite 
80,''  says  DfiUBioLANUS,  **  a  nobleman's  country  house. 
I  will  show  you  how  to  do  it."  And  he  does.  "  0 
Todgers^B  can  do  it  when  it  likes !  "  Gorffeous  hall 
with  a  billiard  table  thrown  in  at  the  back  to  give 
an  idea  of  the  luxury  and  magnitude.  And  then  the 
company!  Earls  and  Countesses  and  Lords  and 
Lsdies  and  a  Duchess!  Why,  even  the  villain  is  a 
msjor  in  a  crack  cavalrv  regiment,  and  the  low 
comedian  a  surgeon  who  has  worn  the  Queen's  uni- 
form. Apparently  to  give  the  latter  additional  aris- 
tocratic gloss,  the  Duchess  is  made  to  be  in  love  with 
him.  And  the  plot?  Why.  of  course.  Let  Miss 
Alva.  Stanley  arrive  direct  from  India  to  sow  dis- 
cord between  my  Lord  the  hero  and  mjr  Lady  the 
heroine.  This  she  does,  looking  charming  in  her 
villainy,  and  wearing  a  striking  costume.  My  Lord 
tells  her  **  to  begone"  (a  most  unreasonable  request, 
hj  the  way,  as  she  has  arrived  at  the  Hall  in  the 
middle  of  the  night,  with  evidently  any  number  of 
boxes),  but  she  won't.  Miss  Alua  Stanley  prefers  to  faint  in 
my  Lord*s  arms,  to  the  great  indignation  of  my  Lady.  Tableau 
and  curtain. 

Next,  please.  The  Downs,  and  a  trial  of  the  'osses.  Then  we 
have  a  meet  of  horses,  saddle  and  otherwise.  The  **  otherwise"  are 
harnessed  to  a  pony-chaise  that  looks  as  if  it  had  come  from  the 
Lowther  Arcade.  Miss  Alma  Stanley  rides  in  on  a  steed  of  her 
own.  My  Lord,  the  hero,  objects  to  the  gracious  presence  of  this  fair 
equestrian,  and  gets  a  horse-whipping  for  his  trouble.  Then  the 
trial  comes  off.  The  noble  animals  canter  across  the  stage.  The 
dramatis  persona  describe  their  progress  to  one  another  as  they  make 
the  running  behind  the  scenes.  All  tirst-rate  and  lifelike.  Haven't 
we  seen  it  ourselves  in  the  early  mom  ?  Then  they  reappear  (amidst 
immense  enthusiasm)  as  cardboard  profile  in  the  distance,  to  make 
a  final  entry  in  the  horseflesh  from  tne  0.  P.  wings,  (/apitally  done, 
and  a  great  success.  Stalls,  Circle,  Pit,  Boxes,  and  Gallery,  all  de- 
lighted. So  are  they  with  the  mili ta  r  v  ball  at  York.  Nearly  every  body 
in  uniform.  Hussars,  Gnnnerp,  His-nlanders,  Fusilcers,  and  Yeomen. 
My  Lord  the  hero  appears  as  Colonel  of  his  county  Yeomanrv.  Quite 
right,  he  has  left  tne  service,  and  taken  to  the  reserve.  Then  there 
is  the  catillion,  and  my  Lord  finds  himself,  to  his  surprise,  dancing 
with  Miss  Alma  Stanley.  He  is  again  caught  by  my  Lady,  the 
heroine  (the  poor  chap  is  always  compromising  himself  at  the  wrong 
moment),  and  there  is  of  course  only  one  solution  to  this  embar- 
rassing situation,  and  that  is, — curtain.  No  better  ball  scene  been  on 
the  stage  for  years.  Druriolanus  has  all  the  details  at  hii  finger- 
tips, sni  the  ball  at  his  feet.    Keep  it  rolling  I 

VOL.  OIL 


In  the  next  Act  we  find  that  the  Countess,  in  full  ball  costume, 
has  eloped  with  the  Villainous  Msjor  to  a  hotel.  My  Lady  has 
allowed  her  companion  to  describe  themselves  as  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
So-and-So  in  the  porter*s  book.  But  thus  far  and  no  farther.  When 
the  Msjor  politelv  begs  the  loan  of  her  heart,  the  Countess  bids  him 
go,  and  treats  nim  really  with  absolute  rudeness.  The  Msjor. 
after  a  terrible  struggle  with  my  Lady,  in  which  he  gets  the  worst  ot 
it,  is  completely  crushed,  and  probably  inwardly  laments  the  very 
considerable  expense  to  which  he  must  have  been  put  by  the  elope- 
ment. At  this  crisis  enter  my  Lord  the  hero.  Row  and  tableau. 
After  this,  the  audience  feels  that  the  correct  prescription  is  to  cut 
the  dialo^rne  and  come  to  the  **  'osses."  And  to  a  great  extent  this 
prescription  is  adopted.  There  is  a  first-class  scene  of  a  sale  at 
Tattersiall's,  and  a  very  realistic  view  of  the  finish  at  the  Derby.  The 
throng  cheer  behind  the  curtain,  and  so  does  the  throng  in  front  of  it. 
The  task  is  oomplete :  both  sides  of  the  green  baize  are  crowded  with 
excited  people. 

It  is  exceptionally  good.  Scenery,  music,  general  stage  manage- 
ment, and  incidental  music  all  excellent.  Mrs.  John  Wood  first- 
rate,  as  good  as  ever,  and  Miss  Alma  Stanley  greatly  distinguishes 
herself.  So  does  Mr.  Cabtwbight  as  the  most  matter-of-fact  villain 
that  "  in  this  distressful  country  has  ever  yet  been  seen."  When 
he  murders,  or  ruins,  or  seriously  inconveniences  anyone,  he  observes 
sotto  voce  to  himseli,  in  a  tone  that  would  be  ec[ually  appropriate 
were  he  thanking  an  omnibus  oonduotor  for  giying  him  change 
for  sixpence,  **I  thought  I  should  do  it."  Then  Mr.  Aethur 
BouECHiEB  snd  Miss  fiEAXBiCE  Lamb  as  My  Lord  and  My  Lady 
could  not  be  better.  And  liiss  Pattie  Bbowne,  Miss  L.  Moodib, 
and  Miss  Hettie  Dene,  all  the  right  people  in  the  right  places,  as 
are  both  Mr.  Gkorge  Giddiins  and  Mr.  Lionel  Rignolb.  To  sum 
up.  The  Derby  Winner  has  won,  and  Sir  Drubiolanus  has  more 


pu    jp    \rr\ 


"Sold!" 

than  satisfied  his  enthusiastic  backers  the  public,  and  he  and  they 
will  have  a  real  good  run  for  their  money. 


IF  NOT.  WHY  NOT? 
["  Sarah  Grand  has  contributed  an  article  on  *  Should  irnscible  Old  Gen- 
tlemen be  tau;?ht  to  Knit?'   to  the  forthcoming  iwue  of   ^ Fhit  Jtay*t 
Winter  Annual,*  **~~Eveti'\ng paper ^  October  2.] 

This  will  shortly  be  followed  by  a  series  of  papers  on  the  follDwing 
subjects :— **  Shall  hysterical  Old  Ladies  be  encouraged  to  smoke  ?  " 

'*  Should  elderly,  short-tempered  Dowagers  be  permitted  to  use  bad 
language?" 
*•  Shall  Octogenarian  Barmaids  be  obliged  to  flirt  ?  " 
**  May  decayed  Duchesses  play  pitch-and-toss  ?  " 
*'  Shall  Professional  Beauties  of  a  certain  age  be  compulsorily 
retired?" 

**  Are  Burlesque  Actresses  of  over  forty  years'  standing  to  attend 
Sunday-school  r  " 
**  May  Ballet-girls  teach  their  grand-children  to  knit  P  " 
'*  Should  cross-eyed  Viscountesses  catch  flies  ?  " 
•*  Ought  Old  Girls  generally  to  make  use  of  slang  ?  " 
•*  Should  Prima  donnas  in  their  dotage  wear  blue  pinafores  P  " 
'*  Can  the  *  Shirt-front  Brigade '  be  taught '  good  form '  ?  " 
**  May  Lady  Novelists  dispense  with  the  historic  present  ?  " 
**  Should  much-married  Adventuresses  read  The  Family  Herald  f 
'*  May  timid  Gentlewomen  join  the  Pioneer  Club  ?  " 
Atd  •*  Is  not  the  New  Woman  played  out  h "        ,  1 
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A   BACKWARD   CROP. 

Young  Mr,  Oreen  {wTio  voanis  a  Hunierfor  the  coming  Season),  **  Ya—as  ;  but  hb  'g  OOT  SUCH  A  Skkdt  Tail  I" 
Dealer,  **Skedy?    Ah,  that's  it  I    Just  oeeminatin*,  it  is.    Want  o*  Sunshine,  teb  sxb.    Lor*  bless  t', 

BIN  A  BIT  BACKARD  THIS  SSASON  !  " 


THINGS  IS  MOSTLY 


"I'M  GETTING  A  BIG  GIRL  NOW  I" 

(SoKo  FOR  Miss  Unified  London.) 
Air—*'  /  *m  Qetting  a  Big  Girl  Now  J  " 

I  'rz  had  all  the  pleasures  beloDgiog  to  youth, 

Its  sweetmeats,  its  larks,  and  its  toys. 
But  I  find,  with  regret,  what  is  really  the 
truth. 

That  girls  will  grow  old,  just  Uke  boys. 
I  'd  like  still  to  play  in  the  jolly  old  way. 

But  the  world  will  not  let  me  somehow. 
I  know  what  it  means;  I  am  now  in  my 
teens. 

Yes :  I  'm  getting  a  big  girl  now  I 

Chorui, 
I  'm  getting  a  big  girl  now, 
And  they  tell  me  it 's  time  I  knew  how 

To  be  have  more  like  one. 

And  in  toys  find  less  fun ; 
For  I  'm  getting  a  big  girl  now ! 

I  'ye  had  a  good  time  for  a  number  of  years, 
And  I  'm  sure  I  'm  not  anxious  to  change. 
But  the  very  best  swim  there  is  %omthody 
queers. 
They  tcotiH  let  me  alone— it 's  so  strange  I 
It  does  give  one  a  shock ;  but  I  've  outgrown 
my  frock, 
My  girdle  won't  meet  anyhow ; 
They  're  beginning  to  quiz.    Ah !  I  see  how 
it  is; 
I  'm  getting  a  big  girl  now 

Choru$. 
I  'm  getting  a  big  girl  now. 
If  I  romp  someone  Rioks  up  a  row 
They  tell  me  I  chuck 
Too  much  money  on  **  tuck" ! — 
Ah !    I  'm  getting  a  big  girl  now! 


I  know  there 's  a  party  who 's  anxious  to  spoil 

My  nice  little  games  at  GuildhalL 
He  growls  **  turn  up  turtle  and  toys,  Miss, 
and  toil^ 
Gog  and  Magog  are  no  good  at  all. 
Your  ooaches,  and  horses,  and  tin-armoured 
forces, 
Are  babyish  bosh,  and  bow-wow ! 
You  must  soom  grub  and  ease— like  those 
good  L.C.C.'s— 
For  you  're  getting  a  big  girl  now ! 

Chorus. 

'*  You  are  getting  a  big  girl  now ; 

You  must  turn  up  the  tuck-shop  I  yow. 
A  out  of  oold  mutton 
Go  take— with  good  Htttton  I 

For  you're  getting  a  big  girl  now ! " 

I  own  that  I  hate  to  be  talked  to  like  this ; 

And  as  to  those  L.C.C.  prigs 
They  always  hold  up  as  a  **  Model  for  Miss," 

I  '11  give  'em  beans  yet— please  the  pigs ! 
Me  fussy  and  frugal  like  dowdy  McDou- 

GALL?— 

Well— well ;  no  use  raising  a  row 
Like  all  girls  and  boys  I  must  giye  m>  my 
For  I  'm  getting  a  big  girl  now  I         [toys. 

Chorne. 
Yes,  I  'm  getting  a  big  girl  now ; 
My  dollies  must  go  anyhow ; 

And  as  to  the  tuck 

I  must  cut  it— worse  luck  I 
For  I  'm  getting  a  big  girl  now 

Good-b^e,  dear  old  toys!    I  am  getting  too 

For  doUs,  dressing  up.  and— ^Aoo.'       [dig, 
Cbe !    Magog !  I    Alas ! ! !   Is  it  quite  infra 
To  drop  a  few  tears  over  you  t  ! 


I   am   such   a  whopper,   it  may    be  im- 
proper. 
But— there,  I  am  blubbing— irotr-iroir.' 
Gocd-bye.  rose  and  myrtle!    Farewell  toys 
ana  turtle! 
I  *m  getting  a  big  girl  now. 

Chorus, 

Yes,  I  'm  getting  a  big  girl  now, 
(And  feel  aoocealy  sorry  somehow,) 

In  Unification 

They  think  there's  salvation 
For  one,  who 's  a  big  girl  now ! 


MUDDY  MILAN. 

Oncb  I  thought  that  vou  could  boast 
Such  a  i)eneot  southern  sky. 

Flecked  with  summer  clouds  at  most ; 
Always  sunny,  always  dry. 

Warm  enough,  perhaps,  to  grill  an 

Englishman,  0  muddy  Milan ! 

Now  I  find  you  soakini^  wet, 
Underneath  an  English  sky ; 

Pavements,  medisDval  yet, 
Whence  mud  splashes  ever  fiy ; 

And.  to  make  one  damp  and  ill,  an 

Endless  downpour,  muddy  Milan  I 

Though  you  boast  such  works  of  art. 
Where  is  that  unclouded  sky  P 

Muddy  Milan,  we  must  part, 
I  shall  gladly  Fay  good-bve. 

Pack,  and  pay  my  little  bill— an 

Artless  thing— and  leave  you,  Milan. 


A    RSALLT    **  lyPIPEWDEWT     OP    LaDOUK 

Paett."— Mr.  Kksjl  Hakdi*,  M  P. 
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LYRE   AND    LANCET. 

{A  Story  in  Scenes.) 
PART  XV.— TRAPPED ! 

ScEXE  XXIV.— -4  Oallery  outside  the  Vemey  Chamber, 
Time— ^6oM<  10.15. 
Under  shell  [fo  himself,  as  he  emerges  from  a  hack  staircase), 
I  suppose  this  xs  the  cornaor  ?  The  Boy  said  the  name  of  the  rswm 
was  painted  up  over  the  door.  ...  Ah,  there  it  is ;  and,  yes, 
Mr.  S  PUB  bell's  name  on  a  card.  .  .  .  The  door  is  ajar;  he  is 
probably  waiting  for  me  inside.    I  shall  meet  him  quite  temperately, 

treat  it  simply  as  a (He  enter$ ;  a  waste-paper  basket^  contain-  |  know  about  sis  much  of  the  points  of  a  bull  as  the  points  of  a  compass. 

ingan  ingenious  arrangement  of  liquid  and  solid  substances,  descends   only  they  let  on  to  know  a  lot  because  they  thins:  it  *s  smart    And 
on  his  head,)    What  the  devil  do  you  mean.  Sir,  by  this  out-    some  of  *em  are  after  a  pup  from  old  Drummy's  next  litter.    J  see 

rageous ?    All  dark!    Nobody  here!    Is  there  a  general  con-   throughall  that,  you  know* 

spiracy  to  insult  me  ?    Have  I  been  lured  up  here  for  a  brutal 

Ah,  there  you  are.  Sir !    ( With  cold  dignity , 


Spurr,  I  was  surprised  myself  to  find  what  a  lot  they  thought  of 
it ;  out,  bless  you,  thev  're  all  as  civil  as  shopwalkers  ■  and,  as  for 
the  ladies,  why,  the  ola  Countess  and  Lady  Maisie  and  Lady  Rhobi 
oouldn*t  be  more  complimentary  if  I  'd  won  the  Victoria  Cross,  instead 
of  getting  a  first  prize  for  breeding  and  exhibiting  a  bull  bitch  at 
Cbuft's  Dog  Show ! 

Und,  (bitterly^  to  himself).  And  this  is  our  aristocracy!  They 
make  a  bosom  f  nend  of  a  breeder  of  dogs ;  and  find  a  poet  only  fit  to 
associate  with  their  servants !  What  a  theme  for  a  satirist !  (Aloud,) 
I  see  nothing  to  wonder  at^  Ton  possess  precisely  the  social  quahfi- 
cations  most  likely  to  appeal  to  the  leisured  dass. 

Spurr,  Oh,  there  *8  a  lot  of  humbug  in  it,  mind  you !    Most  of  'em 


(Spurrell  bursts  in,) 
through  the  lattice-work  of  the 
basket,)   Will  you  kindly  explain 
what  this  means  P 

Spurrell,  Wait  till  I  strike  a 
light.  (After  liahtinq  a  pair  of 
candles,)  Well,  Sir,  if  you  don*t 
know  why  you're  ramping  about 
like  that  under  a  waste-paper 
badcet,  I  can  hardly  be  expected 
to 

Und,  I  was  determined  not  to 
remove  it  until  somebody  came 
in  ;  it  fell  on  my  head  the  moment 
I  entered;  it  contained  some- 
thing in  a  soap-dish,  which  has 
wetted  my  face.  Ton  may  laugh. 
Sir,  but  if  this  is  a  sample  of  your 
aristocratic 

Spurr,  If  you  could  only  see 
yourself !  But  /  M  nothing  to  do 
with  it,  *pon  my  word  I  hadn*t ; 
only  just  this  minute  got  away 
from  the  hall.  .  .  .  /know !  It  *s 
that  sulky  young  beggar,  Beaf- 
PABK.  I  remember  he  slipped  off 
on  some  excuse  or  other  just  now. 
He  must  have  come  in  here  and 
fixed  that  affair  up  for  me— con- 
found him ! 

Und,  I  think  J*m  the  person 

most   entitled    to But   no 

matter;  it  is  merely  one  insult 
more  among  so  many.  I  came 
here,  Sir,  for  a  purpose,  as  you 
are  aware. 

Spurr,  (ruefully).  Your  dress 
clothes?  All  right,  you  shall 
have  them  directly.  I  wouldn't 
have  put  'em  on  if  I  'd  known 
the^  'd  be  wanted  so  soon. 

Und,  I  should  have  thought 
your  own  would  have  been  more 
comfortable. 

Spurr,  More  comfortable!  I 
believe  you.  Why,  I  assure  you 
I  feel  like  a  Bath  bun  in  a  baby's 
sock !  But  how  was  I  to  know  ? 
You  shouldn't  leave  your  things 
about  like  that ! 

Und,    It    is    usual.    Sir,    for 
people  to  come  to  a  place  like  thii  provided  with  evening  clothes  of  even  the  old  Bisho] 
their  own. 

Spurr,  I  know  that  as  well  as  you  do.  Don't  you  suppose  I  'm 
unacquainted  with  the  usages  of  societj;!  Why,  I've  stayed  in 
boarding-houses  at  the  seaside  many  a  time  where  it  was  de  rigger 
to  dress— even  for  high  tea !  But  coming  down,  as  I  did,  on 
business,  it  never  entered  my  head  that  I  should  want  my  dress  suit. 


Und,  You  are  a  cynic,  I  observe.  Sir.    But  possibly  the  nature  of 

the  business  which  brings  you  here  renders  them 

Spurr.   That's   the  rummest 


thing  about  it.  I  haven't  heard 
a  word  about  that  yet.  I'm  in 
the  veterinary  profession,  you 
know.  Well,  they  sent  for  me  to 
see  some  blooming  horse,  and 
never  even  ask  me  to  go  near  it ! 
Seems  odd,  don't  it  ? 

Und,  (to  himself).  I  had  to  go 
near  the  blooming  horse !  Now  I 
begin  to  understand;  the  vny 
servants  did  not  expect  to  find  a 
professional  vet  in  any  companT 
but  their  own!  (Aloud,)  I-I 
trust  that  the  horse  will  not 
suffer  through  any  delay. 

Spurr,  So  do  I;  but  howd^^I 
know  that  some  ignorant  dufier 
mayn't  be  treating  him  for  the 
wrong  thing  ?  It  may  be  all  up 
with  the  animal  before  I  ipet  a 
chance  of  seeing  what  I  can  do ! 

Und,  (to  himself).  If  he  knew 
how  near  I  went  to  getting  tlie 
poor  beast  shot!  But  I  needn't 
mention  that  now. 

Spurr,  I  don't  say  it  isn't  gra- 
tifying to  be  treated  like  a  swell, 
but  I've  got  my  professional  re- 
putation to  consider,  you  know; 
and  if  they're  going  to  take 
up  all  my  time  talking  about 
Andromeda 

Und,  {icith  a  sf^iH),  Andro- 
meda !  They  have  been  talkinr 
about  Andromeda  f  To  you . 
Then  it 's  you  who- 


**  He  suddenly  comes  face  to  face  with  his  own  reflection.'* 


you; 

Spurr,  Haven't  I  been  tdlinj? 
you?  I  should  just  jolly  well 
think  they  hare  been  talking 
about  her  1  So  you  didn't  know 
my  bull's  name  was  Andromeda 
before,  eh?  But  you  seem  to 
have  heard  of  her,  too ! 

Und,  (slowly),  I — I  hare  heard 
of  Andromeda — yes. 

[^He  drops  into  a  chair,  dazed. 

Spurr,     (complacently).     It  *s 

curious  how  that    bitdi's  fame 

seems   to  have   spread.     Why, 

«»«*  bu^viiA  ^Aou^i/  But,  I  say,  you're  looking  rather  queer; 

anything  the  matter  with  you,  old  fellow ? 

Und,  (faintly).  Nothing— nothing.    I— I  feel  a  little  giddy,  that 's 

all.    I  shall  be  better  presentlv.  [He  conceals  hit  face. 

Spurr,  (in  concern).  It  was  naving  that  basket  dowm  on  your  head 

like  that.    Too  bad  I    Here,  I  '11  get  you  some  water.     (He  bustUi 

about,)    I  don't  know  if  you  *re  aware  of  it,  old  chap,  but  you're  in 

So  when  I  found  them  all  as  chummy  and  friendly  as  possible,  and  a  regular  dooce  of  a  mess ! 
expecting  me  to  dine  as  a  matter  of  course, — ^why,  I  can  tell  you  I  was  ,      Und,  (motioning  him  away  irritably).  Do  you  suppose  I  don't  know 
too  jolly  glad  to  get  hold  of  anything  in  the  shape  of  a  swallowtail  that  f    For  heaven's  sake,  oon't  speak  to  me  I  let  me  alone! ...   I 
and  white  choker  to  be  over  particular !  want  to  think— I  want  to  think.    (To  himself.)    I  see  it  all  now! 

Und,  You  seem  to  have  been  more  fortunate  in  your  reception  than  I've  made  a  hideous  mistake!    I  thought  the%  Culverins  were 

I.    But  then  /had  not  the  advantage  of  being  here  in  a  business   deliberately And  all  the  time Oh,  what  an  unspeakahle 

capacity.  idiot  I've  been!  .  .  .    And  I  can't  even  explain! .  .  .     The  only 

Sourr,  Well,  it  wasn't  that  altogether.    You  see,  I'm  a  kind  of  thing  to  do  is  to  escape  before  this  fellow  suspects  the  truth.   It's 

a  celebrity  in  mv  way.  I  lucky  I  ordered  that  carriage!     (Aloud,  rising,)     I 'm  aU  right 

Und,  I  should  hardly  have  thought  that  would  be  a  recommenda-  now ;  and — and  I  can't  stay  here  any  longer.    Jbam  leaving  directly 

tion  here.  —directly !  Digitized  byvi  VJt 
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Spurr.  Tou  must  giye  me  time  to  fret  out  of  this  toggery,  old 
chap ;  jou  '11  have  to  pick  me  out  of  it  like  a  lobster ! 

Und,  (wildly).  The  obthes  ?  Never  mind  them  now.  I  oan'twait. 
Keep  them  I 

Spurr.  Do  you  really  mean  it.  old  fellow  ?  If  you  could  spare  'em 
a  bit  longer,  I  'd  be  no  end  obliged.  Because,  you  see,  I  promised 
Lady  Rhoda  to  oome  and  finish  a  talk  we  were  having,  and  they  've 
taken  away  my  own  things  to  brush,  so  I  haven't  a  rag  to  go  down  in 
except  these,  and  they  'd  all  think  it  so  rude  if  I  went  to  bed  now ! 

Und,  (impatiently).  I  tell  you  you  may  keep  them,  if  you  'U  only 
go  away ! 

Spurr,  But  where  am  I  to  send  the  things  to  when  I  've  done  with 
'emP 

Und,  What  do  I Stay,  here 's  my  card.    Send  them  to  that 

address.    Now  go  and  finish  your  evening ! 

Spurr,  (grateJtuUy),  You  are  a  rattling  good  chap,  and  no  mistake  I 
Though  I  'm  hanged  if  I  can  quite  make  out  what  you  're  doiog  here, 
you  know ! 

Und,  It 's  not  at  all  necessary  that  you  ehould  know.  I  am  leav- 
ing immediately,  and—and  I  don't  wish  Sir  Rttpert  or  Lady  Ccjl- 
VERiN  to  hear  d  this— you  understand  P 

Spurr,  Well,  it's  no  business  of  mine;  you've  behaved  devilish 
well  to  me,  and  I  'm  not  surprised  that  you^d  rather  not  be  seen  in 
the  state  you  're  in.    I  shouldn't  like  it  myself ! 

Und.  Stote  ?     What  state? 

Spurr.  Ah,  I  tcondtred  whether  you  knew.  You'll  see  what 
I  mean  when  you  've  had  a  look  at  yourself  in  the  glass.  I  daresay 
it  'U  come  off  right  enough.  I  oan't  stop.  Ta,  ta,  old  fellow,  and 
thanks  awfuUv  I  [He  goei  out. 

Und,  (alone).  What  does  he  mean  P  But  I  've  no  time  to  waste. 
Where  have  they  put  my  portmanteau  P  I  cau't  give  up  everything. 
{He  hunts  rouna  the  room^  and  eventually  discovers  a  door  leading 
into  a  small  dressing-room.)    Ah,  it 's  in  there.    I  '11  get  it  out,  and 


put  m^r  tilings  in.  (As  he  rushes  back,  he  suddenly  comes  face  to  face 
with  his  own  refection  [in  a  cheval  glass,)    Wh — ^who  's  tnat  ?l^  Can 

this-^this  piebald  horror  possibly  be— m«  f    How ?    Ah,' it  was 

ink  in  that  infernal  ba&et— not  water!  And  my  hair's  full  of 
flour !  I  canU  go  into  a  hotel  like  this,  they'd  think  I  was  an  escaped 
lunatic  I  (He  flies  to  a  wash-hand  stand ^  and  scrubs  and  sluices 
desperately^  after  which  he  inspects  the  result  in  the  mirror,)  It 's 
not  nearly  off  yet !  Will  anything  get  rid  of  this  streakiness  ?  (He 
soaps  and  scrubs  once  more,)  And  the  flour's  caked  in  my  hair 
now !  I  mu«ft  brush  it  all  out  before  I  am  fit  to  be  seen.  (He 
gradually^  after  infinite  toil,  succeeds  in  making  himself  slightly 
more  presentable,)  Is  the  carriage  waiting  for  me  all  this  tune  r 
(He  pitches  things  into  his  portmanteau  in  a  frantic  flurry,) 
What 's  that  P    Some  one's  coming !  \,He  listens. 

Tredwell  (outside).  It 's  my  conviction  you  've  been  telling  me  a 
pack  o'  lies,  you  young  raf  cal.    For  what  hearthly  business  that  f  eUer ) 

Ukdeesheix  could  'ave  in  the  Vemey However,  /'ll  soon  see 

how  it  is.    (He  knocks,)    Is  anvone  in  'ere P 

Und.  (to  himself,  distractedly).  He  mustn't  find  me  here !    Yet, 

where Ah,  it 's  the  only  place  I    [He  blows  out  the  candles,  and 

darts  into  the  dressing-room  as  Tbedwkll  enters. 

Tred.  The  boy 's  right.  He  m  in  here;  them  candles  is  smouldering 
still.  (He  relights  one,  and  looks  under  the  bed.)  You'd  better 
oome  out  o'  that,  UifDEBSHXLL,  and  give  an  account  of  yourself —do 
you  'ear  me  P  . . .  He  ain't  under  there !  (He  tries  the  dressing-room 
door ;  Uhdershell  holds  his  breath,  and  ckngs  desperately  to  the 
handle.)  Very  well,  Sir,  I  know  you're  there,  and  I  've  no  time  to 
trouble  with  you  at  present,  so  you  may  as  well  stay  where  you  are 
till  you're  wanted.  I  've  'eard  o'  your  goings-on  from  Mr.  Adihs, 
and  I  shall  'ave  to  fetch  Sir  Rupert  up  to  'ave  a  talk  with  you  by- 
and-by.  \He  turns  the  key  upon  him,  and  goes, 

Und,  (to  himself,  overwhelmed,  as  the  Butler*s  step  is  heard 
retreating).  And  I  came  down  here  to  assert  the  dignity  of  Literature ! 


OUR    BOOKINQ-OFFICE. 

OuB  Geoboe  nn  Haitbibb  is  in  analagous  case  to  that  of  a 
dramatic  character  of  whom  he  may  possiblv  have  heard.  M,  Jour- 
dain  one  day  happed  upon  the  discovery  tnat  he  had  been  talking 
prose  all  his  life  without  knowing  it.  Mr.  nv  Maubieb  has  lived 
through  half  a  century  master  of  an 
exquisite  style,  and  only  now  makes 
the  discovery  known  to  the  world. 
Plain  indications  of  the  fact  were 
given  in  Peter  Htbetson.  But  in  re- 
spect of  style  and  in  other  matters. 
Trilby,  just  published  bv  Osooon, 
MclLVAnnE  &  Co.,  is  a  prodigious  im- 
provement. That  a  man  who  has 
made  his  mark  in  pencil  should,  on 
taking  up  his  pen,  disclose  possession 
of  the  rare  gift  of  style,  strikes  the 
literary  person  with  more  marvel  even 
than  is  evoked  by  discovery  of  a  new 
novelist  who  can  construct  a  plot  and 
delineate  character.  Mr.  du  Maxtbieb 
has  rich  endowment  of  all  these  gifts, 
which  shine  on  every  page  of  Trilby, 
He  has,  moreover,  given  us  a  new 
thinsr  quite  apart  from  the  run  of 
English  novels.  Herbi  Muboeb  was 
before  him  with  a  deathless  book  in 
which  life  in  the  Quartier  Latin  is 
powerfully  and  tenderly  portrayed. 
Mr.  nn  Maubieb's  ohaptcors  on  student 

praise  of  the  kind  Sir  Hubebt  Stavlet  hoarded.  Beyond  that, 
arrowing  out  of  it,  is  the  boldly  conceived,  firmly-drawn,  and  charm- 
ingly coloured  character  of  Trilby,  ^ith  her  curious  entourage,  her 
varied  life,  and  her  tragic  end.  Little  Billee,  in  whom  some  will 
find  revived  lost  memories  of  a  dear  friend,  is  a  charming  personality, 
whilst  Taffy  and  the  Laird  are  live  men.  With  such  wealth  of 
material  and  such  felicity  of  touch,  Mr.  du  Maxtbieb  might  well  have 
foregone  the  temptation  of  allowing  Little  Billee  to  hold  forth  on 
theological  subjects  to  his  dog,  at  a  length  inevitable  in  the  pulpit, 
but  a  little  out  of  place  as  an  interlude  in  a  novcL  This  passage 
supplies  a  jarring  note  in  an  otherwise  dmost  perfect  symphony. 

One  turns  with  eagerness  to  the  Life  of  Frances  Power  Cobbe, 
more  especially  when  it  bears  the  honourea  imprimatur  of  Bentlet. 
Miss  CoBBE  has  lived  long,  enjoying  fuU  opportunity  of  seeing  things 
and  people.  She  ought  to  have  written  a  good  book.  '*  Instead  of 
which,"  as  the  judge  once  said,  she  presents  a  slovenly- written,  ill- 
digested  mass  of  miscellaneous  matter,  including  whole  chapters 
devoted  to  digests  of  her  published  works.    Pleased  with  herself 


from  most  aspects,  she  particularly  admires  her  Uterary  style.  There 
is  a  passage  in  the  book  where  she^  plaintively  apprehends  that,  lost 
in  admiration  of  her  style,  readers  may  miss  the  true  Tmrppee  and 
importance  of  her  writing ; — this  in  volumes  that  bristle  with  such 
monstrosities  as  **  compared  to,"  **  disapproved  of,"  and  **from 
thence,"  the  latter  a  favourite  foible  of  Miss  Ck)BBs's  style.  In  the 
second  volume  there  are  some  attempts  at  what  was  naturally 
looked  for,  to  wit,  reminiscences  of  people  the  present  ffeneration 
would  like  to  meet.  But  the  burly,  oomplaoent  fiirare  of  the  diarist 
intervenes  just  as  they  come  into  view.  She  tells  us  what  she  said 
to  them,  not,  what  we  are  burning  to  hear,  what  they  said  to  her. 
On  the  whole,  looked  at  through  Miss  Cobbb's  spectacles,  they  were 
a  poor  lot.  Of  Rbkak  she  writes,  **  The  impression  he  has  left  on 
me  is  one  of  disappointment  and  short-falling."  Short-falling  is 
'*  style  "  of  the  atmetic  order,  and,  my  Baronite  vaguely  surmises,  is 
the  opposite  of  high  jumping.  As  to  poor  Cabltle.  Miss  Cobbe  '  *  never 
sharMl  the  admiration  felt  for  him  Dy  so  many  able  men."  Oeoboe 
BoBBOW,  who  wrote  The  Bible  in  Spain,  she  **  never  liked,  think- 
ing him  more  or  less  a  hjrpocrite.''  Professor  Ttkdal  is  more 
in  favour,  since,  in  reply  to  the  gift  of  one  of  Miss  Cobbb's  instruct- 
ive books,  the  Professor  wrote  an  acknowledgment,  the  exquisite 
irony  of  which  his  correspondent  evidenUy  does  not  see.  One  other 
partial  concession  is  made  in  a  passage  sublime  in  its  fatuousness. 
Speaking  of  one  of  her  books,  of  which  the  fortunate  reader  will  find 
a  full  summary  in  the  first  volume,  Miss  Cobbe  says,  *'  It  was  very 
favourably  reviewed,  but  some  of  my  fellow  Theists  rather  disap- 
proved of  the  tribute  I  had  paid  to  Christ.**  The  volumes  bear  on 
the  front  the  Cobbe  coat  of  arms  and  motto.  The  family  may,  we 
are  assured,  be  traced  back  through  four  centuries,  and,  even  in  the 
present  degenerate  days*  is  highly  connected. 

Whilst  the  great  heart  of  the  people  is  considering  whether  it 
shall  throb  against  the  Itouse  of  Lords  or  whether  it  shall  forbear, 
Mr.  SvriFT  MacNeiix,  Q.C.,  M.P.,  has  delivered  at  that  ancient 
institution  what  the  Marchioness  was  accustomed  to  describe  as  **  a 
wonner."  Titled  Corruption  is  the  alluring  style  of  the  neatlr- 
bound  volume  issued  by  Fisheb  Uhwin.  There  is,  my  Baronite 
says,  a  touch  of  artistic  genius  in  the  contrast  between  the  plain, 
unassuming  cah'co  binding  of  the  book  and  the  blood  and  thnndfr 
that  rolls  tiirough  its  pages.  It  is  **  the  sordid  origin  of  some  Irish 
peerages"  that  Mr.  Swift  MacNeill  undertakes  to  set  forth. 
Perhaps  if  he  were  solely  reMwnsible  for  the  work,  its  startling 
statements  might  be  dismissed  as  coloured  by  fervid  fancy.  He, 
however,  supiwrts  himself  with  the  dictum  of  Mr.  Lecet,  "the 
majority  of  Irish  tides  are  historically  connected  with  memories  not 
of  honour  but  of  shame,"  and  illustrates  it  by  extracts  from  con- 
fidential letters  of  Lords  lieutenants  of  Ireland,^  recommending 
gentlemen  for  the  peerage.  Altogether  an  interesting  withdrawal 
of  the  curtain  dropped  before  passages  in  the  history  of  Ireland  on 
the  eve  of  the  Union. 

Signed  and  approved  in  the  Baronite  Office  by 

The  Jxmiaoxm  Baboit  db  Booe-Wobms. 
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BREAKING 


H€.    "  I  'VB  OOT  TO   TAKE   YOU   INTO  DlNKSB,   MI88   TbAYBBS— AND    I  'm    BATHBB    AFBAID    OF    YOU,  YOU    KWOW  I 

TBLL8  MB  YOU  'rb  vbby  Glbyeb  1 "  She  (highly  amused),    '  How  absurd  t    I  'm  not  a  Bir  Glkybb  1 " 

lie  {with  sigh  of  relief).  "Well,  do  you  know,  I  thougbt  you  wbbbn*tI" 


Hb8.  Joubou 


UNREST! 

"  The  ladv  slcepg  I    0,  may  her  sleep, 
Ab  it  is  lasting,  so  be  deep." 

E.  A.  PoeU  "  The  Sleeper: 

B  BLLONA  sleeps !    If  sleep  it  be 
That  nurhtmare  slumber,  reetlesalY 
Haunted  by  dream-world*s  wizawy. 

So  SiSEBA  slept  within  the  tent. 

Restless,  though  way-worn  and  war-spent, 

Whilst  Jael's  fierce  face  aboYC  him  b^t. 

Wake  not,  War-Goddess  I    All  the  world 
Dreads  now  to  hear  the  war-cry  skirled. 
To  see  the  battle-fiag  unfurled. 

Our  Deborahs  now  invoke  not  war, 
And  urge  not  to  iti  shook  and  jar 
The  princes  of  our  Issachab. 

An  awesome  hutih  is  o*er  the  earth. 
It  checks  our  joy,  it  mutes  our  mirth. 
Foreboding  some  prodigious  birth,  ~ 

Some  monstrous  issue,  that  may  sweep 
Earth*s  plains  with  red  from  de«»p  to  deep ; 
And  thou  dost  sleep,  still  thou  dost  sleep ! 

"  Awake  I    Awake ! "    So  Deborah  cried 

To  Barak  in  her  prophet-pride, 

But  earth  hath  now  no  prophet-guide. 

Our  bravest  Baraks  well  may  quail 
At  the  dread  thought  of  that  fierce  hail. 
That  shall  beat  Europe  like  a  flaiL 

We  see  ia  dreams  War*s  shrieking  sovthe 
Whirl  through  earth*s  ranks  that  tall  and 
writhe, 

Seat  manhood  taking  tithe. 


What  dreams  are  thine  t    That  restless  hand 
Stretches,  in  sleep,  to  grasp  the  brand. 
We  watch !    What  may  we  understand  P 

Bellova  sleeps !    Oh,  may  that  sleep, 
Though  it  seem  restless,  vet  be  deep  I 
May  Somnus  hold  her  in  nis  keep ! 

Humanity  prays  that  she  may  lie 
For  ever  with  unopened  eye  I — 
But— what  dim  sheeted  ghosts  go  by  P 

What  spectres  of  what  coming  woes. 
What  vision-shocks  of  phantom  foes 
Make  that  hand  stretch,   and  clutch,  and 
doseP 

What  rattle  of  the  war-dogs'  chain 
Steals  through  dull  slumber  to  her  brain  P 
Are  LoYe*8  bland  opiates  all  in  vain  P 

Vain  Science,  Commerce,  Human  ruth. 
The  love  of  Right,  the  search  of  Truth, 
Wisdom  of  Sage  and  warmth  of  Youth  P 

That  hand,  stretched  in  half -conscious  quest 
Of  the  war-weapon,  doth  attest 
Awakemng*s  prelude  in— Unrest ! 

Wake  not,  War-Goddess !     When  jyon  stir, 
The  Raven-wings,  once  more  a-whirr. 
May  see  our  eaiih — a  sepulchre  I 


SYMPATHY. 
Scene— Jn/ron<  o/Mrs.  R.'8  house. 
Mrs,  JR.  ipaf/ing  Cabman).  You  look  all 
right  to-day.  Cabman,  Ah,  mum  I  my  looks 
don*t  pity  me.  I  suffer  from  a  tarpaulin  liYer. 
Mrs,  JR.  (correcting),  A  torpedo  liver  yen 
mean.  [Cabman  accepts  the  correction^  and 
an  extra  shilling. 


LESSONS  IN  LAUQHTEE. 

[''  Instead  of  the  many  educational  extras  in  our 
Board  Schools,  why  should  there  not  he  some 
elementary  class  devoted  to  the  derelonment  of 
humour  ?  ^*—Mr.  James  Payn,  in  the  **  IlhutraUi 
London  News:*] 

Wur  not,  indeed  P  This  resplendent  sugges- 
tion of 
Carefully  training  the  humorous  sense 
Cannot,^  nay,  must  not,  be  burked  by  a  ques- 
tion oi 
Practical  parents,  or  shillings  and  pence. 

Down  with  arithmetic,  spelling,  or  history. 
Books  that  are  stupid,  and  arts  that  are  trite, 

Rather  we  '11  turn  to  each  novelist's  mystery. 
Study  the  Yolumes  our  humorists  write. 

Those  who  at  present  look  sadly  their  task 
upon, 
View  it  with  evident  hate  and  disdain. 
Much  will  rejoice  when  invited  to  bask  upon 
Witty  romances  composed  by  James  Paik. 
Soon  for  diversion  they  'U  take,  and  feel 
pleasure  in, 
DoBSON  for  dinner,  and  Locker  for  lunch, 
And  will  employ  what  remains  of  their  leisoie 
in 
Weekly  digesting  a  Yolume  of  Punch, 

Then,  that  each  young  and  intelligeait  artisao 
May  not  be  prejudiced  as  to  his  view, 

Lakg  will  appear  as  antiquity's  partisan, 
Zakowill  will  treat  of  the  humorists  new. 

So/while  we  thank  Mr.  Payn  for  Laventing  it, 
Chiefly  the  system  will  profit  us  then, 

Since^a  great  fact,  though  he  shrinks  from 
presenting  it- 
Humorists  all  will  be  opulent  men ! 
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FRAGMENT   OF    A    POLICE 
*'EEPORT  D'AIITHUR." 

Then  he  that  made  the  little  sontfa 
For  Abtthr— deftly  could  he  make 

the  same — 
Budg-ed  not ;  hut  Aethue  rose  and 

silently, 
Whether  hy  malice  of  the  mind 

prepense, 
Or  by  the  merest  inadvertency, 
(As  he  alleged  that  felt  it,)  drew  his 

fist 
And  smote  him  on  the  digit  heavily, 
And  ceased.      •        •        •        • 

Butlo! 
AKTKrR    was  'ware    of  one  that 

winked  on  him, 
Clothed  all  in   sable,   stout,  con- 

stabular : 
Then  murmured  Aetituk,  **  Place 

me  in  the  dock ! " 
So  to  the  dock  they  came  eventually. 
And  there  the  pressmen  came  and 

sampled  him  ; 
And  later  came  the  Bar  and  pleaded 

for  him  ; 
And  last  the  Bench  observed,  **  More 

things  are  wrought 
By  misadventure  than  you  might 

suppose. 
And  such  the  case  before  us ;  yea, 

a  tort 
Committed  in  a  temporary  state 
Of  eheer  oblivion.     We  dismiss  the 
suit." 

So  from  the  Court  serenely  AEinnt 

passed, 
And  x)a8siDg  held  communion  with 

himpelf 
How^  he  rhould  work  it  up  for  future 

gag. 


Friendly  Feenctt  Feeling  axb 
Fish  I XG.— Oh,  of  course,  nothing 
could  be  nicer.  They  are  so  fond 
of  us  En^ligh  in  France!  Can't 
possibly  do  without  us.  The  latest 
development  of  it,  in  a  small  way, 
being  the  seizure  of  a  Ramsgate 
ii ' hi ng~ smack,  called  the  Bonnie 
Bell,  by  a  French  lishing-boat, 
which  hauled  the  B,  B.  into 
Gravelines.  '*  Hard  lines"  this. 
Anyway  it  is  a  nasty  fishing 
**  smack"  in  the  eye,  given  and 
taken.  And  where  s  the  friendly 
feeling  ? 


AN  AAVFUL  OUTLOOK. 

{For  **Lov€  in  the  Arbour.'') 
A  Darwinite  tells  us  some  flowers 
can  see  ! 
This  adds  a  new  terror  to  botanv. 
For  lovers,  and  ladies,  will  surely 
agree 
Blossoms'  tongues  could  tell  talcs 
—had  they  got  any  : 
The    Fat    Boy    in    Piekwick,    an 
Arbour- eavcs-di-opper, 
To    amorous    *' si)oons       was    a 
terror ; 
But   flowers   with    eyes   for  what 
Aunts  call  '* improper"  ? 
That  is  a  look-out,  and  no  error ! 
'Tis  climbers  and  parasites  chiefly, 
we  're  told, 
A\Tio  're     gifted     with     optical 
powers. 
Well  nymphs  will  be  roguish,  and 
swains  vn\\  be  bold, 
Notwithstanding     inquisitive  — 
flowers ! 
The  Virgin,  no  doubt,  will  incite 
the  sly  kiss. 
Despite  the  Virginian  Creeper  ; 
And  Cort/don  clasp  in  the  moon- 
light sweet  miss 
Tliough   Convohiilus  play   Tom 
the  Peeper. 
But  should  science   discover  that 
blossoms  can  speak. 
And  tell  tales  al>out  bower-hid 
passion ; 
I  '11  wager  it  wouldn*t  be  more  than 
a  week,  [fashion ! 

Before  flowers  would   go  out  of 
One  prospect  at  least  this  new  doc- 
trine discovers : 
Did  eyes  and  glib  tongues  fill  our 
bowers. 
The  man  whom  a  maiden  deems 
"  flower  of  lovers," 
Would  no  more  be  lover  of  flowers 


STUDIES    IN    ANIMAL    LIFE. 

The  Ska-Lion  ashore. 


THE   LAV   OF  THE  OLD  ALDEEMAN. 

**  Unification  "  is  vexation, 
The^'L.  C.  C,"'8asbad; 

The^'NewCitte" 
Doth  puzzle  me 

AT.d;*NewMavor8" 
Drive  me  mad ! 


"BoMBASTEs  FuEioso Minimus/' 
—  i\e.  Prince  Henri  b'Obleans. 


THE  0.  B.  C.  (LIMITED). 

["  Canon  Ainobr  condemns  minor  poetry  as  *  mere  confectionary.*  " — 
Globe,  Oct.  4.] 

That  being  bo,  why  should  not  the  matter  be  placed  on  a  business- 
like footing  ?    The  following  is  a  specimen  prospectus  :— 

THE  O'EK-RATED  BOSH  COMPANY  (LIMITED). 

Caterers  by  (self)  appointment  to  the  Yellow-book,  the  Khymers' 

Club,  and  Nobody  Else  in  Particular. 
Sweet-stuff  Contractors  for  Mutual  Admiration  Parties,  Muffin- 
worries,  and  other  Beanos.    Log- rolling  in  all  its  branches. 

Highly-spiced  productions  at  unpopular  prices.  Only  unbowd- 
lerised  materials  used.  Particular  attention  is  given  to  inture 
imperfect  cleanliness  in  all  details, 

TARIFF.  £    s.    rf. 

Odes  (Royal  Marriage,  buttered),  per  line,        ,        .       .110 

, ,    dry     ,        . per  fytte  0  0  2 

, ,    **  To  Spring  "  (given  away  in  packet  of  12), 

Lays (fresh)  0  0  4 

fc,,      .        .        , (equal  to  new)  0  0  3 

,*, (warranted)  0  0  2 

Baj^lads (ordinary,  per  line)  0  0  1 

„  .         (with  proper  enrol' and  correctly  rhymed)  0  0  li 


£ 

«. 

£/. 

2 

0 

0 

0 

0 

oi 

0 

3 

6 

0 

0 

4 

0 

0 

4 

0 

0 

1 

0 

1 

7 

0 

10 

6 

0 

0 

Ok 

0 

1 

3i 

Sonnets  (with  wide  margin,  on  hand -made  paper,  and 

quite  unintelligible),  each 
,,      To  the  Sunset       .,...,. 
Rondeaus  ,        .        (extra  j^ick),  bottled,  per  dozen 

„  .         .     (full-flavoured),  on  draught,  per  gush 

Rondels      ....  (fancy,  for  albums),  each 

TRiOLi-rrs     .        .    (as  used  in  lunatic  asylums),  per  dozen 
ViLLANELLF^  (rccommcndcd   for  curates  and  converted 

burglars),  each 

REaTATiONS (G.  R.  Sims'  mixed) 

(Comic) 

„  .        .         (best  blood-curdling),  per  gulp 

Conveniently  packed  for  delivery  within  the  London  radius. 
Sestinas,  Chants  Royal,  Virelais.  and  other  French  Sweetmeats 

to  order. 
The  Management  would  recommend  all  lovers  of  high- class  con- 
fectionary to  test  the  quality  of  the  under-mentioned  specialities  :— 
Wat  rot's  Eloping  Sally  Lunns;  Le  Billygoat's  Lovers'  Liquorice; 
Dr.  Goodboy's  Medical  Nightmares ;  John  Silvergray's  Blue  Points 
(3^.  a  dozen) ;  Arthur  Sillywit's  Symnels ;  Norty  Gal's  Richmond 
Maids,  and  Oscar's  Masterpieces  (each  2c?.). 

In  any  case  of  civility  or  attention  on  the  part  of  their  employes^ 
the  Directors  earnestly  request  that  the  same  Der^pOTtediimnedi|tely 
to  the  Head  Office,  Poet's  Comer,  w^B^g^^-      "        "    '  " 

dealt  with. 
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THE   GIFTED   AMATEUR. 

The  German  Emperor.  **  I  will  now  siko  tou  a  littlk  TniKO  op  my  own  !  ** 

[  The  fffed  on  the  Audience  was  instantaneous, 
[•*  The  Gtrman  Emporor's  son;?  will  be  publibhcJ  thU  w«  ek  in  Germany,  France,  and  England."] 


THE  MATfiON'S  HISS. 

{An  Apologue  with  an  Application,) 

[A  lady-bicyclist  the  other  day,  riding  in  "  rational  drew,"  was  roundly 
hissed  by  an  elderly  Mrs.  Grundy,  standing  bv.  The  wheel-woman  is  sai'd 
to  have  retorted,  **  Are  you  women  who  thus  nips  me  ?  When  you  bathe, 
you  wear  a  f>i)ecial  coetume,  which  you  deem  suitable.  When  I  ride,  I  do 
Ihe  same.     Where 's  the  difference  ?  "] 

**  But,"  said  the  Proud  Briton  to  the  Perfect  Stranger,  **  in  addi- 
tion to  our  armies  and  fleets,  our  reb'gions  and  our  laws,  our  parsons 

and  our  policemen,  we  have 
one  Protective  Power,  moral 
palladium  and  social  a?gis  in 
une,  whose  value  outweighs 
that  of  aU  others." 

The  Perfect  Stranger 
locked  surprisei. 

*•  And  what,"  said  he,  '*  is 
Ihafr" 

**  We  call  it  the  •  Matron  s 
Hiss,' "  replied  the  Proud 
Briton,  with  enigmatical 
oomplacenoy.  **  Anything 
contra  bones  mores^  bad 
form,  improper,  new- 
fangled, unconventional,  un- 
healthy, unwbolefome,  im- 
modest,vulgar,  vicious,  venal, 
on  to  summarise  still  further, 
anything  that  is  either  new 
or  naughty,  or  both,  is  im- 
mediately *put  down'  by 
the  *  Matron's  Hiss.' " 

Quoth  t  he  Perfect  Stranger, 
*'I  should  like  to  observe  it 
in  opeiation." 

**You  shall!"  said  the 
Proud  Briton. 


-S>4V^ 


The  Perfect  Stranger,  under  the  guidance  of  the  Proud  Briton 
went  everywhere  and  saw  everything. 

He  saw  a  sweet,  thoueh  appvently  semi-suff coated,  young  girl 
dressed  (or,  as  he  would  by  unaided  judgment  have  ooncluded,  un- 
dressed)  for  her  iirst  ball. 

He  saw  an  elderlv  tine  lady,  a  high-nosed  dame  de  par  le  monde, 
prepared— he  would  have  said,  painted  and  glazed— for  a  high,  social 
^*  function." 

He  saw  a  fair  ingt'nue,  under  the  e^es  of  her  vigilant  mamma  and 
chaperon,  in  one  evening  waltzing  with,  and  trying  to  win,  ai  more 


permanent  partners,  an  elderly 
out  opulent  Satyr,  and  a  youth- 
ful, brainless,  but  titled  Cioten. 

He  heard  conversation  which 
the  talkers  themselves  laughingly 
called  risqui  (and  which  hewoold 
grimly  have  called  rude)  at 
fashionable  dinner-tables  be- 
tween smirking  matrons  and 
leering  elderly  men. 

He  witnessed  the  vagaries  of 
despot  Fashion,  the  (as  he  con- 
sidered) ** immodesty"  of  **full 
dress,"  the  "impropriety"  of 
flagrant  ^'oosmetieism,"  the  **im- 
healthiness  "  of  inadequate  or  sa- 
perfluons  dothing,  the  *'  cruelty  " 
of  corsets,  the  vulgarity"  and 
wanton  murderousness  of  bird- 
destroying  feather  trimming. 

These,  and  many  more  follies, 
improprieties  and  wickedness  the 
Perfect  Stranger  was  wondering 
witness  of. 

**But,"  observed  the  Perfect 
Stranger,  **  where  is  the  *  Ma- 
tron's Hiss'?" 

*'  Oh !  "  replied  the  Proud  Bri- 
ton, with  some  embarrassment, 
**  but  in  all  this  there  is  nothing 
new,  you  know,  nothing  unprece- 
dented, innovating,  subyersive  of 
a'^eptcd  Srcial  Laws;  nothing 
'  baa  form,'  that  is  to  say  un- 
usual, unexpected,  unoonseorated 
by  respectable  usage.  If  there  i< 
anything  Naughty,  it  is  not  New^  and  what  is— possibly;— New 
i^  not  Naughty.  Therefore^  there  is  no  call 'for  that  omnipotent 
Hiss ! " 

"Humph I  What  then  would  elicit  it?"  inquired  the  Perfect 
Stranger. 

**  That  is  a  bit  difficult  to  define,  off-hand,"  answered  the  Proud 
Briton,  hesitatingly.  "  Say,  for  example,  a  natural  waist,  or 
absence  of  oorsets,  high-dress  at  a  Ck)urt  function,  marriage  for 
love— which  in  Society  or  in  the  tennis-oourt  is  equivalent  to  nothitig 
—wearing  an  unfashionable  hat,  or  four-buttoned  gloves  when 
six  are  ^  de  regie,  sounding  your  g's  (when  fashion  dictates 
their  being  dropped),  or  not  sounding  yourh*s  (till  fashion  tells 
you  to  drop  them),  blushing  inopportunely— say,  at  the  btare  of  a 
duke  or  the  'sugrestiveness'  of  a  millionaire — showing  sympathy 
out  of  your  own  set,'  objecting  to  tailor-made  attire  or  accepted 
bathiog-oostume,  discussing  questions  of  sex  in  a  spirit  of  serious 
sympathy  instead  of  through  some  decadent  Art-medium:  being 
esrnest.  original,  or  spontaneous  in  anj/  way,  and  thus  defying 
Society  s  golden  rule,  *  Do  always  as  others  do.'*" 

*'  Is  that  the  Masterful  Matron*s  sole  rule  ?  "  queried  the  Perfect 
Stranger. 

*•  Substantially  yes,"  replied  the  Proud  Briton ;  *'  though  it  is 
supplemented,  perhaps,  by  the  corollary,  *  Never  he  either  the  first 
or  the  last  to  do  a  new  thing.'  " 

**Then,"  commented  the  Perfect  Stranger,  "the  Matron's  Hiss 
would  be  silent  at  the  fight  of  bared  shoulders  and  bust  in  mid- 
winter, but  would  sound  with  anserine  shrillness  at  the  sight  of  a 
lady's  lower  limbs  comfortably,  and  conveniently,  and  healthiiy,  and 
decently^  but  unconventionally,  dad  in  summer  on  a  cycle  ?  " 

**  Precisely  I "  said  the  Proud  Briton,  though  perhaps  with  lees  of 
British  pride  than  usual. 

**  Then,"  said  the  Perfect  Stranger,  •*  I  think  your  Hissing  Matron 
is  a  silly,  despotic,  cackling  old  goose,  who  will  never  save  the  social 
Capitol !    But  who  and  what  is  that  f  " 

That  was  a  portly,  florid,  and  high-nosed  elderly  dame,  of 
pompous  demeanour,  and  flamboyant  raiment,  elaborately  and 
obviously  cosmetiqued,  and  arrayed  in  a  startlingly  low-cut  garment 
**  That,^*  said  the  Proud  Briton,  with  an  uneasy  smile,  is  Mrs. 
Grundy,  the  great  Goose- Autocrat,  the  Palladium  of  Propriety,  the 
^'Egis  of  Social  Morality,  the  very  Masterful  Matron  of  whom  we 
have  been  talking." 

** Then  "demanded  the  Perfect  Stranger,  with  staggering  perti- 
nence, **  JFht/  does  she  not  Hiss  at  Herself  f'^ 
The  Proud  Briton  was  silent. 


The  Lord  Mator  ELicr.—The  incoming  Lord  Mayor  has  alretdy 
shown  himself  a  "  Man  ci  Letters"  as  he  communicated  a  letter  d 
thanks  for  kind  wishes  to  pretty  well  every  leading  joumaL  These, 
when  Qolleoted,  may  be  published  as  a  new  "  Benals  Miscellany." 

=.,... — ^  ._,    v.-,^.^ — jti7orrt)y — 
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''KAT&IMOHIAL   OBE- 
DIEHCE.*' 

Sib, — I  should  never  dream 
of  humiliating  myself  to  the 
extent  of  promising  to  obey  any 
man.  let  I  am  a  married 
woman— married,  too,  in  a 
Church  of  England.  How  did 
I  manage  it,  perhaps  you  will 
inquire?  In  this  way,  which 
I  recommend  for  the  adoption 
of  all  women  who  would  de- 
cline to  be  worse  than  slaves. 
Instead  of  repeating  the  words 
**love,  chensh,  and  obey'* 
after  the  officiating  clergyman, 
I  altered  them  to  * '  love  cnerrie- 
and  whey/'  of  which  I  happen 
to  be  very  fond  ;  so  that  when- 
ever my  husband  (who  is  a 
poor  creature)  reproaches  me 
with  breaking  my  vow  of  obe- 
dience made  at  the  altar— he 
does  not  often  do  this,  as  he  is 
seldom  at  home— I  can,  with  a 
clear  conscience,  affirm  that  1 
never  took  any  vow  at  all. 
This  astonishes  him  so  much 
that  it  makes  him  swear,  and 
then  go  out  to  his  duo.  A 
good  riddance  too  I 

An  Entikely  New  Woman. 

Sir.— As  a  lawyer,  I  hold 
that  the  contract  into  which  a 
woman  enters  at  marriage  to 
obey  her  husband,  bein^  one 
made  '*  under  duress,"  is  en- 
tirely void.  She  is  compelled 
to  take  the  vow,  otherwise  she 
could  not  be  married  at  all. 
But,  in  order  to  make  her 
position  still  clearer,  I  should 
advise  that,  before  repeating 
the  words  of  the  clergvman,  she 
should  say  to  him.  Am  I  to 
understand  that  unless  I  repeat 
this  formula  you  will  decline 
to  marry  me  P  **  He  may  be  a 
little  surprised,  but  is  sure  to 


EARLY  TACT. 

Aunty  Rase.  "And  how  Old  no  tou  think  i  av,  Tommy?" 
Tammy,  **  Well— Sixtt-thrke  ? " 

Aunty  Jtose.  *'Ofl,  TOU  Flatterer  I    Why,  I'm  past  Eighty  I" 
Tommy.  **  Ah  !  1  thought  you  were  ;  but  I  THoroHT  you  wouldn't 

LIKE  ME  TO  SAY  80,    YOU  KNOW." 


answer  in  the  affirmative. 
Then  the  should  reply,  **  Very 
well ;  then  I  repeat  it  under 

S rot  est,  and  without  preju- 
ioe/'  and  the  ceremony  could 
thereafter  go  on  as  usual. 
There  might  also  be  inserted, 
after  the  announcement  of  the 
wedding  in  the  papers,  the 
words  ^*No  obedience,"  like 
'*  No  cards,"  in  which  case  no 
doubt  whatever  could  be  raised 
as  to  the  wife's  true  legal  posi- 
tion. I  shall  be  happy  to 
advise  further,  if  neces:ary, 
and  meanwhile  remain, 
Yours  toutingly, 

Law  Calf. 

Sir, — What  is  this  nonsense 
about  women  refusing  to  obey 
their  husbands?  The  only 
way  with  wives  is  to  be  gentle 
witn  them,  but  at  the  same 
time  perfectly  firm.  This  is 
my  plan,  and  it  answers  ad- 
mirably. My  wife  the  other 
day  declined  to  surrender  the 
morning  paper  to  me,  and  told 
me  she  would  like  to  be  a  **New 
Woman."  **  Very  weU,"  1 
answered;  **then  you  won't 
object  to  my  being  a  New  Man 
too " ;  and  I  at  once  chained 
her  securely  to  the  strongest 
bed-post  in  the  house,  and 
forbade  any  food  to  be  brought 
near  her.  After  four  hours  of 
this  discipline  she  came  to  such 
senses  as  Providence  has 
blessed  her  with,  and  is  now 
the  very  loving  and  obedient 
consort  of 

Yours  domestically. 

Master  of  his  own  House. 


Troubles  in  Madaoascak 
— Not  by  any  means  at  an  end. 
Most  probably  all  **  Hova  " 
again. 


HANWELLIA'S  ANSWER. 

(Su  **  Pwich,"  September  22.) 

So,  my  friend,  you  ask  me  question^ ; 
well,  I  '11  give  you  tit  for  tat : 

I'm  a  matrimonial  cormorant  con- 
nected with  a  bat. 

But  I  stirred  my  stumps  and  wandered 
through  the  wicket  of  the  jail. 

While  the  umpire  leg-befored  me  as  a 
prisoner  on  bail. 

What  a  sight  for  sunny  snowballs !  ah, 

my  heart  beat  fast  and  loud 
When  once  more  I  mingled  freely  with 

the  logarithmic  crowd : 
And  on  either  side  the  cube-roots  cast 

the  falsehood  in  the  teeth 
Of  the  ovster  I  had  bearded  on  hu 

own,  nis  native,  heath. 

It  was  splendid,  but  I  fancy  that  they 
came  it  rather  strong 

When  a  saucy  capercailzie  played 
sonatas  on  a  gong. 

If  his  music  was  so  naughty,  his  beha- 
viour was  so  nice. 

That  I  laughed  to  see  nim  gaily  cutting 
capers  on  the  ice. 

Then  the  band  struck  up  in  earnest, 
though  their  leader  murmured 
"play": 

And  at  first  they  played  ta-ra-ra,  but 
without^e  boom-de-ay. 


Then  they  captured  a  canal-boat,  and 

with  half-a-dozen  bars 
Beating  time  they  smashed  the  rccjrd 

from  Mashonaland  to  Mars. 

Fifty  tunes  they  played  serenely,  but 

I  didn't  seem  to  care. 
For  my  Aunt  had  said  **EriZA,  when 

the  band  plays  I  'II  be  there ; 
I'll  be  there  with  Uncle  Rufcs  who 

has  got  to  go  because 

Well,  the  reason  doesn't  matter,  he  '11 

be  there,"  and  there  he  was. 

If  the  stars  drink  champagne-cider  out 

of  tankards  to  the  dregs. 
All  the  stars  and  little  starlings  with 

the  garters  on  their  legs. 
Shall  an  undiscovered  comet  with  a 

mile  or  two  of  tail 
Be  put  off  with  half  a  gallon  of  our 

humble  home-brewed  ide  ? 

No,  by  Jove,  he  wouldn't  stand  it ;  he 

can  let  the  others  pay ; 
Standing  treat  is  out  of  fashion,  so 

he  '11  tap  the  milky  way. 
When  the  red-hot  stars  come  trickling 

he  can  cool  thpm  in  his  cup, 
And  he'll  tap  it  all  the  harder  just  to 

keep  his  pecker  up. 

He  can  hanr  about  the  Strand,  too,  if 

we  give  him  lots  of  rope. 
And  he '11  lather  Seuoluta  with  a  sud 

of  patent  soap ; 
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Semolina,  you  remember,  took 

her  passage  on  a  hoy, 
She  was  married  to  an  anchorite 

and  now  she  *s  got  a  boy. 

Parish  Councillors   came    round 

her,  Dukes  and  Earls,  and  even 

Barts; 
With  their  spades   they  carved 

allotments  on  the  table-land  of 

Herts; 
But  she  faced  them  in  her  fury, 

and  she  asked  the  idiots  how 
She  could  ever  stomach  acres  after 

eating  up  her  cow  ? 

There.  I  think  I  've  answered 
fairly  every  question  on  your 
list; 

All  their  meaning  1  have  mas- 
tered, there 's  not  one  of  them 
1  *ve  missed. 

I  *m  a  sulphur-headed  sunbeam, 
with  a  taste  for  pretty  clocks, 

Which  I  always  tell  the  time 
by  when  they  strike  upon  the 
box. 


Mas.  R.  doubled  up  her  Time$ 
for  convenience  of  handliog,  and 
came  upon  this  sentence  where 
the  paper  folded : 

"  Individuals  grown  in  tubs  in 
f^eenhouses,  in  cool  climaten,  hare 
been  known  to  lire  over  a  hundred 
ytara.*' 

She  paused.  '* Good  Heavens! '' 
she  exclaimed ;  *'  it's  as  remark 
able  as  the  history  of  the  old 
hermits  who  used  to  live  perched 
up  on  the  tops  of  pillars !  But  if 
ever  thefe  very  clean  individuals 
did  live  in  *  tubs  *  for  over  a 
hundred  years,  what  possible 
good  could  they  have  been  to 
anybody,  or  even  to  themselves !  *' 
Turning  the  paper  over  Mrs.  R. 
found  that  the  letter  was  headed 
''  American  Aloes.*' 


REAL   SYMPATHY. 


the   War  in  the  Eatt\    "  Ow,   I  s'y, 
TOOK   OLD  Li  'CJno  Chang's  tbrbb- 


'Arry  {reading  account  of 
'Areibt,    they'vb  bin  an* 
BEYRD  Peacock's  Feathebs  all  off  'im  1 " 
'Arriel  {compassionately),  *'PoBB  OLD  Feller!" 


TO  AMANDA. 

Amaitda,  I,  your  faithful  slave, 

Am  gneved  by  the  conviction 
That  vou  expect  me  to  behave 

As  lovers  ao  in  fiction, 
To  falter  forth  my  vows  sincere 

In  syllables  disjointed ; 
Mymore  prosaic  speech,  I  fear, 

n  ill  leave  you  disappointed. 

I  ought,  I  candidly  allow. 

In  sittinff-rooms  and  placet 
To  stride  about  with  gloomy  biow 

And  agitated  paces ; 
Bat  in  athletic  sports  I'm  sure 

I  alwavs  was  a  duffer. 
And,  if  I  tried,  your  furniture 

Most  certainly  would  suffer. 

To  prove  the  tenderness  I  feel 

My  duty  is,  I  know,  to 
Leave  ouite  untasted  every  meal, 

And  oreakf  ast  off  your  j^oto. ; 
But  habit  proves,  alas,  too  strong ! 

With  appetite  unshaken 
[  still  attack  (I  know  it's  wrong) 

My  matutinal  bacon. 

Again ;  I  clearly  ought  to  try 

To  immolate  a  rival. 
And  prove  my  special  fitness  by 

A  process  of  survival ; 
Mv  cowardice  I  much  deplore, 

Bat  still,  romantic  fury 
Would  scarcely  pay,  when  brought 
before 

An  unromantic  jury. 

So,  if  your  courage  still  insiste 

On  scorning  thoughts  pruden- 
tial. 
And  you  regard  the  noveliRtV 

Commandments  as  essenlial. 
With  some  more  daring  person 
live; 

For  me,  a  britf  perusal 
Of  modem  fiction  makes  me  give 

A  kind  but  firm  refusal! 


LETTERS   FROM   A   DEBUTANTE. 

My  deab  Mabjorie, — You  are  hard  on  poor  Obiei.  Cbampton 
when  you  pay  that  philanthropy,  brisk  walks,  a  bad  temper,  and  k 
taste  for  collecting  pNostage-stamps,  form  the  most  hideous  combina- 
tion any  human  oeing  cjuld  imagine.  Of  course,  I  admit  he's  a 
little  dreary.  All  is  now  over  between  us.  Things  reached  a  climax 
one  rainy  afternoon  when  Baby  Beatthont,  in  a  mood  of  intense 
juvenility,  offered  *  *  to  teach  Obtel  to  make  barley-sugar."  Forget- 
ing  his  f  chool-days,  Obiel  patronisingly  said  he  was  glad  to  learn 
from  anpne.  So  Baby  seized  Obiel's  arm,  twisted  it  round  in 
the  classical  manner,  and  then  hit  the  twist  It  was  quite  impos- 
sible to  help  laughing  when  Oriel,  pale  with  fury,  declared  he 
could  take  a  joke,  supposed  this  was  the  New  Humour,  and  leit  the 
room.  **  What  can  you  expect,"  said  BiLBY,  **  of  the  middle-aged  ?" 
(Obiel  is  not  twenty-four  yet.) 

That  evening  I  wrote  a  note,  putting  an  end  to  our  engagement. 

I  gave  it  to  him  in  the  billiard- room,  and— he  gave  me  one  at  the 
same  time,  and— to  the  same  effect  /  I  felt  dreadfully  hurt  at  his 
throwins?  me  over.  He  wrote,  **I  feel  I  have  no  right  to  ask  you,  who 
are  so  fitted  to  shine  in  the  society  of  the  gay  and  decadent "  (this 
meant  Baby),  **to  share  a  life  that  will  be  wnoUv  dedicated  to  the 
amelioration  li  the  condition  of  the  poorer  classes,'^  &c. 

In  the  midst  of  our  agitation,  we  were  compelled  to  play  **  muf'ical 
chairs"  with  the  others,  as  if  nothing  had  happened  1  What  a 
mockery  it  seemed ! 

We  parted  amicably.  He  asked  if  I  should  like  to  hear,  from 
time  to  time,  of  the  progress  of  his  life-work,  and  /  promi  ed  to  be 
bis  sister. .  .  .  When  he  went  away,  a  strange  sense  of  loss  came  over 
me. . . .  One  page  in  my  life  had  been  turned  for  ever !  .  .  .  Baby 
tried  to  console  me  by  observing  that  now  there  would  be  a  chance  of 
getting  plenty  of  hot  water  for  baths.    Obiel  used  to  drink  it  all. 

At  the  tennis-party  Mrs.  Lornb  Hoppeb  seemed  utterly  bored  by 
Captain  MAsniicoTON.  She  said  my  dress  wanted  **  taking  up  on  the 
bhoiilders,"  and  that  the  sleeves  were  exaggerated.    (Ex  ggerated ! 


I  should  hope  they  were ! )  Mr.  Lobve  Hoppeb  seemed  nice,  and 
very  quiet,  and  harmless  at  first,  but  it  gradually  came  out  that 
he  does  sketches  at  the  piano  in  the  style  of  Cobney  G&Aur,  and  what 
is  worse,  expects  to  be  asked  to  do  them. 

Lady  Taymer  implored  us  all  to  laugh,  and  we  did  our  best  to 
please  our  hostess ;  out  the  room  was  nearly  empty  in  five  minutes. 

At  dinner.  Baby  talked  of  the  bad  taste  and  imbecility  of  practicil 
joke^.  In  the  evening,  he  wrote  to  seventeen  periodicals  denying 
he  had  written  The  Mauve  Camellia,  and  asking  to  have  it  con- 
tradicted. We  waltzed.  Captain  Mashlnoton  dances  better  thin 
ever,  and  has  nice  eyes.  That  night  I  found  hair-bnishes  in  my 
bed,  I  see  nothing  funny  in  it,  and  shall  not  speak  to  Babi 
Beaumoivt  until  he  apologisep. 

Great  excitement  prevailed  here  last  week.  It  was  discovered  tliat 
Samovakski,  the  great  Russian  pianist,  was  in  the  neighbouihood. 
He  accepted  an  invitation  to  come  here  for  two  days.  Imagine  the 
joy  of  the  Lyon  Taymkrs!  They  sent  out  invitatfoas  with  "To 
meet  M.  SamovarskI,"  printed  on  the  cards.  He  is  known  to  be 
rather  erratic,  but  as  he  was  actually  to  stay  in  the  hou*e  it  seemed 
quite  safe.    Thirty-six  people  came  to  a  dinner  in  his  honour. 

Samovarski  arrived  at  seven,  asked  for  some  lager  beer,  ana  | 
went  straight  to  bed.    Nothing  on  earth  would  induce  him  to  pet ' 
up,  or  even  to  unlock  his  door  or  answer  an  inquiry.     It  wis  a  ] 
terrible  evening.    The  Taymebs  hoped  on  f«»r  the  next  day.    The 
great  composer  got  up  at  two.    Many  people  had  stayed  on  ^^l 
chance  of  hearing  him  play.     It  was  a  beautiful  day,  and  \m)  j 
Taymer  entreated  to  be  allowed  to  drive  him  round  the  nnghbour- 1 
hood.    He  declined,  and  spent  the  whole  afternoon  playingpiquct  with 
his  secretary.    At  dinner,  he  talked  absurdities  about  the  Chinese  war,  | 
refusing  even  to  mention  music— which  it  seems  he  detests — and  then,  i 
verv  courteously,  brgged  to  be  excused,  as  he  had  to  correct  the  DPtxi" 
of  his  article  '*  Impressions  of  English  Coimtry  Life"  for  some  Mosoo« 
journal. ...    Do  not  mention  the  subject  to  the  Taymebs  when  y«>a 
see  them.    We  are  going  to  have  private  theatricals!  I    I  will  wntc 

^        ....      -  OuDTS. 


again  soon. 


^ .    Your  lovin  g  friend , 

DigifizBdny 
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OUR    BOOKING-OFFICE. 

Thb  AsaUtant-Reader  has  been  at  work,  and  makes  the  following 
report: — 

A  pretty  little  yolame  is  Mr,  Anthony  C.  Deane's  Holiday 
Rhymes  (Uenby  &  Co).  That  its  merits  are  high  may  be  safely 
inferred  from  the  fact  that  the  largest  instalment  of  its  verses  came 
from  the  columns  of  Mr,  Punch,  Mr.  Deane  handles  his  varied 
metres  with  great  skill,  his  style  is  neat  and  pointed,  his  rhsrmes  are 
above  reproach,   and  his  satire,  espedaUy  when  he  deals  with 


literary  and  academic  matters,  hits  hard  and  straight.  And,  though 
the  author  is  a  Deane,  he  never  sermonises.  But  why  not  sermons 
in  verse  ?  I  commend  the  idea  to  Mr.  Dbanb.  He  could  carry  it 
out  excellently,  and  earn  the  thanks  of  countless  congregations. 

Messrs.  Methtjen  are  publishing  a  series  of  English  Classics, 
edited  by  Mr.  W.  E.  Hxnlet.  They  have  started  with  Tristram 
Shandy,  and  have  persuaded  a  Mr.  Chakles  Whiblet  to  introduce 
Laxtbencb  Sterne  to  the  reading^  public  of  the  present  day. 
"Permit  me,"  says  Mr.  Whtbley,  in  effect,  **to  present  to  your 
notice  Laubence  Stehne,  plagiarist,  sentimentalist,  and  dealer  in 
the  obscene,"  a  right  pleasant  and  comfortable  introduction,  setting 
us  aU  at  our  ease,  and  predisposing  us  at  once  in  favour  of 
tiie  humble  candidate  for  fame,  whom  Mr.  Whiblet  alter- 
nately kicks  and  patronises.  'Tis  pity  (I  have  caught  Mr.  Whib- 
let's  own  trick)  that  Mr.  Whiblet  had  not  the  writing  of 
Tristram  Shandy,  He,  at  any  rate— so  he  seems  to  think— 
would  never  have  outraged  our  sense  of  decency,  or  moved  us 
to  '*  thrills  of  aesthetic  disgust "  by  such  platitudes  as  My  Uncle 
Toby*s  address  to  the  ily.  Rabelais,  it  appears  (Mr.  Whiblet  has 
got  Kabelais  on  the  brain,  he  is  Pantagruelocephalous),  Rabelais 
may  steal  a  horse,  but  Stebne  must  not  look  over  a  hedge.  One 
may  have  no  wish  to  defend  the  *' indecencies"  of  Sterne,  but  to 
condemn  them  by  contrasting  them  with  the  efforts  of  Rabelais 
is  a  highly  modernised  form  of  criticism,  of  which  I  should  scarcely 
have  supposed  even  a  Whiblet  capable.  On  the  whole,  I  cannot 
commend  this  introduction,  with  its  jiogling,  tin-pot,  sham-fantastic 
style.  I  feel  inclined  to  cry  out  aloud  with  Master  Peter,  **  Plain- 
ness, good  boy ;  do  not  you  soar  so  high ;  this  affectation  is  scurvy." 
And  why  is  Mr.  Whiblet  so  hard  upon  the  suburbs  ?  His  own 
manner  of  writing  is  excellently  calculated  to  fascinate  Clapham, 
and  move  Peckham  Rye  to  an  enthusiasm  of  admiration. 

Messrs.  Chatto  and  Win  bus  have  brought  to  a  happy  conclusion 
their  monumental  work  of  republishing  the  Campbell  and  Stebbino 
translation  of  Thiers*  History  of  the^  Consulate  and  Empire,  It  is  in 
twelve  neatl]^  bound,  convementljr  sized,  admirably  printed  volumes, 
illustrated  with  many  steel  engravings.  A  little  soon,  perhaps,  to  talk 
of  Christmas  presents.  But  if  there  be  any  amiable  uncle  or  fairy  god- 
mother kept  awake  o*  nights  wondering  what  they  shall  give  for 
Christmas  box  to  Dick,  Tom  or  Harry,  here's  the  very  thing  for  him. 
her  and  them.  The  volumes  comprise  a  library  in  themselves,  ana 
their  study  is  a  liberal  education.  Since  the  world  began  there  is  no 
human  life  that  possesses  for  humanity  an  interest  keener  or  more 
abiding  than  that  of  Napoleon.  Sometimes  for  a  while  it  seems  to 
deep,  only  to  awaken  with  freshened  vigour.  The  Napoleon  cult  is 
one  of  the  most  prominent  features  of  to-day.  The  Presses  of  Paris, 
London  and  New  York  teem  with  new  volumes  of  reminiscences, 
letters  or  diaries,  aU  about  Napoleon.  Thiers'  massive  work  has 
stood  the  test  of  time  and  will  ever  remain  a  classic.  To  us  who  read 
it  to-day  it  has  the  added  interest  of  its  author's  personality,  and  the 
sad  labour  of  his  dosing  years.  It  is  pretty  to  note  how  Thiers, 
writing  before  the  creation  of  the  Third  Empire,  for  whidi  this  book 
did  much  to  pave  the  way,  shrinks  from  mentioning  Waterloo.  For 
him  it  is  "  the  battle  after  the  day  of  Ligny  and  Quatre  Bras."  We 
are  well  into  his  detailed  account  of  the  great  fight  before  we  re- 
cognise the  phdns  of  Waterloo.    Thiers  does  not  disguise  his  effort 


to  extol  the  Prussians  at  the  expense  of  the  English.  It  was  Blvchsr. 
not  Welunoton,  who  won  the  fiffht  the  Prussians  call  the  Battle  ox 
La  Belle  Alliance,  Napoleon  tiie  Battle  of  Mont  St  Jean,  and 
the  presumptuous  English  Waterloo.  The  patriotic  and  therefore 
irascible  Frenchman  little  thought  the  day  would  dawn  on  France 
when  it  would  learn  of  a  battle  more  calamitous  even  than  Waterloo. 
Still  less  did  he  perpend  that  he  himself  would  make  the  personal 
acquaintance  of  the  Prussians  in  circumstances  analagous  to  those 
amid  which,  on  a  July  day  in  1815,  three  pleninotentiaries  set  forth 
from  Paris  to  meet  the  foreign  invaders^  ana  sue  for  terms  that 
should,  as  far  as  possible,  lessen  the  humiliation  of  the  occupation 
of  the  French  capital 

I  confess  I  am  disappointed  with  Anthont  Hope's  The  Ood  in  the 
Car,  Some  of  the  dialogue  is  in  his  very  best  *  *  Dolly  "  comedy-vein. 
The  last  interview  between  hero  and  heroine  is  admirably  written. 
But  it  is  not  "  in  it "  with  his  admirably  written,  and  most  originally 
conceived  stoir  of  The  Prisoner  of  Zenda,  The  title  requires  ex- 
planation, and  you  don't  get  the  explanation  until  the  dimax^  which 
explanation  is  as  unsatisfactory  as  Uie  title.  *'  The  hazy  finish  is," 
Quoth  the  Baron,  ''to  my  thinking,  artistic."  "  What  becomes  of 
the  lady  P  what  becomes  of  the  lover  P  "  are  questions  the  regular 
romance-reader  will  put.  And  the  reply  is  evidently  the  old  one,  on 
which  no  improvement  is  possible,  '*  whatever  you  please  my  little 
dear,  you  pays  your  money  and  you  takes  your  choice."  But  it  is 
well  worth  rea£ng.  and  our  friend  "  the  Skipper,"  who  "  knows  the 
ropes,"  will  find  there  are  some,  though  not  very  frequent,  oppor- 
tunities for  his  mental  gymnastic  exercise. 

The  Baron  de  Book- Worms. 


AN  EPICURE  TO  HIS  LOVE. 

Mt  Queen,  Mayonnaise !    Oh,  give  ear  to  thy  lover— 

Oh,  pity  his  i>as8ion,  my  sweet  Mayonnaise ! 
Just  one  glance  from  those  ejes  which  (like  eggs  of  the  plover !) 

Can  kill— (or  be  cooked)— in  a  hundred  of  ways  1 

When  first  I  beheld  thee  my  thoughts 
flew  unbidden 
To  dishes  I  'd  eaten— so  fair  to  the  eye. 
That  I  've  looked  and  I  've  looked  till 
the  flavour  they  've  hidden 
Was  forgot  at  the  sight  of  the  dish, 
or  the  pie. 

Oh,  grant  that  our  loves,  like  potage  d 
la  creme, 
Flow   gently   and    smoothly  along 
through  the  days. 
(To  me  it's  the   same,   for  though 
Mabel  's  thy  name, 
To  me  thou  art  ever  my  sweet  *'  Mayonnaise.") 

White  as  snow  are  thy  teeth  that,  like  riz  a  VAnglaise^ 
Shine  forth  between  lips  red  as  sauce  Scretisse  : 

And  the  truffle-like  beauty-spot  nestles  and  says, 
**  Ck)me  and  kiss  next  the  mmple  and  taste,  dear,  of  bliss  1 " 

Dinde  de  Bresse  is  not  plumper  nor  fairer  than  thee ; 

And  thy  gown  and  its  trimmings  thy  beauties  enhance. 
None  so  sweet  in  the  country  of  Gruyere  and  Brie, 

Where  St.  Sauce  counts  for  more  than  St.  Louis  of  France. 

Nay,  turn  not  your  head.    Never  blush  portugaise. 

Be  tender  as  chavfroid  of  veal  d  la  retne — 
(A  dish  for  the  gods !— not  what  Englishmen  praise. 

Indigestible  veal  qui  ne  '*  reau  "  pas  la  pain !) 

Hot  as  sauce  rhnoulade  though  thy  temper  may  be- 
Though  caprice  rail  thy  thoughts  till  thy  brain 's  panache 

I  '11  love  thee  and  love  thee— I  swear  it  bf  thee  ! — 
The  roast  thou  shalt  rule,  by  night  and  by  day  1 

My  Queen,  Mayonnaise,  oh  give  ear  to  my  prayer! 

Be  my  love — ^be  mv  wife !    CJome,  Mayonnaise  dear, 
And  to  Paris  we'll  fly,  and  at  Bignon's  we  '11  fare, 

And  the  evening  we  'U  spend  at  the  Ifenux-Plaisirs ! 

Though  ToRTOia  's  no  more,  we  mav  still  taste  of  joy. 

For  I  wot  of  a  house  where  a  goddess  might  eat- 
Where  the  p^te  's  not  worried,  the  dishes  don*t  cloy, 
Where  to  eat  is  to  live,  and  to  drink  is  a  treat  I 

Behold,  Mayonnaise.  I  'm  the  slave  of  thy  wishes— 

A  lover  devoted  who  cannot  do  less 
Than  to  set  on  thy  table  the  daintiest  dishes : 

So  the  man  thou  mayst  love,  while  the  oook  thou  dost  bless 
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A    CLERICAL   QUESTION 
FOR  EXETER. 

The  Special  Correspoiident 
*  *  doing  "  the  Church  (>)ngre8s 
at  Exeterf or  the  Morning  Post. 
when  remarking  on  the  derical 
costumesintheprooesfliontothe 
Cathedral,  tola  ns  that  among 
the  *•  college  cans  "  i,e,  **  mor- 
tar-hoardti,"  (wnich  of  course 
go  with  the  univeraity  gown 
or  clerical  surplice,)  and 
*'  birettas,"  (whidi^  being 
Italian,  are  not  certainly  part 
of  English  academical  or 
eoolesiastioal  costume,)  there 
appeared  a  "  tall  hat,"  t.*. 
the  topper  of  private  life, 
which,  as  it  hapi>ens,  is  part 
of  the  Academical  Master 
of  Arts  costume,  and  there- 
fore^ though  unbecoming  in  a 
procession  of  mortar-boards 
and  birettas,  is  yet  unassail- 
able from  a  pureljr  academic 
andCantabrigianjpointof  view. 
It  may  not  be  **  Oxonian,"  by 
the  way;  but  if  the  wearer 
were  an  Oxford  man  he  would 
kno^  best.  Now,  if  the  hat,  pre- 
sunkably  black,had  been  a  white 
one  f  White  is  the  surplice: 
whv' not  the  hat?  White  is  the 
emblem  of  purity,  although, 
sad  to  say,  when  associated 
with  a  hat,  it  used  at  one  time 
to  b-e  proYocatiYeof  an  inquiry 
as  to  the  honesty  of  the  wearer 
in  regard  to  the  surreptitious 
possesion  of  a  donkey.  Has 
any  "body  anywhere  ever  seen 
a  parson,  whether  M.A.  or 
noC  in  a  white  hatP  Su^y 
sucli  a  phenomenon  must  ranx 
witli  the  defunct  i>ostboY  and 
dead  donkey.  This  vrm  be 
one  of  the  inquiries  to  which 
clerical  costume  at  ecclesiasti- 
oal  Exeter  must  naturally  giYC 
rise.  Perhaps  the  top-hatted 
clergyman  was  a  Freemason, 
wearing  this  as  emblematic  oi 
a**til^lodge." 


IN  THE   WILDS   OF   THE   NORTH. 

Hungry  Saxcn  {just  arrived^  with  equally  htmgry family),  "Well,  now — 

KR— WHAT    CAN    TOU    OITE    US    FOR    DiNNXR,   AS    SOON    AS    WB  'yB    HAD  A 

Wash  t "  Scotch  Lassie.  "  Oh,  jist  onythino  I " 

If.  S.  {rubbifig  his  hands  in  anticipation),    *'  Ah  I    Kow  WB  'll  hayx  a 
NICE  JUICY  Steak." 

Lassie.  "A— weel.    We'll  be  haein'  some  Steak  here  maybe  by 
THE  Boat  i'  the  Morn's  morn  1 " 

R.  S.    (a   little  crestfallen).    **0h— WELL— Chops   then.     We'll   say 
Mutton  Chops." 

Lassie.  "Oh,  ay,  but  we  've  no  been  killin'  a  Sheep  the  day  !" 

[Ends  up  with  boiled  eggs,  and  vows  to  remain  at  home  for  the  future. 


"ALL  UP  WITH  THE 
EMPIKE!" 

This  is  a  dreadful  cry  to 
raise.  Let's  hope  it  is  not 
anywhere  near  the  truth. 
Says  the  Emperor,  t.^.  the 
chairman  of  the  Empire 
(Theatre),  "There  will  beonly 
one  effect  should  the  County 
Council  endorse  the  decision 
of  its  Licensing  Committee. 
The  Empire  Theatre  will  be  at 
once  dosed,  as  it  would  be  im- 
possible to  carry  it  on  under 
such  absurd  restrictions." 
Such  is  the  Impnial  ukase 
issuing  from  Leicester  Square. 
And  the  Emperor  is  right. 
This  "  grandmotherlY  legis- 
lation," howeYcr  weU-inten- 
tioned  the  grandmothers,  may 
be  all  Yer^  well  for  "  babM 
and^  sucklings,"  but  then 
babies  in  arms  are  not  ad- 
mitted to  the  Empire,  and 
those  babes  of  older  growth 
wliu  Lav  e  evidently  been  par- 
taking too  fredv  of  the 
bottle"  are  strictly  excluded 
by  the  I.  C.  0.  or  Imperial 
Chuckers  Out.  No  doubt 
London  oommon  sense  will 
ultimately  prevail,  even  in  the 
Court  of  the  London  County 
Council,  and  the  Empire  will 
soon  be  going  stronger  than 
CYcr. 


Motlbt  Bbflection.— 
What  better  name  for  an  his- 
torian than  "Motley"?  Not 
in  the  buffoonic  sense  of  the 
term ;  not  when,  to  change 
the  spellin«^.  "  Motley  is  your 
only  ware^';  but  as  imply- 
ing a  Yariety  of  talents  as 
equal  as  the  patches  in  the 
perfect  dress  A  a  harlequin. 
Of  course  the  pen  is  the  wand. 
What  transformations  cannot 
the  Motley  historian  bring 
about  1  A  monster  becomes  a 
man,  and  a  man  a  monster. 


LITTLE  AH  SID; 

Oe   The  Chinee  Bot  and  the  Japanbsk 
Bvttbbflt  Bumblbbbb. 

AiB^"  Little  Ah  Sid."    (  TTtth  Apologies  to 
Mr.  Louis  Meyer.) 

Little  Ah  Sid 

Was  a  lemon-faced  kid, 
With  a  Yisage  as  old  as  an  ape^s ; 

Saffron  son-of-a-^un. 

He  was  fond  of  his  fun, 
And  much  given  to  frolics  and  japes. 

Once  in  his  way, 

As  Ah  Sid  was  at  play, 
A  big  bumblebee  iiew  in  the  spring. 

**  Jan  butterfly!" 

Cried  he,  winkinff  his  eye ; 
"  Me  catohee  and  puU  off  um  wing  I " 

Chorus, 
"  Kiya^  hiya,  hyinye,  yukakan  I 
Xiya,  kiya^  yukakan  /  " 

Sang  little  Ah  Sid, 

That  elderly  kid. 
As  he  went  for  that  bee  from  Japan. 

He  made  a  sharp  snap 
At  the  golden-nng'a  chap. 
That  innocent  butterfly-bee. 


Which  buzzed  and  which  bummed. 

And  circled  and  hummed 
Bound  the  head  of  tiiat  little  Chinee. 

He  guessed  not  the  thing 

Had  no  end  of  a  stinjg:. 
As  he  chased  him  in  mahce  secure. 

And  he  cried  with  a  ^rin, — 

"  Buzzy-wuzzy  no  win  I 
Me  mashee  um  buttlefly,  sure ! " 

Chorus. 
"  Kiya^  k^yo,  kytpye,  yukakan  ! 
Kiya,  kiya  yukakan  !  " 

Sang  little  Ah  Sid, 

The  Celestial  kid, 
As  he  after  **  um  buttlefly"  ran. 

Little  Ah  Sid 

Was  a  pi^-headed  kid 
(As  well  as  pig-tailed).    Could  he  guees 

What  kind  of  a  fly 

Was  buzz-wuzzing  hard  by. 
Till  he  grabbed  him— with  stinging  suc- 
cess. 

^'IKiya,  kyipye  !  " 

Yelled  Ah  Sid,  as  that  bee 
Stung  him  hard  in  a  senaitiYe  spot. 
Kiya  yukakan  / 

Hang  um  Japanese  man, 
Um  buttlefly  Yelfy  much  hot ! " 


Chorus, 

"  JTtya,  kiya^  kyivye  yukakan  ! 

Kiya,  kiya.  yukakan  !  " 
Howled  nopping  Ah  Sid, 
"  Um  hurt  me,  um  did, 

Um  buttlefly  bites-in  Japan  II!" 


MoDKRK  Mahokbb.— Nearly  all  hotel  ad- 
vertisements prominently  announce  as  among 
the  principal  attractions  of  each  establish- 
ment "  separate  tables. ^^  It  looks  as  if  the 
"all-togefher-(a^^-irAoto-s^stem"  had  failed 
by  reason  of  "  inoompati mlity  of  temper." 
Hence  the  divorce  a  mensd.  The  long  table 
with  all  the  noses  in  a  row  down  in  the  feeding- 
trough  is  bv  this  time  a  remnant  of  barbarism. 
Yet  the  "  Soxes  "  common  to  the  old  eatinff- 
houses,  such  for  example,  as  may  stilloe 
seen  in  some  parts  of  London  both  east  and 
west,  were  "pernicious  snug  "and  sufficiently 
private,  too,  for  business  conversation  ana 
confidential  communicationB. 


Skrious,  YxbtI  Latest  from  Chika.*- 
The  Emperor  has  been  consulting  his  physi- 
cian, who.  after  careful  diagnosis,  has  pro- 
nounced "  TuKo  in  bad  condition,  and  Lttko 
queer." 
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LYRE    AND    LANCET. 

(A  Story  in  Scenes.) 

PABT  XVI.— AN  INTELLECTUAL  PRIVILEGE. 

Scene  XXY.—The  Chinese  Dramng  Room.  Tims— About  9.45  p.m. 

Mrs.  Earwaker.  Yes,  dear  Lady  LuixiNeTOBr,  I've  always 
insiBted  on  each  of  my  girls  adopting  a  distinot  line  of  her  own, 
and  the  result  has  been  most  satisfactory.  Louisa,  my  eldest,  is 
literary ;  she  had  a  little  storv  accepted  not  long  ago  by  The  Milky 
Way ;  then  Maeia  is  musical ;  practises  regiilany  three  hours  every 
day  on  her  violin.  Fanky  has  become  quite  an  expert  in  photo- 
graphv— kodaked  her  father  the  other  day  in  the  act  of  trying  a 
aifioult  sbx)ke  at  biUiards ;  a  back  view— but  so  clever  and  oharao- 
teristio ! 

Lady  Ltillington  (absently).  A  back  view  ?    How  nice  / 

Mrs.  Earw,  He  was  the  only  one  of  the  family  who  didn't  recog- 
nise it  at  once.  Then  my  youngest,  Caeoline— well,  I  must  say 
that  for  a  long  time  I  was  quite  in  despair  'about  Cabgline.  It 
really  looked  as  if  tiiere  was  no  single 
thing  that  she  had  the  slightest  bent 
or  inclination  for.  So  at  last  I  thought 
she  had  better  take  up  Religion,  and 
make  that  her  speciality. 

Lady  Lull,  {languidly).  Religion ! 
How  very  nice ! 

Mrs.  £arw.  Well,  I  got  her  a  Chris- 
tian Year  and  a  covered  basket,  and 
quantities  of  tracts,  and  so  on;  but, 
somehow,  she  didn't  seem  to  get  on  with 
it.  So  1  let  her  give  it  up ;  and  now 
she 's  gone  in  for  poker-etching  instead. 

Lady  Lull,  (bu  an  act  of  unconscious 
cerebration).  Poker-etching!  How  very 
very  nice !        [Her  eyelids  close  gently. 

Lady  Ehoda,  Oh,  out  indeed.  Lady 
CvLVEEiK,  I  thouffht  he  was  perfectly 
charmin* :  not  a  bit  booky,  you  know, 
but  as  clever  as  he  can  stick ;  knows 
more  about  terriers  than  any  man  I  ever 
met! 

Lady  Culverin,  So  glad  you  found 
him  agreeable,  mjr  dear.  1  was  half 
afraid  ne  might  strike  you  as— well,  just 
a  little  bit  common  in  ms  way  of  talking, 

Lady  Rhoda,  Pr'aps — but,  after  all, 
one  can't  expect  those  sort  of  people  t 
talk  quite  like  we  do  ourselves,  can  one 

Lady  Cantire.  Is  that  Mr.  Spubeell      '/ 
you  are  finding  fault  with,  AlbiniaI? 
It  is  curious  that  you  should  be  the 

one  person  here  who I  consider 

him  a  very  worthy  and  talented  young 
man,  and  1  shall  most  certainly  ask  him 
to  dinner — or  lunch^  at  Jail  events— as 
soon  as  we  return.  IJIdaresay  Lady 
Rhoda  will  not  object  toloome  and  meet 
him. 

Lady  Rhoda,  Rather  not.  I  '11  come, 
like  a  shot  I 

Lady  Culv.  (to  herself).  I  suppose 
it's  very  silly  of  me  to  be  so  prejuoioed. 
Nobody  else  seems  to  mind  him ! 

Miss  Spelwane  (crossing  over  to  them). 
Oh.  Lady  Cui.VEEm,  Lady  LuLLDroTOir  has  such  a  delightful  idea 
— she's  just  been  saying  how  very  very  nice  it  would  be  if  Mr. 
Spubeell  could  be  persuaded  to  read  some  of  his  poetry  aloud  to  us 
presently.    Do  you  think  it  could  be  managed  ? 

Lady  Ctdv.  (in  distress).  Really,  my  dear  Vivien,  I — I  don't  know 
what  to  say.  I  fancy  people  would  so  much  rather  talk— don't  you 
think  so,  Rohesia  ? 

liady  Cant.  Probably  they  would,  Albikia.  It  is  most  unlikely 
that  tney  would  care  to  hear  anything  more  intellectual  ana 
instructive  than  the  sound  of  their  own  voices. 

Miss  Spelw.  I  told  Lady  Lullingtok  that  I  was  afraid  you  would 
think  it  a  bore.  Lady  Cantibb. 

Lady  Cant.  You  are  perfectly  mistaken,  Miss  Spelwane.  I 
flatter  myself  I  am  auite  as  capable  of  appreciating  a  literary 
privilege  as  anybiJy  here.  Bat  I  cannot  answer  for  its  being 
acceptable  to  the  majority. 

Lady  Culv.  No,  it  wouldn't  do  at  all.  And  it  would  be  making 
this  young  man  so  much  too  conspicuous. 

Lady  Cant.  You  are  talking  nonsense,  my  dear.    When  you  are 

\  fortunate  enoup^h  to  secure  a  celebrity  at  VVyvem,  you  can't  mfJce 

him  too  conspicuous.    I  never  knew  that  IIauba  Lullington  had 

any  taste  for  literature  before,  but  there's  something  to  be  said  for 


ttg.    , 

U 


'*  Ink  and  flour — couldn't  possibly  miss  him.^' 


her  suggestion— if  it  can  be  carried  out ;  it  would  at  least  provide 
a  welcome  relief  from  the  usual  after-dinner  dullness  of  this  sort  of 
gathering. 
Miss  Spelw.  Then— would  you  ask  him,  Lady  Cahtibe  P 
Lady  Cant.  I,  my  dear  P    lou  forget  that  Jam  not  hostess  here. 
My  sister-in-law  is  the  proper  person  to  do  that. 

Lady  Culv.  Indeed  I  couldn't.  But  perhaps,  Vivnw,  if  you  liked 
to  suggest  it  to  him,  he  might— 

Miss  Spelw.  I  '11  try,  dear  Lady  Culvebin.  And  if  my  poor 
little  persuasions  have  no  effect,  I  shall  f aU  back  on  Lady  Caiitibe, 
and  then  he  canH  refuse.  I  must  go  and  tell  dear  Lady  Lul- 
linoton— she  '11  be  so  pleased !  (2b  herself,  as  she  skims  away.)  I 
generally  do  get  my  own  way.  But  I  mean  him  to  do  it  to  please  Me! 
Mrs.  Chatteris  (a  little  latei\  to  Lady  M aisle).  Have  you  heard  what 
a  treat  is  in  store  for  us  P  That  delightful  Mr.  Spubeell  is  going  to 
give  us  a  reading  or  a  recitation,  or  something,  from  his  own  poems ; 
at  least,  Miss  Spelw ai^e  is  to  ask  him  as  soon  as  the  men  come  in. 
Only  I  should  have  thought  that  he  would  be  much  more  likely  to 
consent  if  you  asked  him. 

Lady  Maisie.  Would  youP  I  'm  sure 
I  don't  know  why. 

Mrs.  Chatt.  (archly).  Oh,  he  took  me 
in  to  dinner,  you  know,  and  it 's  quite 
wonderful  how  people  confide  in  me, 
but  I  suppose  they  feel  I  can  be  trusted. 
He  mentioned  a  little  fact,  which  gave 
me  the  impression  that  a  certain  fair 
lady*s  wishes  would  be  supreme  with 
him. 

Lady  Maisie  (to  herself).  The  wretch! 
He  has  been  boasting  of  my  unfortunate 
letter!  (Aloud,)  Mr.  Spubmll  had 
no  business  to  give  you  any  impression 
of  the  kind.  And  the  mere  fact  that 
I  — that  I  happened  to  admire  his 
verses  ^— ~ 

Mrs.  Chatt.  Exactly!  Poets'  heads 
are  so  easily  turned ;  and,  as  I  said  to 

Captain  Thicknesse 

Lady  Maisie.   Captain  Thickuksse! 

You  have  been  talking  about  it — to  him! 

Mrs.  Chatt.  I'd  no  idea  you  would 

mind   anybody   knowing,   or  I  would 

never  have  dreamed  of I've  such 

a  perfect  horror  of  g?ossip !  It  took  me 
so  much  by  surprise,  that  I  simply 
couldn't  resist;  but  I  can  easily  teU 
Captain  Thicknesse  it  was  aU  a  mistake : 
he  knows  how  fearfully  inaccurate  I 
always  am. 

Lady  Maisie,  I  would  rather  jou 
said  nothing  more  about  it,  please ;  it  is 
really  not  worth  while  oontradicting 
anything  so  utterly  absurd.  (To  her- 
self.) That  Gebald— Captain  Thici- 
NESSE— of  all  people,  should  know  of  my 
letter !  And  goodness  only  knows  what 
story  she  may  have  made  out  of  it ! 
^-  Mrs.  Chati.  (to  herself  as  she  tnoves 
^  away).  I  've  been  letting  my  tongue  run 
away  with  me,  as  usual,  ^e's  tiot  the 
original  of  **  Lady  Grisoline,"  after  aU. 
Perhaps  he  meant  Vivien  Spelwane— 
the  description  was  much  more  like  her! 
Filliner  (who  hasjust  entered  with  some  of  the  younger  men,  to 
Miss  Spelwane).  Wliat  are  you  doing  with  tnese  chairs  P  Why  are 
we  all  to  sit  in  a  circle,  like  Moobe  and  Buboess  people  P  You  're 
not  going  to  set  the  poor  dear  Bishop  down  to  play  oaby-games  ? 
How  perfectly  barbarous  of  you ! 

Miss  Spelw.  The  chairs  are  being  arranged  for  something  much 
more  intellectuaL  We  are  going  to  get  Mr.  Spubbell  to  read  a 
poem  to  us,  if  you  want  to  know.    I  tola  you  I  should  manage  it. 

Pill,  There 's  only  one  drawback  to  that  highly  desirable  arrange- 
ment. The  bard,  with  prophetic  foreknowledge  of  your  designs,  has 
unostentatiously  retired  to  roost.  So  I  'm  amdd  you  '11  have  to  do 
without  your  poetry  this  evening— that  is,  unless  you  care  to  avail 
yourself  again  of  my  services  P 

Miss  Spelw.  (indignantly).  It  is  too  mean  of  you.  You  must  have 
told  him  f  [He  protests  his  innocence. 

Lady  Rhoda.  Abchie,  what's  become  of  Mr.  Spubbell P  I  par- 
ticularly want  to  ask  him  somethinff . 

Bearpark.  The  poet  P    Henippeaupstairs— as  I  tpldyou  illal^r^g 

he  meant  to— to  scribble  some  of  his  democratic  drivel,  and  (iri^A  o 

suppressed  grin)  I  don't  think  you  'U  see  him  again  this  evening.    . 

Captain  Thicknesse  (to  himself  as  he  enters).  She 's  keepin'  a  chair 

next  hers  in  the  comer  there  for  somebody.    Can  it  be  for  that  poet 
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ohap  ? . . .  {He  tneets  Ladv  Maisie's  ei(e  suddenlt/,)  Great  Soott  I  If 
shemeansitformtf/ .  .  •  I 'ye  half  a  mind  not  to-- —  No,  Ishallbea 
fool  if  I  lose  such  a  ohance !  {He  crosses,  and  drops  into  the  vacant 
chair  next  hers,)    I  may  sit  here,  mayn't  I P 

Lady  Maisie  [simply).  I  meant  you  to.  We  lued  to  be  snch  good 
friends ;  it's  a  pity  to  haye  misunderstandings.  And— and  I  want 
to  ask  you  what  that  silly  little  Mrs.  CflATTXBis  has  been  telling  you 
at  dinner  about  me. 

Capt,  Thick,  Well,  she  was  sayin'— and  I  must  say  I  don't  under- 
stand it,  after  3rour  teUin'  me  you  knew  nothing  about  this  Mr. 
Spuerbll  till  tlus  afternoon 

Lady  Maisie,  But  I  don't.  And  I— I  did  offer  to  explain,  but  you 
said  you  weren't  curious ! 

Caut.  Thick.  Didn't  want  you  to  tell  me  anything  that  perhaps 
you'd  rather  not,  don't  jrou  know.  Still,  I  should  like  to  know  how 
this  poet  ohap  came  to  write  a  poem  all  about  you,  and  call  it  **  Lady 
GrisoUne."  ii  he  never 

Lady  Maisie.  But  it 's  too  ridiculous  I  How  comW  he?  When  he 
never*saw  me,  that  I  know  of,  in  aU  his  life  before  I 

Capt.  Thick.  He  told  Mrs.  Chattekis  you  were  the  original  of 
his  **  Lady  Grisoline"  anyway,  and  really 

Lady  Maisie,  He  darod  to  tell  her  that?  How  disgracefully 
impertinent  of  him.  ( To  herself, )  So  long  as  he  hasn't  talked  about 
my  letter,  he  may  say  what  he  pleases  I 

Capt.  Thick.  But  what  was  it  you  were  goin'  to  explain  to  me  ? 
You  said  there  was  somethin' 

Lady  Maisie  {to  herself).  It 's  no  use :  I  'd  sooner  die  than  tell  him 
about  that  letter  now !  (Aloud.)  I— I  only  wished  you  to  under- 
stand that,  whatever  I  think  about  poetry— I  detest  poets  I 

Lady  Cant.  Tes.  as  you  say.  Bishop,  a  truly  Augustan  mode  of 
rccreanon.  Still,  Mr.  Spfbiiell  doesn't  seem  to  have  oqme  in  yet,  so 
I  shall  have  time  to  hear  anjrthing  you  have  to  say  in  defence  of 
your  opposition  to  Parish  Councils. 

[The  Bishop  resigns  himself  to  the  inevitable. 

Archie  (in  Pilliver^s  ear).  Ink  and  flour— couldn't  possibly  miss 
him  I  the  bard 's  got  a  matted  head  this  time,  and  no  mistake. 

PtU.  Beastly  l»d  form,  /call  it— with  a  fellow  you  don't  know. 
You  'U  get  yourself  into  trouble  some  day.  And  you  couldn't  even 
manage  vour  ridiculous  booby-trap,  for  here  the  beggar  comes,  as  if 
nothing  had  happened. 

Archie  (disconcerted).  Confound  him!  The  best  booby-trap  I 
erer  made ! 

The  Bishop.  My  dear  Lad^  Cantirs,  here  is  our  3routhful  poet, 
at  the  eleventh  hour.    {To  himself.)    **  Sic  me  servarit  Ap)llo  I " 
[Miss  Spelwaitb  advances  to  meet  Sfubrell,  who  stands  sur- 
veying the  array  of  chairs  in  blank  betcilderment. 


BRITISH  LIONS. 


['*  Poor  Mrs.  Leo  Huntbb  has  fallen  on  evil  days. ...  It  it  the  Uoni 
themselves  that  are  lacking.  . . .  We  hare  fallen  upon  an  age  of  prancing 
mediocrity."— 7%<?  JForld,  October  10.] 

0  DiRB  is  onr  extremity,  whose  laudable  i^ersistenoe 
I      In  tracking  down  celebrities  is  undiminished  still. 
We  're  quick  enough  to  mark  our  prey,  we  scent  him  at  a  distance, 
But  seldom  is  our  watchfulness  rewarded  by  a  **  kilL" 

There  are  bears  indeed  in  plenty,  there  are  owls  with  strident  voices. 
And  jackanapes  in  modem  days  are  seldom  hard  to  find. 

But  the  genuine  British  Lion,  in  whom  our  heart  rejoices. 
Seems  dmost  to  have  yani^ed  from  the  dwellings  of  mankind  I 

And  even  if  we  find  him,  after  herculean  labour. 

Apart  from  festive  drawing-rooms  he  resolutely  roams, 
Disgracef ullv  forgetful  of  his  duty  to  his  neighbour 

He  quite  aeclines  to  dignify  our  dinners  and  At  Homes 

Too  often  those  we  ask  are  unaccountably  prevented 
From  hastening,  as  we  wanted  them,  **  to  come  and  join  the 
dance," 

And  8o,  in  these  depaded  times,  we  have  to  be  contented 
With  quite  inferior  persons,  medioorities  who  **  prance." 

Y'ea.  "  prancing  mediocrity" — sweet  phrase  I— no  doubt  expresses 
The  decadent  young  poet,  with  the  limp  and  languid  air, 

The  very  last  pianist  with  the  too-abundant  tresses. 

Whose  playing  is— well,  only  less  eooentrio  than  his  hair. 

So,  Mr,  Punch,  we  hostesses  regard  you  with  affection. 
And  now  that  our  calamity  and  trouble  you  have  heud. 

If  any  happjr  droumstance  should  bring  in  your  direction 
A  realiy  nice  young  lion— would  you  Idndly  send  us  word  P 


Nkw   Novel    bt  the  Authob   of 
inx-woman. 


*TiiE  MAifXMAir."— 2%tf 
[Not  yet  real* 


THE3.BLUE   GARDENIA. 

{A  Colourable' Imiiaiicn,) 

It  was  a  splendid  scarlet  afternoon,  and  the  little  garden  looked 
its  gayest  in  tne  midsummer  sunshine  which  streamed  down  its  tiny 
paths.  Yellow  asters  (rrew  golden  in  the  pale  lemon  light,  whilst 
the  green  carnations  which  abounded  everywhere  seemed  so  natural 
that  it  was  difficult  to  believe  they  had  been 
wired  on  to  the  plants  that  morning  by  a 
London  firm  of  florists.  That  was  a  plan  on 
which  Cecil  Pabaoeaph  always  insist^  As 
he  was  so  fond  of  saying.  Nature  was  a  dear 
,  old  thing,  but  she  lacked  inventiveness.  It 
,fM  was  only  an  outworn  convention  which  ob- 
'^f  \  jected  to  gilding  the  lily,  or  colouring  the 
^  /  carnation.  So  the  London  florists  alwajrs  came 
^  yj  each  morning  to  convert  the  garden  into  a 
^/   pink  rhapsody. 

Lord  Archie  (he  was  not  a  Lord  really,  but 
Cecil  always  insisted  that  a  title  was  a 
matter  of  temperament)  and  Cecil  were  sitting  out  on  the  lawn. 
Clever  conversation  always  takes  place  on  the  lawn.  Cecil  and 
Lord  Abchie  smoked  hign-priced  agarettes.  The  witty  characters 
always  do. 

*'  My  dear  Abchie,"  said  Cecil,  '*  I  have  something  important  to 
tell  you." 

*' If  you  were  not  Cecil  Pabagbaph,  that  would  mean  that  the 
milkman  had  called  to  have  his  account  i>aid,  or  that  Mabt— or  is  it 
Mabtha  P— had  given  notice.  It 's  like  letters  headed  *  Important,' — 
a  prospectus  of  a  gold  mine,  or  a  letter  from  a  distant  relative  to  say 
^^  's  coming  to  stay  the  week-end.    Saying  *  week-end '  always  re- 


he 


minds  me  of  the  Babon  be  Book-Wobms.    I  fancy  myself  haggling 
for  a  cheap  ticket  at  a  booking-office." 

"  Abchie,  you've  prattlea  enouj^h.  Remember  it  is  I  who  am 
expected  to  fill  the  bill.    Abchie.  I  am  writing  a  book." 

^*  A  book  ?    You  will  let  me  collaborate  with  you  ?  " 

**  Collaboration  is  the  modem  method  of  evading  responsibility. 
A  genius  moves  in  a  cycle  of  masterpieces,  but  it  is  never  a  cycle 
made  for  two.  It  reminds  me  of  the  book  by  Mr.  Eidsb  Haooabd 
and  Mr.  Lang.  Too  late  Mr.  Haggabd  found  that  he  had  kiUed  the 
goose  which  laid  the  golden  egg[s.  He  had  lost  the  notices  which  his 
coUaborator  could  no  longer  write." 

*'  But  it  is  so  much  trouble  to  write  a  book.  Would  not  a  purple 
newspaper  article  effect  your  purpose  P  " 

**  One  would  think  I  was  Mr.  Athelbtak  Rilet,  or  the  Independ- 
ent Labour  Party,  to  hear  y;ou  talk  of  effecting  my  purpose.  But 
in  any  caae  the  book 's  the  thing." 

•*  Tell  me,  Cecil,  tell  me  WKmt  your  book,"  said  Lord  Abchie, 
with  the  ardour  of  a  disciple  of  Cecil's. 

*'  It  will  be  called  The  Blue  Gardenia.    The  title  is  one  of  the 
unemployed ;   it  has  nothing  to  do  with  the 
story.'' 

*' I  fancy  I  remember  that  Mr.  Babbt  Pain 
said  that  once  before." 

*'  No  doubt.  The  clumsiness  of  acknowledg- 
ment is  what  makes  the  artist  into  an  artisan.  I 
am  like  Mr.  Balfocb.  I  do  not  hesitate  to  shoot 
— ^into  my  treasury  tne  pearls  of  speech  I  have 
gathered  from  others,  and  f^en,  Abchie,  I  shall 
not  lack  the  art  of  personal  allusion.  If  my 
characters  go  out  into  the  village  and  see  the  vil- 
lage clergymen,  I  shall  make  him  the  Archbishop 
of  Cantebbttby.  People  like  it.  They  say  it's 
rude,  but  they  read  the  book  and  repeat  the 
rudeness.  I  shall  be  frankly  rude.  Minor  poets 
and  authors  and  actors  will  all  be  fair  game. 
You  suggest  the  publisher  may  object.  To  tell 
you  the  truth,  any  man  will  publish  for  me. 
The  book  will  succeed— it  is  only  mediocrities 
who  indulge  in  failure — and  the  public  will 
tumble  over  one  another  in  their  mad  rush 
epigrams  of  ffenius." 

"  And  I  wul  write  a  flaming  favourable  notice  in  the  Dodo,^^ 

'*  You  will  do  me  no  such  unkindness,  I  am  sure,  my  dear  Abchie* 
To  be  appreciated  is  to  be  found  out." 

And  so  plucking  as  they  went  the  green  carnations  of  a  blameless 
life,  tibey  went  in  to  dinner. 


dosed  with 


The  Tale  of  J.  B.:  ob,  "The  Pbisonbb  op  Salta."--"J.  B. 
is  aly.  Sir— devilish  sly:"  but  the  present  J.  B.,  not  the  Major 
Bagstock  oit  Dombey  and  Son.  but  the  minor  Jabez  Balfoub,  has 
not  yet,  as  reported,  managed  to  escape  from  the  prison  of  Salta,  the 
authorities  having  contrived  to  put  a  little  Salt-a'pon  his  taiL  /  y 
"  /  reste. 
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FELICITOUS   QUOTATIONS. 

Rostess  (of  Upper  Tooting,  $howing  new  house  to  Friend),  **  Wb  'be  vbbt  proud  of  this  Boom,  Mbs.  HoMonr.    OuB  OWK  ltttlb 
Upholstxbeb  did  it  up  just  as  tou  see  it,  and  all  oub  Fbibkds  thikb  rr  was  Liberty!** 

Visitor (»oUo voce).  "'Oh,  Libbbty,  Libebtt,  how  makt  Gbimes  abe  committed  in  tht  NameI'" 


''i  VESTED  INTEBESTS/' 

Ladyitn  Possession  loquitur : — 
Ah,  well  I    They  keeps  a  roaging  up,  these 

I>apen,  or  a  trvioff  to. 
Bat  /don't  think  they'll  oust  us  yet,  as 

hobvions  they  're  a-aying  to. 
Their  Rookbebbixs,  and  their  Haskwidoxs 

and  'Ebbebt  Oladstings  'nrry  np. 
As  per  wire-pulling  horders ;  and  they  tries 

to  keep  the  flonj  up, 
Bat  somehow  it 's  a  nzzle,  like  a  fire  as  keeps 

on  smouldery, 
And  the  pablic,  when  they'd  poke  it  up, 

looks  chilly  and  oold-shouldery. 

Drat  'em,  what  do  they  want  to  do  ?    Their 

*'  demmycratio  polity  " 
Means  nothink   more  nor  less  than  sheer 

upsetting  of  the  Quality  I 
They^i  treat  the  Hupper  Ten  like  srimps, 

puU  off  their  'eds  and  swoller  'em ; 
And  when  they  rayes  agin  our  perks,  they 

only  longs  to  collar  'em. 
Down  with    all   priwilege    indeed?     Wy, 

priwilege  is  the  honly  thing 
As  keeps  hus  from  the  wildemedge.    I'm 

but  a  poor,  old,  lonely  thing, 
But  if  they  mends  or  ends  the  Lords— wioh 

'ewin  forbid  they  ever  do  I — 
They  '11  take  mu  livelyhood  away  I    No,  drat 

it,  that  will  never  do  I 
A  world  without  no  priwilege,  no  pickings, 

and  no  perks  in  i£ 
Wy— 'twould  be  like  Big  Ben  up  there  if  it 

'ad  got  no  works  in  it 

These  demmycratio  levellers  is  the  butchers 

of  Society, 
They'd  take  its  tops  and  innards  off  and 

nout.    J  loves  wariety. 


Them  Commons  is  a  common  lot,  as  like  all 

round  as  winkleees. 
But  Marquiges— lord  bless  'em !— they  is  like 

bright  stars  as  twinkleses 
And  makes  the  sky  respectable :  and  its  a 

old,  old  story 
As  stars— and  hkeways  garters — must  'ave 

differences  in  glory. 
Wy,  even  street  lamps  wary,  and  I  sajrs  the 

harrystocracv  fthe  democracy 

Is  like  to 'eavemy 'lectric  lights  outshining 
As  the  Clock-towers  'f ulgence  do  the  flare  at 

some  fried-fish  shop.  Mum. 
Oh,  there 's  a  somethink  soothing  in  a  Dock, 

or  Earl,  or  Bishop,  Mum, 
As  makes  yer  mere  M.P.'s  sing  smaU,  as  may 

be  taller-chandlerses. 
Its  henvy.  Mum,  that 's  wot  it  is,  they  've  got 

the  yaller  janderses 
Along  o'  bilious  jealousy ;  though  wy  young 

Aogebebbt  ever  did 
Allow  hisself  to  herd  with  them— well,  drat 

it,  there,  I  never  did  I — 
As  long  as  I  can  twirl  a  mop  or  sluice  a  fioor 

or  ceiling  for 
The  blessed  Peers,  I  'U  'old  with  'em,  as  I've 

a  feller  feeling  for. 
Birds  of  a  feather  flock— well,  well  I  I  'ope  I 

knows  my  place.  I  do ; 
likeways  that  I  shall  keep  it.    Wich  I  think 

it  a  'ard  case,  I  do. 
This  downing  on  Old  Women  I 

'Owsomever,  Mister  Moblet  is 
A  lonff  ways  from  his  hbbjeot  yet    The  House 

0*^  Lords,  Mum,  surely  is 
Most  different  from  Jencho,  it  will  not  fall 

with  shouting.  Mum, 
Nor  yet  no  platform  trumpets  will  not  down 

it,  there's  no  doubting,  Mum. 


Their  tongues  and  loud  Rad  ram's-homs  do 
their  level  best  to  win  it.  Mum. 

But— they  ain't  got  lid  of  &us— not  yet,— 
nor  won^t  direckly-minute.  Mum ! 


Fbom  the  BiBMnrGHAK  Festival.— An 
eminent  musician  sends  us  this  note:  — 
Nothing  Brummagem  about  the  Birmingham 
Festival  Dr.  Pabbt's  oratorio.  King  Saul, 
a  big  success.  Of  course  this  subject  bias  been 
Handel'd  before ;  but  the  composer  of  King 
Saul,  Junior,  (so  to  be  termed  for  sake  <n 
distinction,  and  distinction  it  has  certainly 
attained,)  need  fear  no  oom-parry-sons.  Per- 
haps another  title  might  be,  '*  Le  Hoi  Saul 
d  la  mode  de  Parry,''  {Private,  to  Ed,— 
Shall  be  much  pleased  if  you  'U  admit  this  as 
a  Parry-graph.) 

Hope  Dispelled.— The  music-hall  pro- 
prietors must  have  been  in  high  spirits  at  the 
commencement  of  the  sittings  of  the  Licens- 
ing Committee  when  they  heard  that  "Mr. 
Robebts"  was  to  be  the  chairman.  Of 
course,  to  them  there  is  but  one  **  Robebts," 
which  his  prinom  is  "  Abthub  "—and  un- 
fortunately there  appeared  as  chairman  *'not 
this  Abthub,  but  another." 


Ik  the  course  of  conversation,  the  other 
evening,  Mrs.  R.  remembered  that  *'The 
Margarine"  is  a  German  title.  "Isn't 
there,"  she  asked,  "  a  Margarine  oi  Hesse  ?  " 

AKTi-FATinESS.— Excellent  receipt  for  net- 
ting thin.  Back  horses,  and  you  will  lose 
many  pounds  in  no  time.  (Advice  graiis  by 
one  who  has  tried  it,) 


WJf  l>-  J -  - 
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A   PIER   OF  THE    EMPIRE. 

{By  a  Comiiioncr  of  the  Nation,) 

As  lioexuing  day  was  ai>proaoliing,  I  thought  it  my  duty  to  yidt  the 
Empire  Theatre  of  Varieties  in  Leicester  Square,  so  that  if  needs  be  I 
oould  appear  as  a  witness  either  for  the  prosecution  or  the  defence. 
I  am  happy  to  say  that  my  expedition  has  put  me  inajMsition  to  join 
the  gamsoo.    From  first  to  last— from  item  No.  1  to  item  No.  10— 
the   entertainments  at   the   Empire  are  excellent.     And  in  this 
ireneral  praise  1  am  able  to  include  "  Living 
Piotares,"  which   are    all    that  even  an 
srohbishop  could  wish  that  they  should  be. 
Bat  the  chief  attraction  of  the  evening  is 
a  new  ballet  dirertissement  in  one  tableau, 
called    On    Brighton    Pier,    which    has 
evidently  been  put  up  to  teach  the  members 
of  the  L.  C.  C.  how  much  better  things  are 
done  in  the  Sussex  watering  place  than  in 
the  great  metropolis.    According  to  **the 
Argument/'  when  the  scene  opens,  people 
are  promenading  in  the  sun,  and  **some 
gentlemen  bribe  the  bath  chairmen  to  give 
up  their  places  in  the  evening  so  that  tney 
may  fiirt  with  the  girls  accompanying  the 
invalids."    But  possibly  as  an  afterthought 
this  was  thought  a  little  too  strong  for  the 
Censor  of  Spring  Gardens.     I  found  the 
'*  gentlemen^'  (most  of  them  in  high  white 
hats),  and  then  I  diBOOvered  the  batii  chair- 
men, but  there  was  nothing  to  lead  me  to 
believe  that  the  connecting  links  between 
the  two  were  bribery  and  oorruption.    In 
addition  to  this  plat  d  la  Don  Giovanni  there  were  an  entree  in  the 
shape  of  a  gathering  of  schoolboys  and  schoolgirls,  ^BoufflS  in  some 
military  plus  naval  drill,  and  a  piece  de  rSsistance  in  a  change  of 
scene  from  the  deck  of  the  Pier  to  the  depths  of  the  sea  beneath  it. 
And  here  let  me  say  that  I  use  rSsistance  in  a  purely  culinary  sense, 
as  nothing  could  have  worked  more  smoothly  than  the  transformation. 
2f  adame  Eatti  Laxneu,  by  whom  the  ballet  has  been  invented,  is 
a  past  mistress  in  the  art  of  oonoocting  terpsichorean  trifies,  and  never 
ad.mits  any  difficulty  in  combining  the  poetry  of  fancy  with  the 
actuality  of  fact.    In  her  latest  production  she  finds  that  after  a  while 
a  change  of  scene  is  necessary.    The  public,  after  admiring  the  re- 
freshment stalls  and  the  distant  view  of  the  Grand  Hotel,  want  some- 
thing more.    Certainly,  why  not?    The  daughter  of  an  American 
miUionaire,  who  has  met  a  rather  effeminate  gentleman  for  the  first 
time,  overcome  by  the  heat,  falls  asleep.    Then,  to  quote  from  '*  the 
Argument,"  in  her  dream  she  sees  sirens  and  sea-nvmphs,  led  by  the 
Queen  Coralie  (Signorina  Bice  Pobbo),  unsuccessfully  attempt  to  lure 
away  her  lover,  but — awaking  from  her  sleep — the  vision  disappears, 
and  she  finds  him  at  her  feet.    All  this  was  very  pretty,  and  the 
scruples  of  the  L.  C.  C.  were  considered  by  the  lack  of  success  of 
Qiieen   Coralie  to  shake    the    swain's  fidelity  to   his   betrothed. 
Although  evidently  interested  in  the  dances  of  the  sirens  and  sea- 
nymphs— in  spite  of  their  treating  him  with  little  or  no  attention— he 
was  ultra  discreet  in  making  the  acquaintance  of  her  submarine 
majesty.    When  the  Queen  stood  on  one  toe  he  merely  accepted  her 
invitation  to  hold  her  hand,  and  thus  enable  her  to  revolve  on  the 
tip  of  her  right  toe — ^but  went  no  further.    And  really  and  truly,  as 
a  gentleman,  it  was  impossible  for  him  to  do  less.    At  any  rate  his 
conduct  was  so  unexceptional  in  Grace  Dollar's  dream,  that  his 
fiancee,  who.  according  to  "the  Argument,"  had  had  **a  slight 
quarrel  with  nim,"  immediately  sought  reconciliation.    Besides  the 
submarine  interlude.  On  Brighton  Pier  has  a  serious  underplot. 
Senora  Dolares  (Signorina  Cavallazzi),  who  has  been  searching  all 
over  the  world  for  her  daughter,  who  had  been  stolen  from  her  ten 
yean  ago,  is  personaJly  conducted  to  the  pleasant  promenade  off  the 
beach.    Husband  and  wife  seemingly  spend 
the  entire  day  on  the  Pier.    They  are  nere 
in  the  morning,  in  the  siinshine.  and  here 
when  the  variegated  La,mps  are  lighted  at 
night.    The  Senora  is  pleased  at  nothing. 
She  regards  the  vagraries  of  a  negro  comedian 
with  indifference,  and  does  not  even  smile  at 
the  gambols  of  a  clown  dog.    Suddenly  a 
girl  called  Dora  appears.    And  now  once 
more  to  quote  the  Argument.    **  Dora  plays 
upon  her  mandoline  some  melody  the  Senora 
Dolores  recognises.    She  quickly  asks  the 
j^  girl  where  she  first  heard  it ;  and  Dora  says 
that  a  lady  used  to  sing  it  to  her  in  her 
"  I  can  conscientiously     early  days,  and  that  the  same  lady  gave  her 
recommend  it."  ^  cross,  which  she  produces.    The  Senora,  by 

means  of  the  cross,  recognises  in  Dora  her  long-lost  child.    Amia 
great  excitement  she  leads  her  tenderly  away  [in  the  direction  of  the 


Hotel  Metropole],  and,  after  some  further  dances,  the  curtain  falls." 
Nothing  can  be  prettier,  and  more  truly  moral,  than  On  Brighton 
Pier.  I  can  conscientiously  recommend  it  to  every  member  of 
the  L.  C.  C.  jsome  wUl  smile  at  the  eccentric  dance  of  Major 
Spooner  (Mr.  Will  Bishop)  ;  others  will  grin  at  the  more  boisterous 
humour  of  Christopher  Dollar  (Mr.  Johk  Ridley)  ;  and  all  must 
weep  at  the  depressed  velvet  coat  of  Don  Diego  (Mr.  Geoboe 
Ashtok),  the  husband  of  Senora  Dolares,  in  search  of  a  (compara- 
tively) long-lost  daughter.  Judging  from  the  reception  the  ballet 
received  the  other  evening,  I  fancy  that  On  Brighton  Pier  will 
remain  on  London  boards  for  any  length  of  time. 

GOSSIP  WITHOUT  WORDS. 

["  AuTOLYcrs,"  in  the  Fall  Mall  Gazette  of  October  11,  inveighs  aguinat 
the  necessity  of  conversation  between  friends :— *'  If  I  find  a  girl  nice  to  look 
at,  and  she  has  taken  great  paint  to  make  herself  nice  to  look  at,  why  cannot 
we  pa68  the  eyeniog,  I  looking  at  her,  and  she  being  looked  at?  But  no,  we 
must  talk.**] 

Undoubtedly,  if  conversation  were  abolished,  **  short  stories  "  in 
the  future  woula  be  still  further  abbreviated.  Here  is  a  beautiful 
jspecimen  of  blank— or  Anthony  Hope-less -dialogue : — 

THE  NELLY  NOVELETTES. 

•• ! "  exclaimed  Miss  Nklly  Eaton,  suddenly,  with  her  qnirering 
nostril. 

**?"  I  asked  with  my  right  eyebrow, 
rousing  myself  from  a  fit  of  abstraction. 

She  pointed  at  a  young  man  who  had  just 
strolled  past  our  seats  in  the  Bow  without 
noticing  her.  He  was  dressed  in  the  height 
of  fashion,  and  was  accompanied  by  a  lady 
in  very  smart  attire. 

•• .  .  ."  explained  Nelly,  with  her  mouth 
tightly  shut. 
1  looked  at  her,  and  gathered  by  a  swift 

E recess  of  intuition  that  she  had  made  that 
oy,  and  taught  him  to  drink  and  smoke— 
of  coarse,  in  moderation ;  had  got  his  hair   ,,„,,. 
cut,  and  had  rescued  him  from  an  adven-    "  Taught  him  to  smoke." 
toress.    From  her  he  had  learnt  not  to  go  to  Monday  Pops,  nor  to 
carry  things  about  in  brown  paper— in  fact,  he  owed  everything  to 

her  ,  .  .  i&id  now 1 

*'§"  I  visibly  commented,  not  knowing  for  the  moment  how  else 
to  express  myself.  In  fact,  I  was  getting  just  a  trifle  out  of  my 
depth.  However,  I  gazed  again  at  her.  .  .  .  Tes,  she  had  deeplv 
eloquent  blue  eyes,  iringed  with  dark  eyelashes,  that  voiced  forth 
every  emotion !  Stay,  I  am  afraid  that  in  my  admiration  my  speech- 
less remarks  had  wandered  from  the  topic  of  our  mute  discussion. 

**  t "  interjected  her  pitying  but  impatient  glance,  telling  me  that 
mv  devotion  was  useless. 

I  looked  very  miserable.  It  is  generally  understood  that  I  am  the 
most  miserable  of  men  since  Miss  Eaton's  engagement  to  an  American 
millionaire. 

[Here  I  am  sorry  to  say  that  our  dialo^e  becomes  somewhat  ellip- 
ti(»l,  owing  to  the  difficulty  of  finding  enough  unappropriated 
printers'  symbols  to  represent  our  different  shades  of  silence.  How- 
ever, with  luck,  I  may  be  able  to  scrape  together  a  few  more,  and 
come  to  some  sort  of  oondusion.! 

Let  me  see— where  wero  we  r  .  .  .  Oh,  on  the  subject  of  the 
boy  and  his  companion,  who,  it  seems,  were  engaged. 

**•••"  resumed  Nklly,  in  a  look  which  spoke  three  volumes.  I 
divined  at  once  that  she  had  thrown  him  over,  that  thero  had  been 
an  awful  scene,  and  his  mother  had  written  a  horrid  letter,  that  he 
had  come  back  and  abjectly  apologised,  that  he  said  she  had  aestroved 
his  faith  in  women  (the  usual  thing),  that  he 
went  on  sending  letters  for  a  whole  year :  in 
fact,  that  it  made  her  quite  uncomfortable. 
.  .  .  Really,  Nrlly  can  give  points  to  Lobd 
BuELEiGH'snod! 

**  ?"  inquired  my  right  eye,  meaning,  had 
she  not  been  in  love  with  him  a  little  bit  ? 

Miss  Nelly  prodded  the  path   with  her 
parasol. 

^*  i"  I  asked  again,  referring  to  a  different 
person,  and,  I  am  afraid,  squinting. 

Miss  Nelly  looked  for  the  fraction  of  an 
instant  in  my  direction. 

**j^"  I  repeated. 

Miss  Nelly  looked  straight  in  front  of  her. 
the  American  millionaire ! 

** 1 1  "    That  is,  I  smilingly  withdrew, 


There  was  her  flancS, 


Satispactoby  Repobts  as  to  the  AMasB^-— ItLwas  not  an 
it  was  **  A  mere  indisposition."  Tr^rrr2eat)V 


^I(^ 
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''HTMBirHncEN^B!"  {A 
jMTopoM  of  a  Public  Favour- 
ite).  —  Mr.  Punch  wishes 
health  and  happiness  to  the 
bride  of  Sir  William  Gke- 
OOBT,  known  to  ns  aU.  during 
a  long  and  honourable  thea- 
trieal  career  in  the  yery  first 
line  of  Dramatic  Art,  as  Mrs. 
SiiBLnrG  the  incomparable, 
always  of  sterling  worth  in 
any  piece  wherein  she  took  a 
part  Bhe  was  always  at  her 
oest  Latterlj  she  nas  been 
ddefly  associated  with  the 
Nur$e  in  Borneo  and  Jult'eL 
and  no  better  repreeentatiye  of 
the  character  conld  erer  have 
been  seen  on  any  stage.  Her 
recent  marriage  has  in  it  some- 
what of  a  Shaksperian  asso- 
ciation, for  were  not  the  Nur$e 
and  Gregory  hoih  together  in 
the  same  establishment,  yclept 
the  noble  House  of  Capulet  P 
And  what  more  natural  that 
these  two  should  come  together, 
and  '*the  Nur$e  to  JuUeC^ 
should  beoome  the  **  wife  to 
Gregory''? 

"Stopping"  the  Wat 
IS  THE  Colonies.—  Where 
British  Colonists  are  first  in 
the  fieldf  be  the  field  where 
it  may,  it  is  unwise  to  allow 
any  non-Britishers  to  ffet  as 
far  as  a  semi-colony,  But  at 
once  they  should  be  made 
to  come  to  a  full-stop.  As 
it  is.  Great  Britain  looks  on 
in  a  state  of  com{m)a^  only 
to  wake  up  with  a  note 
of  exclamation,  but  not  of 
admiration,  when  it  is  too 
late  to  put  a  note  of  interro- 
gation. 


COMPREHENSIVE. 

"  What  's  Volapuk,  Doctor  Schkitz  I  * 
"It  is  zb  Unifsbsal  Langyagb  !" 
"And  WHO  Speaks  IT  I"      "NopotttI 


*'Crrr  Impbotementb."— 
The  City  isn^t  likely  to  lose 
any  chance  of  a  dig  at  the 
L.  C.  C.  Last  week,  at  a 
meeting  of  City  Commis- 
sioners of  Sewers  at  Guildhall, 
Alderman  Gbeeh,— not  so  ver- 
dant by  any  means  as  the 
name  would  seem  to  imply, — 
protested  against  the  great 
delay  on  the  part  of  the 
L.  C.  C.  in  regara  to  the  im- 

Sroyementa  in  Upper  Thames 
treet  So  the  London  County 
Council  is  sitting  considering 
•*  dum  defluit  annub "—re- 
presenting the  ^^  amnis  teri'* 
—and  while  Upper  Thames 
Street  is,  pace  the  erer  Green 
Alderman,  in  a  state  of  stag- 
nation as  far  as  **  improve- 
ments "  are  concerned. 


A  Dbouth-ahd-Mouth- 
DiSEASE.— A  curious  disease, 
originating,  it  is  said,  in  the 
East,  has  lately  baffled  medical 
men.  It  is  called  '*  beriberi." 
Introduce  another  *'  e"  into  the 
first  and  third  syllable,  and 
the  name  might  serve  for  that 
thirsty  kind  of  feverish  state 
with  which  no  Anti-dosbg- 
of  -  the-public  -  at-  any-time- 
Society  is  able  to  cope. 

"  Pbematceb?"  —  Per  the 
Leadenhali  Press,  Mr.  Tueb 
is  bringing  out  a  real  old 
Horn-book,  that  is,  \foc' 
simile  of  the  ancient  Horn- 
book. For  years  have  we 
longed  to  see  the  goiuine 
artide.  It  will  be  in  Homa- 
mental  cover,  of  course.  ^^Suc- 
ces  au  litre  de  la  come  !  " 


''THE  AUTOCRAT/' 
OLIVEB   WENDELL    HOLMES. 

BoRK  1809.    Died  Octobir  7, 1894. 

'*  The  Last  Leaf!"    Can  it  be  true, 
We  have  turned  it.  and  on  you 

Friend  of  all? 
That  the  years  at  last  have  power  ? 
That  life's  foliage  and  its  flower 

Fade  and  fall? 

Was  there  one  who  ever  took 
From  its  shelf,  by  chance,  a  book 

Penned  by  you. 
But  was  fast  your  friend,  for  life. 
With  one  refuffe  from  its  strife 

Safe  ana  true  F 

Even  gentle  Elia's  self 

Might  be  proud  to  share  that  shelf. 

Leu  to  leaf, 
With  a  soul  of  kindred  sort, 
Who  could  bind  strong  sense  and  sport 

In  one  sheaf. 

From  that  Boston  breakfast  table 
Wit  and  wisdom,  fun  and  fable, 

Badiated 
Through  all  English-speaking  places. 
When  were  Science  and  the  Graces 

So  well  mated  ? 

Of  sweet  singers  the  most  sane. 
Of  keen  wits  the  most  humane, 

Wide  yet  dear, 
like  the  blue,  above  us  bent ; 
(Hving  sense  and  sentiment 

Each  its  q^ere ; 


With  a  manly  breadth  of  soul. 
And  a  fancy  quaint  and  droll ; 

Ripe  and  meUow : 
With  a  wile  power  of  **  hit," 
Finished  scholar,  poet,  wit. 

And  good  fellow  I 

Sturdy  patriot,  and  yet 
True  world 's  citizen !    Regret 

Dims  our  eyes 
As  we  turn  each  well-thumbed  leaf ; 
Yet  a  glprv  'midst  our  grief 

Will  arise. 

Tears  your  spirit  could  not  tame, 
And  they  will  not  dim  your  fame ; 

England  ioys 
In  your  songs  ail  strength  and  ea&e, 
And  the  ''dreams"  you  "  wrote  iy  please 

Grey-haired  boys." 

And  of  such  were  you  not  one  ? 
Age  chilled  not  your  fire  or  fun. 

Heart  alive 
Makes  a  boy  of  a  ney  bard. 
Though  his  years  oe—'*  by  the  card"— 

Eighty-five  I 

VENETIAN  FLOWER  SELLERS. 

ToTJKO,  dark-eved  beauties,  graceful,  gay, 

So  I  expected  you  to  be, 
Adorning  in  a  charming  way 

This  alent  City  of  the  Sea. 
But  you  are  very  far  from  that ; 
You^re  forty— sometimes  more— and  fat. 

Oh,  girls  of  Venice  I  Woods,  R.A., 
Has  frequently  depicted  you. 


Idealising,  I  should  say— 

A  thing  that  painters  often  do ; 
Still,  though  your  charms  have  left  me  cold. 
At  least  you  are  not  fat  and  old  1 

Why  should  you.  flower-seUers,  then, 
Be  so  advanced  in  age  and  size  F 

You  cannot  charm  the  foreign  men, 
Who  gaie  at  you  in  blank  surprise. 

You  hover  round  me— like  a  gna^, 

Each  of  you,  but  old  and  fat. 

Extremely  troublesome  you  are, 
No  gnats  were  ever  half  so  bad, 

You  dart  upon  me  from  afar. 
And  do  your  best  to  drive  me  mad. 

Oh  bother  you,  so  overbold. 

Preposterously  fat  and  old  I 

You  buttonhole  me  as  I  drink 

My  ca^iifMro  on  the  square, 
Stick  fiowers  in  my  coat,  and  think 

I  can't  refuse  them.    I  don't  care. 
I  'd  buy  them,  just  to  have  a  chat. 
If  you  were  not  so  old  and  fat. 

Oh  go  away  I    I  hate  the  sight 
Of  flowers  since  that  afternoon 

When  first  we  met.    I  think  of  flight, 
Or  drowning  in  the  still  lafoon. 

I  am,  unlike  your  flowers,  sold, 

You  are  so  very  fat  and  old. 


SUOOESIED  MOTTO  FOB  THE  AEBATED  BESAI) 
COXPAET. 

....  "His  sleep 
Was  aery  light,  from  pure  digettioii  bred." 
JItraifiM  Lott,  B,  F.,  Une  4. 

Digitized  by 
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FIRST    IMPRESSIONS. 

There  is  no  doubt  that  one's  first  impres- 
sions are  always  the  brightest  and  the  best ; 
therefore  I  resolve  to  reoord  the  first  impres- 
sions of  a  first  visit  to  the  Italian  lakes. 

British  Bellagio,—^*'E6te\  Victoria,  Prince 
de  Galles  et  des  Ues  Britanniques,"  or  some 
such  name,  is  usually,  as  Baedeker  says, 
**  frequented  by  the  English."  They  are  here 
certainly,  and  one  hears  one's  native  lan- 
guage everywhere.  There  are  the  honey- 
moon couples, 
ulent  and  re- 
served, who  glare 
fiercely  at  anyone 
who  might  be 
supposed  to  im- 
agine for  a  mo- 
ment that  they 
are  newly  mar- 
ried :  there  are 
people  who  con- 
verse in  low  mo- 
notonous voices 
about  the  wea- 
ther,  which 
.*P  changes  every 
n  .  7f1lr\  ^oiir ;  there  is  an 
VN ' ''"  ^^  old  lady,  who 
gives  one  startling  infurmation,  telling  one, 
for  instance,  that  Paul  Yebgitese  was  bom 
at  Verona ;  and  there  m  two  or  three  British 
menservants^  gazing  with  superb  disdain  at 
the  poor  foreigners.  The  hotel  is  very  quiet. 
The  evening  of  a  week-day  is  like  Sunday 

evening,  and  Sunday  evening  is ! ! !    If 

only  the  weather  were  not  fldso  English,  or 
even  worse.  On  the  last  day  of  September 
the  only  warm  place  is  by  the  fire  in  the 
fumoir.  So  let  us  hurry  off  from  this  wintry 
climate  to  somewhere,  to  anywhere.  By  the 
first  boat  we  go. 

Still  English  everywhere.  At  BeUagio  a 
great  crowd,  and  heai>8  of  luggage.  At 
Cadenabbia  a  greater  crowd,  and  more  heaps 
of  luggage.  Here  they  come,  struggling 
along  the  gangway  in  the  wind.  There  is  a 
sad-faced  Englishman,  his  hands  full  of 
packages,  his  x>ookets  stuffed  with  others, 
carrying  under  his  arm  a  little  old  picture 
wrap]^  loosely  in  pink  tissue  paper,  which 
the  wind  blows  here  and  there.  He  is  a  for- 
{^etful  man,  for  he  wanders  to  and  fro  collect- 
ing his  possessions.  With  him  is  another 
forgetf  ol  Englishman  in  very  shabby  clothes, 
who  also  carries  packages  in  paper,  and  who 
drags  after  him  an  immensely  fat  bull-dog  at 
the  end  of  a  cord  five  yards  long,  which 
winds  round  posts  and  human  legs  and  other 
obstacles.  At  last  they  are  all  on  board— the 
forgetful  Englishmen  have  darted  back  for 
the  last  time  to  fetch  in  an  ice-axe  and  an 
old  umbrella— and  on  we  go  over  the  grey 
water,  past  the  grey  hills,  under  the  grey 
sky,  towards  Como.  At  Cemobbio  the  shabby 
Englishman  lands,  dragging  his  bull-dog  at 
the  end  of  the  cord,  and  carrying  in  his 
arms  two  rolls  of  rugs,  a  bag,  and  other 
trifles.  His  sad-faced  companion,  still  hold- 
ing his  tiny  Old  Master  in  tnc  ever-diminish- 
ing pink  paper,  wanders  in  and  out  seeking 
forgotten  treasures,  an  ice-axe,  a  bag,  another 
paper  parcel.  FinaUy  all  are  landed,  the 
gangway  is  withdrawn,  the  steamer  becins  to 
move.  Suddenly  there  is  a  shout.  The  shabby 
Englishman  has  forgotten  something.  The 
sympathetic  passengers  look  round.  There  is 
a  solitary  umbrella  on  a  seat.  No  doubt 
that  is  his.  A  friendly  stranger  cries,  '*  Is 
this  yours?"  and  tosses  it  to  him  on  the 
quay.  Then  there  is  another  shout.  **  ^cA 
Ilimmel,  dat  is  mine  I "  The  frantic  German 
waves  his  arms,  the  umbrella  is  tossed  back, 
he  catches  it  and  is  happy.  But  meanwhile 
another  English  man,  the  most  egregious  ass 


that  ever  lived,  has  discovered  yet  another 
solitary  umbrella,  which  he  oasts  wildly  into 
space.  For  one  moment  the  captain,  the  pas- 
sengers, the  people  on  the  quay,  ^aze  breath- 
less as  it  wnirls  through  the  air.  It  falls 
just  short  of  the  landing-stage,  and  sinks  into 
the  grey  waters  of  that  chilly  lake,  never 
more  to  be  recovered,  in  anv  sense  of  the 
word.  In  those  immeasurable  depths  its  neat 
silk  covering  will  decay,  its  slender  frame 
will  fall  to  pieces.  It  has  gone  for  ever.  Be- 
neath this  grey  Italian  sky  some  Italian  gamp 
must  keep  off  these  Italian  showers.  Then  the 
captain,  the  passengers^  and  the  people  smile 
and  laugh.  I,  who  write  this,  am  the  only 
one  on  whose  face  there  is  not  a  grin,  for 
that  umbrella  was  mine. 

A  FissT  Impbessighist. 


TO  A  PRETTY  UNKNOWN, 
{By  a  Constant  Admirer.) 

YouB  pretty  face  I  saw 

two  vears  ago, 
You  looKed  divine— if 
I  'm  not  wrong,  in 
lace. 
I  noticed  you,  and  thus 
I  got  to  know 
Your  pretty  face. 

To-day  I  travelled  to  a 

distant  place. 
We   stopped   at  Bath. 
I  read  my  Punchy 
when  lo  I 
You  came  into  my  car- 
riage    and     Your 
Grace 
Rode  with  me  for  a 

dozen  miles  or  so. 
Tell  me,  should  we  in 
this   Fate*s   finger 
trace? 

I  care  not  bincc  you  had  the  heart  to  show 
Your  pretty  face. 


TEDDIE  THE  TILER, 

'Tis  November  makes  the  (Lord)  Mayor 
to  go.  As  the  ninth  approaches,  the  year*s 
tenant  of  the  Mansion  House  packs  up  and 
says  farewell  to  all  his  greatness.  On  the 
principle  that  attributes  happiness  to  a  country 
that  has  no  annals,  the  outgoing  Lokd  Mayob 
is  to  be  congratulated  on  his  year  of  office.  It 
is  probable  that  out  of  aldermanic  circles  not 
one  man  of  a  hundred  in  the  street  could 
straight  off  say  what  is  his  Lordship*s  name. 
Mr,  Punch,  who  knows  most  things,  only 
ventures  to  believe  that  the  good  alderman  is 
known  in  the  family  circle  as  Sir  Edwaed 
Ttleb.  And  a  very  good  name,  too.    In  the 


occult  ceremonies  pertaining  to  freemasonry 
it  is  understood  there  is  an  official  known  as 
the  Tiler,  whose  duty  is  to  guard  the  door, 
strictly  excluding  all  but  those  whose  right 
of  entrance  is  peremptory.  Our  Sir  Edwabd 
has  indeed  been  the  Tiler  of  the  traditionally 
hospitable  Mansion  House. 


BROKEN  CHINA. 

It  is  curious  to  observe  the  attitude  of 
Western  Powers  towards  the  life-and-death 
struggle  going  on  in  the  far  East  We  of 
course  regret  the  loss  of  life,  but  are  mainly 


interested  in  observing  the  effect  in  actual 
work  of  ships  and  guns  identical  with  our 
own.  It  is  a  sort  of  gigantic  test  got  ^vJot 
our  benefit  at  somebody  else's  expense.  That 
an  ancient  emi)ire  seems  tottering  to  a  fall 
moves  no  emotion.  *'  Yes,"  said  the  Mem- 
ber for  Saek,  to  whom  these  recondite  re- 
marks were  addressed ;  '*  Pops  wasn't  far  out 
of  it  when  he  very  nearly  said  'Europe  is 
mistress  of  herself  though  China  fall.' '' 


"MOVING  ABOUT  IN  WORLDS  NOT 
REALISED." 

{By  a  prejudiced  btU  puzzled  Victim  of  Tea- 
caddies  and  Oin^ger-jars,) 

I  SUPPOSE  there 's  a  war  in  the  East. 

(I  am  deluged  with  pictures  about  it,) 
But  I  can't  realise  it — ^no,  not  in  the  least, 

And,  in  spite  of  tlie  papers,  I  doubt  it. 
A  Chinaman  seems  such  a  nebulous  chap. 
And  I  can't  fancy  shedding  the  gore  of  a 
Jap. 

Those  parohmenty  fellows  have  fleets  ? 

Big  Iron-dads,  each  worth  a  million  ? 
I  cannot  conceive  it,  my  reason  it  beats. 

The  lord  of  the  pencu  vermilion 
Fits  in  with  a  teacaddy,  not  a  torpedo. 
Just  picture  a  Ram  in  that  queer  bay  of 
Yedo! 

It  seems  the  right  place  for  a  junk, 
(With  a  fine  fiignt  of  storks  in  the  offing), 

Bat  think  of  a  battle-ship  there  being  sunk 
By  a  Krupp  I    'Tis  suggestive  of  scoffing. 

I  try  to  believe,  but  'tis  merely  bravado. 

It  ail  seems  as  funny  as  Oilbert*s  Mikado, 

And  then  those  preposterous  names^ 
Like  a  lot  of  cracked  bells  all  a-tinkling ! 

I  try  to  imagine  their  militant  ^ames. 
Bat  at  present  I  can't  get  an  inkling 

Of  what  it  can  mean  when  a  fellow  named 

HONO 

And  one  Ting  (Lord  High  Admiral  I)  go  it 
ding-dong ! 

A  Nelson  whose  nomen  is  Whang 
To  me,  I  admit 's,  inconceivable. 
And  war  between  Wo-HuNO  and  Cbing-a- 
Rtno  Chang, 
Sounds  funny,  but  quite  unbelievable. 
And  can  you  conceive  Ifaxim  bullets  a-sin; 
Round  a  saifron-hued  hero  called  Pong,  or 
Ping- Wing? 

A  ship  called  Kow-Shing^  I  am  sure, 
Can  be  only  a  warship  pour  rire. 

And  Count  Yamagata— he  mti«^  be  a  cure ! 
No,  no,  friends,  I  verjr  much  fear 

That  in  spite  of  the  pictures,  and  portraits, 
and  maps, 

I  canH  make  hve  heroes  of  Johnnies  and  Japs ! 
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V 


AN    INFORMAL 


'Arry  {shouting  aerou  the  street  to  his  "Pal "). 
This  u  'krI" 


INTRODUCTION. 

Hi  I    Bill  I 


POLYCHROME  ENGLISH. 

A  tkoit  auhurhan  dialogue,  illustrating  the  deplorable  downward  spread 
of  the  New  Colour-desieriptiveness,  as  exemplified  in  tuck  works  as  the 
**  Arsenic  Buttonhole." 

ScESE—Peckham,     Charactehs— BiLL,  a  Oreengrocer,    Jim,  an 
Oil  and  Colour  Man, 

Jim,  'Ow  are  yer,  Bill  ?    Fine  pink  morning,  yn't  it  ? 

Bill.  Um,  a  §hyde  too  miffenta  for  me,  mate— 'ow  *n  verself  ? 

Jim,  Oh.  I  *m  just  framboge,  and  the  misBus,  she 's  bright  ver- 
milion.   'Ow's  your  old  Batch  P 

Bill,  She 's  a  bit  off  colour.  Passonallv^  I  *m  feelin'  lemon  yaller, 
hall  throngh  a  readin'  o*  this  yer  Pioneer  kid. 

Jim,  Buck  up,  mate ;  you  've  no  call  to  be  yaller,  nor  a  perminent 
bloo.heitherl    'Ow'stryde? 

Bill,  Nothin'  doin'.  Wy,  I  ain't  iold  an  indigo  cabbige  or  a 
chocolate  tater  to-day.  It's  enuff  to  myke  a  cove  turn  blackleg, 
8'elp  me  I 

Jim.  Well,  I  'm  a  tyking  pupils— leautways,  I  've  a  younff  josser  of 
a  baDkduTk  come  messin'  around  mv  pyntshop,  wantin'  to  Know  wot 
sort  o'  noise  raw  humber  mykes,  an  wot 's  the  ft  el  o*  rose  madder. 
I  give?  'im  the  tip— *arf  a  crown  a  go ! 

Bill,  Well,  that  is  a  tyke-down !  '£  must  be  a  bloomin*  green- 
horn! 

•Tim.  Yus,  a  carnation  green-horn,  you  tyke  it  from  me  I  I  *ve 
done  'im  Vandyke  brown,  1  tell  yer !  1  don't  think  'e  '11  hever  pynt 
the  tarn  red ! 

Bin,  Blymy,  you're  a  knockout!    Look  'ere,  mate,  now  you've 
got  the  ochre,  you  '11  stand  'arf  a  quartern  at  the  **  Blue  Pig,"^eh  ? 
[Exeunt  ambo. 

By  an  Old  Bachelor. 

**  Abe  children  humorous  P  "  the  Spectator  asks. 

Practical  jokers  are  they,  every  one  of  them ; 
Their  laughter  my  poor  tympanum  sorely  tasks, 

But  I  '11  be  hanged  if  I  can  see  the /tin  of  them ! 


LETTERS    FROM   A   DIIbUTANTE.  ^ 

Mt  Deab  Mabjobie,— You  remember  Cecil  CashkobeP  Of 
course  no  theatricals  oould  be  a  success  unless  he  took  tiie  entire 
management.  He  is  a  celebrated  private  performer,  and  his  name  is 
frequently  seen  in  **  Amateur  Dramatic  Notes,"  where  he  is  freely 
compared  to  Coquelik,  Abthub  Robebts,  Ibvikg,  and  Ghable$ 
Eban,  in  his  earlier  manner— I  mean  Chablbs  Keai^b's  earliei^ 
manner,  not  Cecilys.  He  always  greets  me  with,  *'0h,  I'm  86 
afraid  of  you.  I  believe  you  're  very  cross  with  me " ;  and  his 
parting  words  are  invariably  **  Oood-hye ;  I  'm  coming  to  see  you 
so  soon  I "  Cissy— everyone  calls  him  Cissy— seems  to  be  a  little 
particular,  not  to  say  fidgetty. 

Baby  Beattmont  heard  him  say  to  his  valet,  "Take  away  that 
eau-de-oologne— it 's  corked."  He  seems  to  think  himself  ill,  though 
he  looks  blooming ;  and  says  he  has  neurasthenia.  He 's  always 
going  through  some  **  course,"  or  *'  treatment."  One  hears  him  di 
to  the  footman  who  hands  him  a  forbidden  dish,'  "  Qood  Heavens,' 
mydear  man,  don't  offer  me  that^l  'm  under  Jowles  ! " 

We  wanted  to  act  The  School  for  Scandal,  but  Cissy  has  per- 
suaded us  to  eet  up  a  burlesque  of  his  own— Bed  Biding  Hood,  I 
am  to  be  Bed  Biding  Hood !  !!  I  am  de- 
lighted. '  I  have  never  acted  before ;  but 
they  say  I  have  only  to  trip  on  i^ith  a 
basket.  Baby  declared  hd  would  be  a  Proud 
Sister.  In  vain  he  was  told  there  were  no 
Proud  Sisters  in  Bed  Biding  Hood,*  he 
seemed  to  have  set  his  heart  on  it  so  much 
that  Cissy  has  written  one  in  for  him.  *  Now 
Baby  is  happy,  desigrning  himself  a  gor- 
geous frock,  and  passing  hours  in  front  of 
a  looking-glass,  trying  various  patterns 
affainst  ms  complexion;'  All  the  strength 
of  thepiece  falls  upon  Cissy,  who  plays 
the  Wo(f,  and  has  given  himself  any 
amount  of  songs  and  dances,  lots  of  '*  serious 
interest,"  and  all  the  *' comic  relief."  He 
says  it  *8  not  an  ordinary  burlesque,  but  a 
mixture  of  a  problem  play  and  a  comic  opera. 
Captain  Mashinotob  is  to  play  the  Mother, 
so  1  see  a  good  deal  of  him.  (The  Lobke 
HoFPEBS  are  in  Scotland).  We  had  had 
sixteen  rehearsals  when  Lady  Tayueb 
suddenly  horrified  us  by  saying  it  seemed 
so  much  trouble— why  not  give  it  up,  and  /  /^^ 
if  we  wanted  a  little  fun,  black  our  faces '  / 
and  pretend  to  be  niggers  1 1  Of  course, 
we  would  not  listen  to  her.  I  hear  Captain 
Masfington  rehearsing  his  part  every  morning,  qmetly,  in  the 
billiard-room.    He  never  can  remember  the  lines 

"  Good  bye,  my  dear,  now  mind  you  're  very  (ood, 
And  shun  the  daogen  lurking  in  the  wood." 

He  thinks  the  mother  ought  to  kiss  Bed  Biding  Hood  before  she 
starts,  /think  not.  We  asked  Cissy.  He  says  it's  optional.  .  .  . 
Cissy  rose  with  the  owl  to-day,  and  said  he  was  not  well.  « A  little 
later  he  came  and  told  us  complacently  that  he  had  been  looking  it 
up  in  the  Encyclopedia,  and  found  he  had  **  every  symntom  of  acute 
iMd-poisoning."    He  added  that  there  was  nothing  to  oe  done. 

*•  I  thought  there  was  something  wrong  with  you  yesterday,"  said 
Baby.    **  You  declined  all  nourishment  between  lunch  and  tea." 

*'  By  the  way,"  said  Cissy,  pretending  not  to  hear,  **  Mashikotok 
really  is  not  quite  light  enough  for  the  Mother.  You  should  per- 
suade him  to  go  through  a  coarse,  Miss  Gladys." 

'•  He's  just  been  through  a  course,"  I  said,  **  at  Hythe." 

*'  My  dear  lady,  I  don't  mean  musketry.  He  ought  to  consult 
Castle  Jobes.  the  specialist.  No  soup,  no  bread,  no  potatoes- 
saccharine.  What  are  you  aDowed?"  turning  to  Baby,  who  was 
sitting  on  a  window  seat  eating  marrons-glacis  out  of  a  paper-b^. 

This  sight  seemed  to  infuriate  our  manager.  He  made  a  wild  dart 
at  Baby,  saying,  **0h,  look  at  this;  it's  fatal,  positively  fatal!" 
snatched  violently  at  the  bag,  secured  a  chestnut,  and  calmly  walked 
out  of  the  room  eating  it  and  saying  it  was  delicious. 

I  had  JQst  come  home  from  a  very  nice  drive  with  Jack— I  mean 
Captain  MAsniKeTON— when  I  found  a  letter  from  Obiel.  He  says 
he  IS  engaged  to  Miss  Toogood.  The  matter  is  to  be  kept  a  profound 
secret  for  the  present.  ...  He  asks  me,  for  the  sake  of  the  past,  to 
try  and  get  him  a  stamp  of  the  Straits  Settlements,  in  exchange 
for  a  Mauritian. ...  She  collects  stamps  too— it  must  have  been  the 
bond  of  union. . .  •    How  fickle  men  are  I    It's  enough  to  disgust 

one  with  human  nature.    I  know  I  broke  it  off,  but  still 

Ever  your  loving  friend,       Gladys. 

I  wonder  if  Miss  Toogood  will  have  a  bangle.  I  should  like  to 
aiviie^her  not  to  have  it  rivetted  ^\q\}^^^^!^\^^^^  getting 
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MRS.    PROWLINA   PRY. — "I    HOPE    I    DONT   INTRUDE!' 


TB0XT8A1IIM  OF  FSLL0W-0RXATITBS8  FLUNO  FBOX  WOEK 

At  THX  MKU  PKM-8TB0KB  OF  ▲  HASTT  GkKSOB  1 — 
An  U1I00K8IDBBXD  TBIFLB  ZbAL  MAT  8HIEK  1 

But  Sbksb  mat  mot,  mob  Jubticb  1    Thbt  abb  dbmsbb 


Tham  Punch  imaoimbb,  oub  mbw  BuMBLB-BiiKD, 
If  Mi8TBB»8  Pbt's  dboision  thet  abide  bt  ; 

But  should  thbt  fail  us.  Punch  thbouohout  thb  lamd 
Will  wakb  the  People  pbudes  and  pbios  abb  tbibd  bt  I 
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BUT  OH,    IT  WAS   SUCH  AN   'ORRIBLE  TAIL!" 


MRS.  PfiOWLINA  PfiY. 

You  hope  you  don't  intnid«j?    PaowuNA 
Try 
You  do,  you  do  /    la  ignorance  it  may  be, 
The  role  of  KsADiMANTHUS  you  would  try. 
With  scarce  the  litnebs  of   a  bumptious 
babv. 
With  folly's    headlong    haste  you   would 
rush  in 
Where  well-tried  wisdom  treads  with  fear 
and  trembling. 
Gregarious  Silliness  would  cope  with  Sin  ; 
But  when  geese  swarm  what  o^mes  of  such 
assembling? 

Cackle,   and    cant,    and    chaos!     Needless 
noise, 
Meddling   and  mischief  and  theer  moral 
muddle  I 
Reformers  must  not  act  like  gutter-boys 
Who  rake  up  mud,  stir  each  malodorou« 
puddle. 
Life's  purlieus  are  defiled ;  will  it  avail 
To  flrrub  and  rake  in  reeking  flum  and 
by-way. 
Until  the  foul  infection  loads  the  gale. 
And  pestilence  stalks  boldly  in  the  high- 
way? 

pBOWLUf  A  Pry,  your  purview  is  too  small ; 

Life  is  not  plumbed  by  microscopic  peeping, 
And  Nature  is  too  laige  for  nursery-ihrall. 

The    globe    is    not    in    Mrs.    O&uhdy's 
keeping. 
Clear  sense,  and  not  loi>-(ided  sentiment. 

Must  front  Society's  perplexing  puzzles ; 
Humanity,  when  roust  a,  has  ever  rent 

Partington  policies  of  mops  and  muzzles. 

Humanity  U  a  most  complex  thing. 
Not  simple  as  a  gag  <  r  feeding-bottle. 

You,  lest  it  stray,  would  rob  it  of  its  wing. 
Lest  it  feed  ill  would   simply  dose  its 
throttle. 


The  Puritanic  plan  in  a  new  guise  1 — 
A   female   Praise  -  God  -  Barebonei  now 
would  rule  us. 

We  Britons,  who  have  baffled  our  male  Prys, 
Are  little  Uke  to  let  she-ones  befool  us. 

Undeanl   Undcan!    'Twas  the  old  lepers' 

cry, 

You  'd  silence  them  and  caU  it— purifying ! 

Drive  swine  possessed  (f  devils  from  their 

sty.  [flying ! 

And  bid  them  spread  infection  as  they  're 

Did  some  steep  plaoe  lead  down  into  the  sea 

Of  dead  obhvion  and  sheer  extirpation. 
'Twere  well  to  scourge  them  thither.    What 
if,  free,  [nation  f 

They  carry   foul    contagion    through— a 

Thousands  of  fellow-creatures  flung  from 

work 

At  the  mere  pen-stroke  of  a  hasty  censor  I — 

An  unconsidered  trifle  Zeal  may  shirk  1 

But  Sense  may  not,  nor  Justice !    They  are 

denser   ^  [Mnd, 

Than  Punch  imagines,  our   new  Bumble- 

If  Mistress  Par's  decision  they  abide  by ; 
But  «Aoti/c^  they  fail  u%  Punch  throughout 
the  land 
Will  wake  the  People  prudes  and  prigs  are 
tried  by  I 

Petticoat-government,  Pbowlina  Pbt, 

Of  this  peculiar  sort  will  scarcdy  suit  us. 
Such  cases  dear  collective  sense  must  try. 

Not  a  ahe-DBACO  or  a  lady-BRurus. 
To  sweeten  our  poor  world  we  all  may  strive, 

But  life's  not  one  lonar  Puritanic  Sunday ; 
And  the  great  World  while  manhood  is  alive. 

Shall  not  be  wholly  swayed  by  Mrs.  Gkundt. 

PROWLiirA  Pbt  Sodety's  festering  ills 
Will  not  be  healed  by  your  pragmatic 
plaster. 

Tare-rooting  that  the  growing  oom-orop  kills 
Was  not  the  plan  or  counsel  of  the  Master. 


You  with  raah  hand  would  wield  the  whip  of 
oords 
He  raised  but  once  in  righteous  indiffnatioiL 
Heed  the  great  lesson  that  the  faot  anord«, 
And  leave  our  woes  to  Wisdom's  mild  pur- 
gation^  

TO  A  VENETIAN  POLICEMAN. 

[The  guardia  muHteipale  of  Venice  is  now  drsiicd 
lino  the  London  policeman.] 

That  afternoon  when  first  you  burst 
Upon  my  quite  bewildered  eyes, 

I  seemed  in  London ;  you  are  too 
Ck)nf  using  in  that  strange  disguise. 

The  very  dothes  of  blue !  It 's  true 
In  black  kid  gloves  you  are  arrayed, 

No  truncheon  at  your  side  you  hide, 
A  sword  is  openly  displayed. 

That  vile  black  hdmet  yet  you  get. 
Moat  dismal  head-drees  ever  plaimed. 

In  Yenice  this  I    Where  once  doge,  dunoe. 
Dame,  doctor,  all  were  gay  and  grand. 

In  that  prosaic  dress  I    Oh,  bless 
The  man,  why  wear  such  awful  things  P 

In  Venice  long  ago,  we  know. 
The  oostermongers  looked  like  kings. 

Italians  love  what 's  new,  so  yon 
Suit  buildings  alL  de  haut  en  bos, 

Bestored  and  new— now  bad  and  sad  I 
But  you  're  a  still  worse  fiort/<2. 

A  peder  paciog  here— how  queer ! 

A  copper  checking  crimes  and  larks. 
When  gleams  on  lone  lagoon  the  moon  I 

A  bobby's  beat  beside  St.  Mark's ! 


By  a  BiBiEirHEAi)  Mah.  —  The  Lxvxb. 
though  stjxmg,  could  not  quOe  lift  the  Liberal 
minority  into  power,  but  it  brought  the  Ckm- 
servative  majority  down  to  its  Lvn  I 
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LYRE   AND    LANCET. 

(A  Story  in  Scenes,) 

PABT  XVn.— A  BOMB  SHELL. 

ScxNZ  XXVL — A  OaUery  near  the  Verney  Chamber. 
Time— About  10.30  p.m. 

Spur r ell  (to  himself),  I  must  lay  it's  rather  rough  lack  on  that 
poor  deviL  I  get  his  dress  suit,  and  all  he  gets  is  my  hoohy-trap ! 
(Phillipsov,  wearing  a  hoiland  blouse  over  her  evening  toileUe^ 
approaches  from  the  other  end  of  the  passaae ;  he  does  not  recognise 
her  until  the  moment  of  collision.)  Emma  ! !  It  *s  neyer  you  !  flow 
do  you  come  to  he  here  f 

Phiiiipson  {to  herself).  Then  it  was  my  Jxh  after  all  I  {Aloud, 
distantly,)  I  'm  here  in  attendance  on  Lady  Maisie  Mull,  heing 
her  maid.  If  I  was  at  all  carious— which  I  'm  not— I  might  ask  you 
what  you  're  doing  in  such  a  house  as  this ;  and  in  eyening  dress,  if 
you  please ! 

Spurr.  I'm  in  evening  dress,  Emma,  such  as  it  is  (not  that  I  'ye 
any  right  to  find  fault  with  it) ;  hut  I  'm  in  eyening  dress  {with 
dignity)  hecause  I  'ye  heen  included 
in  the  dinner  party  here. 

PA&  You  must  haye  heen  get- 
ting <m  since  /  knew  you.    Then 
Son  weire  studying  to  he  a  horse- 
odtor. 

8purr»  I  have  got  on.  I  am  now 
a  qualified  M.R.C.Y.S. 

l^hilL  And  does  that  qualify  you 
to  dine  .with  hishoos  and  countesses 
and  haronets  and  the  gentry,  like 
one  of  themselyes  f 

iSnurr,  1  don't  say  it  does,  in 
itself.  It  was  my  Andromeda  that 
did  the  trick,  Emma. 

Phill,  Andromeda?  They  were 
talking  of  that  downstairs.  What's 
made  you  take  to  scrihhling,  James  P 

Spurr,  Scrihhling  P  how  do  you 
mean  P  My  handwriting 's  easy 
enough  to  read,  as  you  ought  to 
know  very  well. 

Phill.  lou  can't  expect  me  to 
rememher  what  your  writing 's  like ; 
it 's  so  long  since  I  've  seen  it  I 

Spurr.  Come,  I  like  that !  When 
I  wrote  twice  to  say  I  was  sorry 
we  'd  fallen  out ;  and  never  got  a 
word  hack  I 

Phill.  If  you  'd  written  to  the 
addresses  Igftvc  you  ahroad 

Spurr,  Then  you  did  write ;  hut 
none  of  the  letters  reached  me.  I 
never  even  knew  you  'd  aone 
ahroad.  I  wrote  to  the  old  place. 
And  so  did  you,  I  suppose,  not 
knowing  I'd  moved  my  lodgings 

too,  so  naturally But  what 

does  it  all  matter  so  long  as  we  've 
met  and  it 's  all  ri^ht  hetween  us  P 
Oh,  my  dear  s^l,  if  you  onl3r  knew 
how  I^d  worried  myself,  thinking 

you  were W^,  sll   that  's 

over  now,  isn't  it  ?  .  . 

PhiU,  (repulsing  him).  Not  quite  so  fast,  James,  fief  ore  I  say 
whether  we're  to  he  as  we  were  or  not,  I  want  to  know  a  little 
more  ahout  you.  You  wouldn*t  he  here  like  this  if  you  hadn't  done 
sotnething  to  distinguish  yourself. 

Spurr,  WelL  I  don't  say  I  majm't  have  got  a  certain  amount  of 
what  they  call  *  kudos,"  owing  to  Andromeda,  But  what  difference 
does  that  make  P 

Phill,  Tell  me,  James,  is  it  you  that 's  heen  writing  a  pink  hook 
all  over  silver  outlets  ? 

Spurr,  Me?  Write  a  hook — ahout  outlets— or  anything  else! 
Emma,  you  don't  suppose  I've  quite  come  to  that!  Andromeda^s 
the  name  of  my  hullHiog.  I  took  first  prize  with  her ;  there  were 
portraits  of  hoth  of  us  in  one  of  the  papers.  And  the  people  here 
were  verf  much  taken  with  the  dog,  and— and  so  they  asked  me 
to  dine  with  them.    That 's  how  it  was. 

Phill,  I  should  have  thought,  if  they  asked  one  of  you  to  dine,  it 
ought  to  have  heen  the  hull-dog. 

apurr,  Now  what's  the  good  of  saving  extravagant  things  of  that 
son?  Not  that  old  Drummy  couldn't  he  trusted  to  hehave  any- 
where! 

PhiU,  Better  than  her  master.  I  daresay.  /  heard  of  your  goings 
u  with  some  Lady  RHODi  or  other  I 


'1 1  sat  next  to  at  dinner?    Nioe  chatty  sort  of 
You  see  I've  heen  told  all 


You  might  begin  with  thii — such  a  dear  little  piece !  '* 
[He  attempts  to  embrace  her,    the  hutler  and  a 


Spurr,  Oh,  the  girl  I  sat  next  to 

girl;  seems  fond  of  quadrupeds 

PhiU,  Especially  two-legged  ones ! 
ahout  it ! 

Spurr,  I  assure  you  I  didn't  go  a  step  heyond  the  most  ordinary 
civiii^.  You  're  not  going  to  he  jealous  hecause  I  promised  I  'd  give 
her  a  liniment  for  one  of  her  dogs,  are  you  ? 

PhiU,  Liniment !  You  always  were  a  flirt,  James  !  ^  But  I  'm  not 
jealous.  I  've  met  a  very  nice-spoken  young  man  while  I  've  heen 
here ;  he  sat  next  to  me  at  supper,  and  paiame  the  most  heantiful 
compliments,  and  was  most  polite  and  attentive— though  he  haan*t 
got  as  far  as  liniment,  at  present. 

Spurr,  But,  Emma,  you  're  not  going  to  take  up  with  some  other 
fellow  just  when  we  've  come  together  ajgain  ? 

Phul,  If  you  call  it  **  coming  together,"  when  I'm  down  in  the 
Housekeepers  Boom,  and  you're  up  ahove,  carrying  on  with  ladies 
oftiUe!  .^  ^       ,^  ^  , 

Spurr,  Do  you  want  to  drive  me  frantic?    As  if  I  could  help 
heing  where  I  am  I    How  could  I  know  you  were  here  ? 
PhiU,  At  all  events  you  know  woir,  James.    Audit's  for  you  to 

choose  hetween  your  smart  lady- 
friends  and  me.  If  you  're  fit  com- 
pany for  them,  you  're  too  grand 
for  one  of  their  maids. 

Spurr,  My  dear  girl,  don't  he 
unreasonahle  I  I  'm  expected  back 
in  the  Drawing  Boom,  and  I  canH 
throw  'em  over  now  all  of  a  sudden 
without  giving  offenoe.  There's 
the  interests  of  the  firm  to  con- 
sider, and  it 's  not  for  me  to  take  a 
lower  place  than  I  'm  given.  But 
it 's  only  for  a  night  or  two.  and 
you  don  t  really  suppose  Iwouldn*t 
rather  he  where  you  are  if  I  was 
free  to  choose— but  I  'm  not^  Emma, 
that 's  the  worst  of  it ! 

PhiU  Well,  go  hack  to  the  Draw- 
ing Boom,  then ;  don*t  keep  Lady 
Bhoda  waiting  for  her  liniment 
on  my  account.  I  ought  to  be  in 
my  ladies'  rooms  by  this  time. 
Only  don't  be  surprised  if,  whenever 
you  are  free  to  choose,  you  find 
you  *ve  come  back  just  too  late— 
that 's  all !  [She  turns  to  leave  him, 
Spurr,  {detaining  her),  Emma.  I 
won't  let  you  go  like  this !  Not 
before  you  've  told  me  where  I  can 
meet  you  again  here. 

PhiU,  There's  no  place  that  I 

know  of— exoept  the  Housekeeper's 

Room ;  and  of  course  you  couldn't 

descend  so  low  as  that. . .  .  James, 

there 's  somebody  coming !    Let  go 

my  hand— do  you  want  to  lose  me 

my  character  I 

[Steps  and  voices  are  heard  at 

the  other  end  of  the  passage : 

she  frees  herself^  and  escapes, 

Spurr,  (attempting    to   foUow), 

But,  Emma,  stop  one She's 

gone  I . . .    Confound   it,   there 's 
coming!    It's  no  use  staying  up  here 


any  longer. 


{.To  himself,  as  he  goes  downstairs,)  It's  downright 
torture — that's  what  it  is !  To  be  tied  by  the  leg  in  the  Drawing- 
Room,  doing  the  civil  to  a  lot  of  girls  Idon*t  care  a  blow  about; 
and  to  know  that  all  the  time  some  blamejring  beggar  downstairs 
is  doin^  his  best  to  rob  me  of  my  Emma  I  Flesh  and  blood  can't 
stand  it ;  and  yet  I  'm  blest  if  I  see  any  way  out  of  it  without 
offending  'em  all  round.        [He  etiters  the  Chinese  Drawing-JRoom, 

Scene  XXYU,—The  Chinese  Drawing  Eoom, 

Miss  Spelwane,  At  last,  Mr.  Sfurrell  I  We  began  to  think  you 
meant  to  xeep  away  altogether.  Has  anybody  told  you  why  you  've 
been  waited  for  so  impatiently  P 

Spurr,  (looking  round  the  circle  of  chairs  apprehensively).  No.  Is 
it  family  prayers,  or  what  ?    Er-  are  they  over  P 

Miss  Spelw,  No,  no;  nothing  of  that  .    Can't  you  guess f 

Mr.  Spuhrell,  I  'm  going  to  be  very  bold,  and  ask  a  great,  areat 
favour  of  you.  I  don't  know  why  they  chose  me  to  represent  tnem ; 
I  told  Lady  Litllikgton  I  was  afraid  my  entreaties  would  have  no 
weight;  hut  if  you  only  would 

Spurr,  (to  himself).  They  're  at  it  again !  How  many  more  of  'em 
want  a  pup !    (Aloud,)    Sorry  to  be  disobliging,  hut 

Miss  Spelw,  (joining  her  hands  in  supplication).  Not  HI  implore 


^ 
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yon  P  Oh,  Mr.  Spxtbrsll,  I 'to  quite  set  my  heart  on  hearing  yon 
read  aloud  to  us.    Are  you  really  cruel  enough  to  refuse  P 

8purr»  Read  aloud !  Is  thai  what  you  want  me  to  do  P  But 
I  'm  no  partioular  hand  at  it.  I  don't  know  that  I  Ve  ever  read 
aloud— except  a  bit  out  of  the  pa-perjiow  and  then— since  I  was  a 
boy  at  school ! 

Ladt/  Cantire.  What  *b  that  I  hear  P  Mr.  Spubbell  professing 
incapacity  to  read  aloud  P  Sheer  affectation  I  Come,  Mr.  Spubrell, 
I  am  much  mistaken  if  you  are  wanting  in  the  power  to  thrill  all 
hearts  here.  Think  of  us  as  instruments  ready  to  respond  to  your 
touch.  Play  upon  us  as  you  will ;  but  don't  be  so  ungracious  as  to 
raise  any  further  obstacles. 

Spurr.  (resignedly).  Oh,  very  well,  if  I  'm  required  to  read,  J'm 
agreeable.  [Murmurs  of  satisfaction, 

Ladt/  Cant,  Hush,  please,  everybody  I    Mr.  Spubbell  is  going  to 

read.  My  dear  Dr.BoDKBT,if  youtrot/A^n'emindjust LwdLuL- 

LiHOTOK,  can  you  hear  where  you  are  P  Where  are  you  going  to  sit, 
Mr.  Spubbell  P  In  the  centre  will  be  best  Will  somebody  move 
that  lamp  a  little,  so  as  to  give  him  more  light  P 

Spurr,  [to  himself  as  he  sits  doum),  I  wonder  what  we 're  supposed 
to  be  playing  at  I    (Aloud,)    Well,  what  am  I  to  read,  eh  P 

Miss  Spelw,  (^placing  an  open  copy  of  ^^  Andromeda^*  in  his 
hands  with  a  charming  air  of  deferential  dictation).  You  might 
begin  with  this— vaoh  a  dear  httle  piece !  I  'm  dying  to  hear  you 
read  it  I 

Spurr.  {as  he  takes  the  book),  I  'U  do  the  best  I  can  I  (He  looks 
at  the  page  in  distnay,)  Why,  look  here,  it's  Poetry!  I  didn't 
bargain  for  that.  Poetry 's  altogether  out  of  my  line !  (Miss  Spbl- 
WA»B  opens  her  eyes  to  their  fullest  extent^  and  retires  a  few  paces 
from  htm  ;  he  turns  over  the  leaves  backwards  until  he  arrives  at  the 
title-page.)  I  say,  this  is  rather  curious  I  Who  the  diokins  is 
Clabion  Blaib?  (The  company  look  at  one  atwther  with  raised 
eyebrows  and  dropped  underUps.)  Because  I  never  heud  of  him; 
but  he  seems  to  have  been  writmg  poetry  about  my  bull-dog. 

Miss  Spelw.  (faintly).  Writing  poetry— about  your  bull-dog ! 

Spurr.  Yes,  the  one  you've  all  been  praising  u^  so.  If  it  imH 
meant  for  her,  it 's  what  you  might  call  a  most  surprising  coincidence, 
for  here 's  the  old  dog's  name  as  plain  as  it  can  hf^Andromeda  ! 

[Tableau, 

"LIVING   PICTURES." 

The  Downey  ones,  meaning  thereby  the  photograi^ers  W.  &  D. 
"  of  that  ilk,"  have  produced  some  excellent  photographic  portraits 
in  their  fifth  series  recently  published.  The  Czabjevich  and  The 
Right  Hon.  Hefbt  Chipltv,  M.P.,  two  sporting  names  well  brought 

together,  and  both  capital  like- 
nesses, though  the  Baron  fancies 
that  Tm  GzABETiCH  has  the  best 
of  it,  for  secret  and  silent  as 
Mr.  Chaplik  is  as  a  politician, 
yet  did  he  never  manage  to  keep 
so  dark  as  he  is  represented  in 
this  picture.  Here,  too,  is  Mr. 
Chablbs  Saktlet  —  **  Charles 
our  friend  "—looking  like  a  mere 
boy  with  **  a  singing  face,"  where 
'*  Nature,  smiling,  gave  the  win- 
ning grace."  Mr.  Stdnet 
Obuhdt.  endimanchS^  is  too 
beautiful  for  words.  But  the 
picture  of  Mrs.  Bancboft.  wear- 
ing (in  addition  to  a  trimmed  fur  cloak)  a 
wonderful  kind  of  '* Fellah!  don't-know- 
yar-f ellah ! "  expression,  at  once  surprised, 
I>ained^  and  hurt,  does  not  at  all  represent 
the  **  httle  Mrs.  B."  whom  thepubUo  knows 
and  loves.  '  *  How  doth  the  Uttie  busy  Mrs.  B. 
delight  to  bark  and  bite"  might  have  been 
under  this  portrait,  and  Dowxet  must  be 
moreDowney  another  time,  and  give  usamore 
characteristic  presentment  of  this  livelv 
comedienne.  The  Biffht  Hon.  Abthxtb  J. 
Balfoub  is  the  best  of  all  Capital.  Just  the  man:  '*  frosty  but 
kindly."  Then  there  is  a  first  rate  portrait  of  Miss  FAinnr  Bbouoh. 
and  after  her  comes  the  King  of  Saxoxt  ! !  0  Albebt  of  Saxony ! 
after  Miss  Faxxt  BboughII  What'll  Queenie  Cabouxb  sa^P 
Perhaps  Messrs.  Dowxet,  by  kind  permission  of  Cabsell  &  Co.,  will 
explain. 

Battle  with  Bacilli.— Dr.  Koux  has  bean  successful  against  the 
Diphtheria  Bacillus.  He  can  afford  to  look  on  at  any  number  of 
Bacilli  and  exclaim,  **Bah!  silly!"  Unless  he  pronounces  Latin 
more  Italiano,  and  then  he  would  sav  "Bah!  chilly!"  Which 
would  signify  that  they  were  lifeless  and  narmless.    "  Bravo  Boxrx ! " 


"  I  *m  coming  to  take 


you 


net 


ryjR  ALL-ROUND  STOCK'-EXCHANGERS'  COMPANY. 
TTNPARALLELED  PROFITS  TO  ETERTBODYI 

THE  ALL-ROUND   COMPANY  PERFORMS  IMPOSSIBILI- 
TIES!! 
mHE  ALL-ROUND  COMPANY  ARE  SQUARE  DEALERS  I ! ! 

npRY  OUR  NEW  G  STOCK. 

rilHE  G  IS  A  REGULAR  GALLOPER, 

rilHE  G  CAN  CANTER; 

"OUT  THE  ALL-ROUND  COMPANY  CAN'T  CANT. 

mHE  ALL-ROUND  COMPANY  ARE  SHEKEL-SCOOPEHa 

rpHE  ALL-ROUND  COMPANY  must  be  Tbud  at  once. 

THE  SENTENCE  will  be  Haed  Cash  fob  Lifb  without  art 
Labour. 
rilHE  G  STOCK  FOR  BREAKFAST. 

nnHE  G  STOCK  FOR  BILIOUS  HEADACHES. 

rilHE  G  STOCK  FOR  BEANFEASTS. 

rilHE  NEW  G  STOCK  FOR  THE  NEW  G  WO-MAN. 

BY  OUR  COVER  SYSTEM  we  have  never  yet  drawn  blank. 
Surprise  profits  are  made  by  all  Investors  who  trust  us  with 
their  balances,  so  that  a  swinging  amount  always  stands  to  their 
credit.  We  have  never  yet  received  a  check.  Our  Customers  come 
to  Order,  but  they  never  ro  to  Law.  In  June,  1893,  we  received 
infOTmation  about  Grand  Poet  Defs.  and  Tympanum  Prefs.,  and  a 
Bull-dozing  Operation  was  decided  on.  As  a  consequence  we  were 
able  to  present  all  Subscribers  with  a  £50  dumb-bell  apiece,  which 
has  made  them  strong  enough  to  more  a  Market, 

THE  ALL-ROUND  COMPANY'S  PEBBLE-BEECHED  POP- 
LAR HOAX  DEAL.    Everyone  should  therefore 
PLANK  DOWN  HIS  MONEY 
and 
rilHROW  HIS  SCRUPLES  OVER-BOARD. 

"D  Y  our  New  Pubchask  Sysrac  all 

/COMMISSIONS  ARE  ABOLISHED. 

rpHE  ALL-ROUND  COMPANY  dials  ik  LARGE  BLOCKS. 

rilHE  ALL  ROUND  COMPANY  BLOCK-HEADS  THE  LIST. 

rpHE  ALL-ROUND  COMPANY  TELLS  YOU 

HOW  TO  WATCH  A  STOCK 
and 
TTOW  TO  STRIKE  A  TIME-BARGAIN. 

TF  YOU  DON'T  LIKE  G  STOCK  BUY  B  STOCK. 

mHE  BUSY  B  BUZZES! 

TTUSH  A-BUY  B  STOCK!! 

LAST  YEAR  we  recommended  all  bonneted  widows  to  buy  B*s. 
The  result  is  that  they  now  wear  poke-bonnets,  and  own  pigf. 
They  are  also  in  clover. 
rf  STOCK  FOR  EVER!!! 

JlL       the  h  cannot  drop. 

h  stock  for  ampsteadi 
h  stock  for  ighgate! 
h  stock  for  ollowayi 
h  stock  for  hislington! 
h  stock  for  the  ouse! 

Customers  who  deal  with  THE  ALL-ROUND  COMPANT 
HAVE    NEVER   FAILED    TWICE. 


o 


UR 


WE  CAN  SHOW  YOU  HOW  YOU'RE  DONE 

OK  AiniCATIOK  TO 

ALL-ROUND    STOCK  -  EXCHANpEI 
ENGLANDd  by 
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AWKWARDLY    EXPRESSED. 

{A  Coty  Chmer  in  a  Country  House,) 
Hostess,  "This  js  good  of  you,  Major  Grey  !    When  I  wrote  I  never  expected  for  a  moment  that  yott  would  comb  !' 


"WINDING  'EM  UP/' 

["If  he  beUered  that  the  majoiitf  of  the  Liberal-UnioniBt  fMutji  or 
indeed  anr  oonriderable  tection  of  them,  held  the  opiaion  which  waa 
expreeaed  by  this  writer  in  the  7Vm^^ff,  he,  for  one,  would  at  once  resign  tbe 
responiible  position  which  he  held,  and  would  claim  to  take  up  a  more  inde- 
pendent position,  because  he  was  certain  that  their  efforts  would  be  fruitless, 
and  that  they  would  not  succeed  in  defeating  tbe  policy  of  Home  Rule  if 
they  were  to  accept  the  negative  position  which  had  been  suggested  to 
them."— ifr.  Chamberlain  at  Durhatn,] 

Shotcman  Joe  soliloquiseth : — 

Waxworkb  indeed  I  Hah !  I  'ye  took  over  the  management  of 
'em,  and  I  8api>08e,  as  Misther  Thleary  said,  I  most  *'  make  the 
betht  of  'em,  not  the  wnrtht."  Bat  I'm  a  bit  tired  of  the  job 
— sometimes. 

Wish  I  could  ftel  Mrs,  Jarley's  piide  in  the  whole  bag  o'  tricks ! 
'Aye  to  purtend  to,  of  course.    Can*t  cry  creaky  waxworks  any  more 


to  crack  'em  up  and  patter  of  'em  into  poppylarity,  blbwed  if 
it  don't ! 

Elm  up.  Dock  I  Dashed  if  'e  don't  look  as  if  'e  fancied  hisself  the 
Sleepin'  beauty,  and  wanted  to  forty-wink  it  for  another  centr^r. 
Look  at  the  flabby  flop  of  'im  I  Jest  as  though  'e  wouldn't  move  if  *i8 
nose  wos  a  meltin'.  Large  as  life,  and  twice  as  nateral  ?  Wy,  a 
kid's  Guy  Fox  on  the  fifth  o'  Noyemoer  'ud  giye  'im  hodds,  and  lick 
'is  'ead  orf— heasy !  Bin  a-ileing  'is  works  this  eyer  so  long,  and 
still  'e  moyes  as  if  'is  wittles  wos  sand-paper,  and  'is  drink  witrol. 
Kim  up ! 

As  to  the  Markis,  wellj  'e  's  a  bit  older,  but  dashed  if  'e  don*t 
moye  liyelier— when  'e  is  on  the  shift.  At  the  present  moment 
'oweyer,  utter  oonfloption  is  a  cycle-sprinter  to  'im.  As  if  a  pair  o' 
nidditj-nodditieis  in^'  negatiye"  positions  was  likely  to  fetch  ^em  in 
front  in  these  days  I    Yah ! 

Should  like  to  Keep  the  Old  Show  a-runain\  too,— leastways  until 
I  can  start  a  bran-new  one  of  my  yerj  own.  Won*t  run  to  it  yet^ 
I  'm  afraid.  Oh,  to  boss  a  big  booth-fall  all  to  myself !  I  'd  snow 
'em  I  This  Combination  Show— old  stock-in-trade  of  one  company, 
and  oast-ofFs  from  another— ain*t  the  best  o'  bisness  arter  all.  But  I 
mutt  keep  'em  together  as  a  going  concern  till  I  can  run  a  star  com- 
pany of  my  own  choasing.  '£^6, 'and  us  that  ile-can  again !  Talk 
about  rust  and  rickets  I 

Curting  about  to  be  rung  upP  Then  I  must  get  'em  in  working 
border  somehow  I  'Ang  this  Dock !  Can*t  git  anythink  nateral  out 
of  'im— 'cept  a  yawn.    That  'e  does  as  like  as  life.    Elm  up  old 


nose-o'-wax  and  don't  nod  yerself  into  nothingness !  '0 w  much  mure 
ile  do  yer  rusty  old  innards  want  to  stop  their  dogging  and  creaking  P 

Proprietors  Deginning  to  puU  long  faces  at  my  pace  f  'Int  that 
I'll  snake  the  machinery  to  smitnereens  by  too  much  haction? 
Well,  1  am  blowedl  Wy,  they'd  slow  down  a  sick  snail,  and 
'andicap  a  old  tortus,  they  would !  Tell  yer  wot  it  is,  if  they  don't 
giye  me  a  free  'and  at  the  crank  /  shall  turn  the  whole  thing  tip.  so 
there/  Some  nameless,  nidnoddy,  negatiye  old  crocks  'aye  bin 
a-earwigjfing  'em,  that's  wot's  the  matter.  But  I  ^ye  'em  the 
straight  tip,  if  they  lend  a  ear  to  them  slow-going  stick-in-the-muds, 
/  shall  jest  resign  my  responserble  persition,  and  take  up  a  hinde- 
pendent  one— jine  the  Opposition  Show,  or  p'r'aps  start  one  o*  my 
own.  and  then  where  will  they  be,  I  wonder  r 

Cling-cling !  Curting  rising  P  Well,  'ere  goes  once  more  then  I 
( Winding  hard  and  addressing  audience),  **  Ladies  and  gen'Fmen! 
The  EUmperial  and  Royal  Grand  Unionist  Combination  Waxworks 
Show  is  about  to  start  for  the  season  I  Largest  and  most  life-like  set 
0*  wax  figfrers  eyer  exhibited  to  a  hadmirinfc  public! !  As  I  wind  you 
will  percelye  hunmistakeable  signs  of  hanimation  in  'is  Grace  the 
Nobble  Dock :  arter  wioh,  with  your  kyind  permission,  I  shall  take  a 
turn  at  the  lUustrous  Markis !  I ! " 


WHERE  ARE  YOU  GOING,  REVOLTING  MAIDP 

{New  Song  to  an  Old  Tune ^  for  the  New  Ji'oman,) 
[The  Quarterly  Review  says  that  man  will  not  marry  the  New  Woman, 
which  must  be  tne  final  blow  to  her  ambition.] 

**  Where  are  you  going.  Revolting  Maid  ?  " 
*'  As  far  as  I  may,  fair  Sir,"  she  said. 

•'  Shall  I  go  with  you,  Revolting  Maid  ?  " 

**  You  may  follow— behind  me.  Sir ! "  she  sxid. 

**  What  is  your  object.  RevoUing  Maid  P  " 
**  Emancipation^  Sir  I ''  she  said. 

"  Will  you  marry,  Revolting  Maid  P  " 

•*  Perhaps— on  my  own  terms,  Sir ! "  the  said. 

"  And  what  may  those  terms  be.  Revolting  Maid  h  " 
"  Absolute  Liberty,  Sir ! "  she  said. 

**  Then  /  shan't  wed  you.  Revolting  Maid  I " 
''  Did  anyone  ask  you.  Sir  P  "  the  raid. 
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WINDING  'EM  UP." 


Showmak  Joe.  "  LADIES  AND  GEN'L'MEN,  '18  GRACE  THE  DOCK  WILL  SHORTLY  BEGIN  TO  SHOW  SIGNS 
OF   HANIMATION-HAFTER  WHICH,  WITH  YOUR  KIND  PERMISSION.  I  WILL  PERCEED  TO  TAKE  A  TURN 

AT  TTTR   UARITTR  t  »  ^  ^^  ^^ 


AT  THE  MARKIS I ' 
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THE  SONC  OF  THE  LEAOEKS. 

When  the  mnch-eiidarm^:  Dockers, 
In  the  city  of  the  Smoke- Cloud. 
By  the  banks  of  the  Tems>Ri-Ya, 
Strock  to  grain  a  larger  stipend, 
Lead  them  on  did  Buensiwatha. 

And  the  ruler  of  these  matters. 
Who   is  called  the   Bry-Tish-Pu- 

Blyck, 
Took  the  side  of  dook-gfate  casuals, 
Of  the  somewhat  lordly  stevedore, 
And  informed  the  proud  Dy-Reck- 

Tas 
That  they  soon  must  yield  to  reason ; 
CkiYe  its  sympathy  in  gallons, 
QtLYe  its  coin  to  make  a  strike-fund ; 
So  the  proud  Dy-Keck-Tos  yielded,    i 

But  when  many  moons  had  vanished. 
Came  the  rather  wild  Eeib-Hab^Di, 
Came  Tom-Maxk  the  earnest  minded, 
Talked  of  **  Independent  Labour,'' 
Soundly  rated  Bubvsiwatha 
And  all  useful  Labour-Members. 

Then  the   strong   man,   Bubnsi-  ! 

WATHA,  i 

Hurled  their  language   back  with 

interest, 
With  the  breathing  of  his  nostrils. 
With  the  tempest  of  his  anger. 
Hurled  it  back  on  his  assailants. 
Said  Tom-Maitn  was  feather-headed, 
Said  the  rather  wild  Ekib-Hab-Di 
Was  no  better  than  a  **  bounder." 

And  the  Independent  LaVrers, 
Not  to  be  outdone  in  soolding. 
Scandalised  poor  Bctbitsiwatha, 
Said  they  thought  him  quite  oonoc-ited. 
Called  him  **  Boss,"  likewise  **  Bull- 
dozing." 

And  the  Bry-Tish-Pu-Blyok  won- 
dered 
At  the  manners  of  these  leaders, 
At  the  Unionists'  disunion. 
'*  Go,  my  sons,"  it  eaid,  "instanter, 
Go  back  to  your  homes  and  people ; 
Slay  all  ravening  labour-sweaters. 
All  the  Kum-Panies,  the  giants, 
All  the  serpents,  the  £mp-Loias ; 
But,  for  goodness'  sakehave  done  with 
Petty  piques  and  jealous  slangings  ; 
Or,  next  time  you  ask  for  coppers 
For  the  holy  cause  of  Labour, 
You  will  find  these ooppers  wanting! " 


STUDIES    IN   ANIMAL    LIFE. 

The  Chick- a-leabt  Cocbix. 


BAYARD  AND  BOBBY. 

Oh,  Robert,  in  our  hours  of  ease 
Butt  of  those  outworn  pleasantries, 
Not  less  with  pride  thy  praise  we  hear 
Hymned  in  another  hemisphere, 
When  Bayabd,  chivalrously  graphic. 
Tells  how  you  regulate  the  traffic 
Firm  as  a  statue  on  its  plinth 
'Midst  the  vertiginous  labjrrinth 
Of  circus,  street  and  bridge  you  stand. 
And  rule  the  storm  with  calm,  un- 
armed hand. 
Rarely  our  soldiers  of  the  law 
Do  Themis'  awful  truncheon  draw, 
Their  Orphic  whistle  subdue  can 
All  save  the  crew  of  Hoolioan. 
Though  w>. ..  i  ^  1  i.  J 0 :.  a  i  i  i  a  .n  pi l  iVt 
A  force  not  vainly  clariger^ 
Yet  Batabt),  taught  in  English  ways, 
That  suave r  regiment  must  praise 
That  trusts  to  moral  weight  and  nerve 
And  keeps  the  bludgeon  in  reserve. 
Sfalwvt  and  patient  'midst  the  strife 
Of  all  our  set  thinsr  <'ity  life. 
When  pageants  twice  or  thrice  a  year 
Throw  the  whole  Empire  out  of  gear, 
Then,  stolid  symbol  of  good  sense, 
A  wonder-worker.  Bam  pretence, 
Fulfill'st  authority's  decrees. 
With   thy  familiar   ''Stand   back, 

please ! " 
And  rather  by  that  sober  charm 
Than  by  the  might  of  brawny  arm, 
The  many-headed  own  thy  sway ; 
They  laugh,  thev  jostle,  and  obey. 
Worthy  thy  deeds  of  loftier  rhyme. 
Than  topic-song  or  pantomime. 
N'ot  quite  sublime,  but  on  the  border, 
Tvpe  of  our  British  law  and  order. 
Thy  figure  shall  be  graved  upon 
The  frieze  of  some  new  Parthenon, 
Wherein  by  glyphic  art  portray'd 
Reigns  the  ideal  parlour-maid. 
Thy  dauntless  soul's  domestic  lure 
Trim,  natty,  roguish,  and  demure, 
Waiting  the  age's  unborn  Latabd 
To  illustrate  the  praise  of  Bataed. 

QnSBT    IN    THE    COUNTET.— New 

agricultural  versbn  of  an  ancient 
cockney  slan|r  phrase—'^Haa  your 
farmer  sold  his  mangel  ?  " 

A  DTK'B  TO  AST  DeAMATIC  AuTHOS 
WHO  MAS  WEITTEW  A  LeNGTHT  PiECE. 

— **  Cut,  and  run." 


THE  TALE  OF  A  VOTE. 

Bbdad,  'twas  meeelf  was  as  plaised  as  could  be 
When  they  tould  me  the  vote  had  bin  given  to  me. 
•*  St.  Pathrick,"  ses  Oi,  "  Oi  'm  a  gintfeman  too, 
An'  Oi  '11  doine  ivry  day  off  a  grand  Oirish  stew." 

The  words  was  scarce  seen  slippin'  off  of  me  toneue 
When  who  but  the  Colonel  comes  walkin'  along! 
'*  Begorrah,  'tis  callin'  he's  afther,  the  bhoy, 
Oi  'm  a  gintleman  now  wid  a  vingeance,"  ses  OL 

The  Colonel  come  in  wid  an  affable  air, 
An'  he  sat  down  auite  natteral-loike  in  a  chair. 
**  So,  RoRT,"  ses  he,  "  'tis  a  vote  ye  've  got  now  ?  " 
**  That's  thrue  though  ye  ses  it,"  ses  Oi,  wid  a  bow. 

**  Deloighted ! "  ses  he^ ''  'tis  meself  that  is  glid, 
For  shure  ye  're  disarvin'  it,  Roet  me  lad. 
An'  how  are  ye  goin'  to  use  it  ?"  ses  he, 
**  Ye  could  scarcely  do  betther  than  give  it  to  me." 

Oi  stared  at  the  Colonel,  amazed  wid  surprise. 

••  What !    Give  it  away,  Sorr  ?-Me  vote,  Sorr  P  "  Oi  cries. 

'*  D  'ye  tbink  that  Oi  've  waited  ontil  Oi  am  gray. 

An'  now  Oi  'm  jist  goin'  to  give  it  away  P  " 

The  Colonel  he  chuckled,  an  '*  Roet,"  ses  he. 

But  •*  Xo,  Sorr,"  Oi  answers,  **  ye  don't  diddle  me." 


Tbin  he  hum'd  an'  he  haw'dj  an'  he  started  agin. 
But  he  'd  met  wid  his  equal  in  Roet  OTltvx. 

Thin  the  smoile  died  away,  an'  a  frown  come  instead, 
But  for  all  that  he  tould  me,  Oi  jist  shook  me  head, 
An'  he  gnawed  his  moustache,  an'  he  cursed  an'  he  swore, 
But  the  more  that  he  argued,  Oi  shook  it  the  more. 

Thin  he  called  me  a  dolt  an'  an  ignorant  fool. 
An'  he  said  that  Oi  ought  to  go  rack  to  the  school, 
An'  he  flew  in  a  rage  an'  wint  black  in  the  face. 
An'  he  flung  in  a  hullaballoo  from  the  place. 

Bedad,  01  was  startled.    Him  beggin'  me  vote. 
An'  he  'd  three  of  his  own  too !— The  gradiness  o  *t ! 
Ye  could  scarcely  belave  it  onless  it  was  thrue, 
An*  him  Eittin'  oop  for  a  gintleman  too ! 

Was  it  betther  he  thought  he  could  use  it  than  Oi !" 
Begrorrah,  Oi'll  hhow  he's  mistaken,  me  bhoy. 
Oi^l  hang  it  oop  over  me  mantlepaoe  shelf. 
For  now  that  Oi  've  got  it,  Oi  '11  kape  it  meself. 


The  Zutdee  Zee.— '*Wha'   be  the  Zider  Zee?"  repeated  a 
Devonian  farmer.    **  Why.  I  always  thought  as  the  Zet  of  Ez^er 


were  the  Zider  Zee, 
Country?' 


Ain't  it  pratty  well  in  the  middle  o'  Zi 
Digitized  bv  VjQOQlC 
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MAYENNAISE  VERSUS 

MAYONNAISE. 

(  FWff  last  Number  of  "  Punch,'') 

Dear  Puftch,  your  praise 

Of  Mayonnaise 
Is  certainlv  most  telling : 

Bat  don^t  it  seem 

That  sach  a  theme 
Deseryes  the  proper  spelling  ? 

I  sometimes  look 

At  a  cookery  book 
By  A.  Dumas,  the  yorn^er ; 

And  find  he  says 

That  Mayennaise 
(A  certain  core  for  hunger) 

Should  be  spelt  so ; 

Not  with  an  o, 
But  like  Mayenne,  that  city, 

Whose  siere's  fame 

Supplied  the  name 
Mis-spelt  now ;  more 's  the  pity 

Maybe  D  's  right, 

Although  it  might 
Be  just  a  yam  he 's  telling. 

So  hope  your  bard 

Won  t  be  tx)  hard 
And  simply  ''  D  "  my  spelling'. 


'ToTHEB  Wat  About.— Mr. 
Le  Galliekxb  says,  epi^m- 
matically,  that  *'  Beauty  is  the 
smile  on  the  face  of  Power." 
Humph!  Gallant  Mr,  Punch 
prefers  to  put  it  the  other  way, 
and  say  '*  Power  is  the  smile  on 
the  face  of  Beauty! "  Sorely 
that  is  equally  true.  But  it's 
a  poor  rule  Cor  paradox)  that 
won*t  work  both  ways. 


MoTio  MOST  Pbactical  fob 

ALL    WHO    ABE    COMPELLED    TO 
TbAVEL     CONSTAHTLT     IK     DUE 

Metbopolitan  Public  Contet- 
ANCES. — **/n  Omnibus  Carita*.^' 


OUR    DECADENTS. 

Jlgy,  '*  What's    the   mattee,    Abchib?     You 'be   kot    looking 

WELL  !  " 

Archie,  "  You  wouldn't   look   well,   if   you  'd  been  suffibino 
FROM  Insomnia  evert  AFriRNOoN  for  a  Week  1 " 


VERSE   AND   CHORAL 

SUMMING-UP 
[Of  a  recently  protracted  diseiu- 
sion  in  the  Timet  on  "AngUcan 
Orders,"  set  to  the  air  of  what  was 
once  upon  a  time  a  popular  song, 
entitled  BiUy  Barlow], 
Of  my  re-appearance, 

My  friends,  don't  complain, 
I  've  tnmed  up  before, 

I  shall  turn  up  again  I 
We  are  where  we  were 

When  we  started,  and  so 
For  awhile  bid  gooa-bye 
To  your  William  Bablow. 

0  dear !    Lackadav  oh ! 
What  a  puzzling  old  party 
was 
Bishop  Bablow  I 


Two   ''General" 
Favourites. 

Tbus  one,  Sir  Bob  Reii),  Q,.C., 
M.P.,  "to  be  Attorney-Gene- 
ral" ;  the  other,  Fbakk  Lock- 
wood,  a.C..  M.P.,  **to  be  Solici- 
^or-GeneraL"  Rbid  and  Right. 
Commerdal  value,  one  ''Bob" 
and  a  ''  Frank,"  i,e.  One-and- 
tenpence  the  pair. 

FoTiTBE  Fame.  — Mr.  T.  E. 
Ellis,  M.P.,  ''speaking  at  Col- 
wyn  Bay  "  (unkind  of  mm,  this, 
for  what  has  Colwyn  Bay  done  to 
him?  Why  not  address  Col wyn 
Bay  i>enonally  instead  of 
'*  speaking  at "  C.  B.),  spoke  at 
the  same  time  '*at"  tne  House 
d^  Lords.  '*  Were  the  wishes  of 
the  people  to  be  continually 
thwarted  hj[  an  hereditary  and 
irresponsible  Chamber?" 
That's  the  style!  Twopence 
coloured.  Henceforth  Mr.  T.  £. 
Ellis,  from  being  Nobody  in 
pulioular.  will  now  be  known  as 
^*  Somebody  Ellis." 


OUR    BOOKINQ-OFFICE. 

"  Now  that,*^  quoth  the  Baron  emphatically,  as  he  deposed  My 
lady  Botha  in  favour  of  the  next  novelty,  whatever  it  might  be, "  thai 
is  a  romance  after  my  own  heart.  Mr.  Staklet  Wetmak,  author 
of  A  Gentleman  of  France  and  Under  the  Red  JRobe,  has  not  as  yet, 

excellent  as  were  both  those 
work«,  written  anjthing  so 
powerful,  so  artistic,  so  ex- 
citing, and  so  all-engrosfing 
no  further  partidplesor  adjec- 
tives wanted  at  present)  as 
My  Lady  Rotha,'^  This  ro- 
mancer has  the  rare  talent  of 
interesting;  his  reader  as  much 
in  the  action  of  his  crowds  as 
he  does  in  the  fortunes  of  his 
individuals.  He  is  the  Sir 
John  Gilbert  of  the  pen ;  and 
the  Baron  cautiously  expresses 
his  opinion  that  My  Lady 
Botha  is  not  so  vtry  far  on 
Ivanhoe,  To  compare  with 
the  works  of  other  modem 
romancers,  it  may  be  rafely  said  that,  from  Chapter  XXYI.  to 
Chapter  XXIX.  inclosive,  the  atuations  are  as  exoidng  as  any  ever 
invented  by  Rider  Haooabd,  Louis  B.  Stephenson,  or  Julks 
Vebne  ;  "  which  "  the  Baron  freely  admits,  "  is  saying  a  good  deal, 
— Treasure  Island  always  excepted." 

The  Baron  anticipates  *'Next  please,"  with  pleasure,  but  at  the 
same  time  he  would  draw  the  attention  of  tbe  prolific  author  to  the 
andent  proverb  *^festina  lenteJ^  which  is  not  at  variance  with  his 
exclaiming  *'  On !  Stanley  ( Wstman)  on!"  and  these  are  "tiie  last 
words"  (for  the  present  on  this  subject)  of  the 

Babon  dx  Boor- Worms. 


"  He  saw  the  greateft  qaail 
before  hinL" 


POSSIBLE  DEVELOPMENTS. 

[On  heariog  that  an  Archdeacon  had  withdrawn  from  the  Sohool-Board 
Controversy  because  he  found  himaelf  oppoted  to  his  Bishop.] 

The  Archdeacon  is  "  sorry  he  spoke."  Not  that  he  has  changed 
his  opinion — oh  dear  no!  far  from  that.  But  the  Bishop  thinks 
otherwise,  so  the  Archdeacon  retires  as  gracefully  as  may  be  from 
the  controversy.  He  is,  he  explains,  as  it  were,  the  Bishop's 
**  oculus  "—the  man  to  whom  the  Bi&hop  can  proudly  point,  and  say 
"  All  my  eye  I  "  This  theory  of  subordination  of  thought  to  one  s 
superior  hi^y  suggrestive.  Por  instance,  who  will  be  surprised  to 
read  ti^e  ^Bowing  mghly  authentic  document,  now  made  public  for 
the  first  time. 

To  the  Editor  of  the  Once  a-3£onih  Review, 

De&b  Sib,— With  reference  to  my  article  *'Is  Horse-racing 
Justifiable  i'"  I  desire  to  make  known  that  while  I  still  strongly 
adhere  to  my  views  therein  expressed  as  to  the  wickedness  of  the 
turf,  I  shall,  for  the  reason  I  am  about  to  mention,  take  no  further 
active  part  in  the  controversy.  I  find  that  the  Pbdce  Ministeb  is 
tiie  owner  of  some  racehorses  (a  fact  previously  unknown  to  me),  and 
as  I  am  his  "  dextera,"  if  it  is  not  presumptive  to  say  so,  it  would 
clearly  be  unbecoming  on  my  part  to  take  up  any  antagonistic 
position.  However  much  I  may  regret  having  to  take  this  course,  I 
am  sure  you  will  agree  with  me  that  it  is  the  only  one  which  is  open 
to  me.  Yours  faithfully,       W-ll-am  V-bn-n  H-bc-ttbt. 

Deab  Mb.  Pitnch,— Last  Sunday  evening  I  fully  intended  going 
to  church.  I  put  on  my  moat  attractive  bonnet,  and  an  absolutely 
bewitching  jacket,  when  I  discovered  that  Jim  (he 's  my  husbano, 
vou  know)  did  not  intend  to  go  out.  As  I  had  read  a  little  while 
before  the  new  archidiaconal  theory  of  obedience,  that  of  course 
prevented  my  going  out  Clearly  as  I  am  Jim's  '* better-half"  I 
couldn't  ffo  anywhere  that  he  didn't  go.  Please,  Mr.  Punch,  was  I 
right  P    Or  can  it  be  that  the  archdeacon  was  wrong  ? 

Yours  very  perplexed,  Ethel  Dinmebe. 
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A  PHALSE  NOTE  ON  GEORGE  THE  FOURTH. 

{A  Brown  Study  in  a  Yellow  Book,) 

Nat,  bat  it  is  useless  to  protest.  Maoh 
bosh  and  baable-tit  and  pop-limbo  has  been 
talked  about  Gkoboe  the  Phorth.  Tbacxe 
BAT  denunciated  him  in  his  channioir  style 
(we  never  find  Thackebat  searching  for  the 
mot  Juste  as  for  a  wisp  of  hay  in  a  packet  of 


i?y  Mortarthuv'iO  irhiUntdey. 

needles),  but  inverideed  he  was  not  sufHcienUy 
merciful  to  the  last  gentleman  in  Europe.  We 
must  not  judge  a  prince  too  harshly.  How 
many  temptations  he  had  with  all  the  wits 
and  flutterpates  and  malaperts  gyring  and 

S'  mblio  g  round  him !  G  eobo  e  was  a  sportsman, 
e  would  spend  the  morning  with  his  valet 
(who  was  a  hero  to  him),  assuming  gorgeous 
apparel,  and  tricking  himself,  with  bruih 
and  pigment,  into  more  charm.  He  was 
impleoted  with  a  passion  for  the  pleasures  of 
the  wardrobe,  and  had  a  Royal  memory  for 
old  coats.  Then  he  would  saunter  into 
Whitens  for  ale  and  tittle-tattle,  and  drive 
a  friend  into  the  country,  stopping  on  the 
way  for  cursorf^  visits  at  the  taverns*  I 
mean,  swearing  if  the  ale  wa9  not  good.  He 
had  his  troubles.  Queen  Caroline  was  a 
mimsy,  out-moded  woman,  a  slv  serio,  who 
gadded  hither  and  thither  shriekiDg  for  the 
unbecoming.  Mrs.  Phox  ensorcellea  George 
with  her  b^utif  ul,  sillj  phace,  shadowed  with 
vermeil  tinct  and  tnmiy  pencilled.  There 
was  no  secernment  between  ner  soul  and  sur- 
face; she  was  mere,  insouciant^  with  a  rare 
duloedo. 

George  collected  looks  of  hair  and  what 
not,  and  what  not.  He  gave  in  his  bright 
flamboyance  a  passing  renascence  to  Society. 
But  the  Victorian  era  came  eoou,  and  angels 
rushed  in  where  fools  had  not  feared  to 
tread,  and  hung  the  land  with  rep^,  and 
drove  Artifice  phorth,  and  set  Martin 
TUPPEB  on  a  throne  of  mahogany  to  rule  over 
tbem. 

In  the  tangled  acoresoencv  of  Geobob*8 
dfgringolade— in  fact  when  ne  was  dyeing- 
he  thought  he  had  led  the  charge  of  Water- 
loo! Tristfullv  he  would  describe  the  scene, 
referring  to  the  Duke  of  WELLiAoxoir  for 
corroboration.    An  unfortunate  slip,  for  it  is 


well  known  the  old  soldier  was  never  there 
himself. 

It  is  brillig,  and  from  my  window  at  the 
Metropole,  Brighton,  I  see  the  trite  lawns 
and  cheeky  minarets  of  the  Pavilion.  I  can 
see  the  rooms  crusted  with  ormolu,  the  fauns 
foisted  on  the  ceiling,  the  ripping  rident  god- 
desses on  the  walls.  Once  I  phancied  I  saw  a 
swaying  pbigure,  and  a  wine-red  phace. . . . 

P.  8. — 1  like  to  phancy  the  watchful  evil 
nhaces  of  my  Cri ticks  as  tney  read  this  article. 
Phair  men,  but  inf  elix,  they  will  lavish  their 
anger  in  epigramme.  Not  that  I  care  a 
little  tittle  about  adverse  remarks  kicked 
from  a  gutter  into  a  garret !  But !  But  let 
them  not  outgribe  too  soon,  but  rather  dance 
and  be  glad,  and  trip  the  c  jckawhoop.  For  I 
For,  slithy  toves  as  they  are,  they  will  read 
it  with  tears  and  desiderium,  unless  I  do  as 
did  Artsmus  of  shamefnl  memory,  and  in 
jolliness  and  glad  indulgence  whisper  to 
them—  ThisisaGoak! 


THE  LAY  OF  THE  VIGILANT. 

I  'VE  a  natural  eye  for  evil, 

And  folly  I  love  to  shoot, 
And  to  prod  for  a  latent  weevil 

In  the  wholesomest-looking  root. 

Mv  ipse  dixit  must  always  fix  it~ 

The  song,  the  dance,  the  cup ; 
And  my  back  gets  stiffer  the  more  yon  differ 

From  the  standard  that  I  set  up. 

I  went  to  the  *'  halls  "  crusading. 

And  I  found  what  I  meant  to  find. 
I  had  said  they  were  all  degrading, 

And  I  never  alter  my  mind. 

In  virtue  strong  I  gazed  at  the  throng 
Of  smoking  onatters  and  grinners ; 

With  a  righteous  frown  my  soul  looked  down 
On  the  publicans  and  the  sinners. 

Loftily,  proudly,  lonely 

I  bore  what  I  had  to  bear, 
For  I  knew  that  I  was  the  only 

Respectable  Person  there ! 

That  the  others  were  not  respectable 

Was  easy  and  plain  to  see. 
For  they  frankly  found  delectable 

What  didn*t  appeal  to  me. 

Yet  none  of  the  revellers  stonily. 

Or  scornfully  seem*d  to  stare, 
They  took  no  note  of  the  only 

Respectable  Person  there. 

My  vigilant  virtue  perchance  may  hurt  you 
By  putting  constructions  worse  on  ^ 

The  pose  or  picture  that  draws  no  strictures 
From  the  non-respectable  person. 

But  my  earliest  vigilance  waked 

To  look  askance  at  the  nude. 
As  another  name  for  naked. 

And  therefore  distinctly  rude. 

From  an  icj  peak  of  stupendous  cheek 

On  an  alien  world  I  glare. 
And  never  feel  lonely,  although  I  *m  the  only 

Respectable  Person  there ! 


Wonderful  Feat  of  SiREXGrH.  — The 
strong  man  supporting  four  men  on  a  chair 
is  notbing  in  compariMu  with  an  entire  train 
**  held  up  **  by  four  men  I  This  was  reported 
in  the  Pall  Mall  Gazette  last  Saturday  as 
having  occurred  to  a  **  Texas  Pacific  train.*' 
The  armed  robb«*8  went  off  with  20.000 dollars. 
Nice  •*  Pacific  "  train  to  travel  by ! 

HEiRLOOifS.  —  Mr,  Punch  congratulates 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Bserbohm  Tree,  and  their 
Olive  Branch  little  Miss  Tree,  on  the  valu- 
able souvenirs  of  their  Balmoral  performance 
presented  them  by  Her  Ma jestt^  which,  from 
all  others,  will  distinguish  this  particular 
*'  Family  Tree." 


MORBIDEZZA. 

Morbid  fieehlinesa  is  mark 

Of  the  modem  (aham)  Art-lover. 
Vulgar  seems  the  soaring  huk, 

Mubic  (and  meat)  are  in  the  plover. 
Painters  once  made  pink  the  flesh 

Of  their  Titianesque  creations ; 
Caught  in  Sham's  sepulchral  me«i 

Art  now  raves  of  Green  Camationi ! 


FIRST  IMPfiESSIONS. 

At  Lugano,  —  Geographically  this  leemi 
to  be  Italy.  But  people  remind  one 
always  of  the  artificial  mntier  which  makes 
it  Switzerland.  What's  that  matter? 
Get  up  early.  Hal 
there  it  is.  Cloud- 
less sky  I  And  such 
a  blue  I  Ultramarine 
at  a  guinea  the  thim- 
blefuL  Hurry  down 
to  enjoy  its  beauty 
as  long  as  possible. 
Fortunate  I  did  so, 
for  by  ten  o'clock  it 
has  all  vanished.  Go 
up  a  hill.  View  from 
top  would  be  fairly 
clear  for  HelveUyn. 
But  for  Italy !  Ami- 
ableand chatty  Italian 
reminds  ma  that  I  am 
not  in  Italy.  Ah,  of 
course  not.  Will  get  there  as  soon  as  I  oao. 
Meanwhile  mope  in  hotel,  for  it  is  now  rain- 
ing steadUy.  I^ot  a  magnificent  mountain 
downpour,  with  thunder  and  lightning,  howl- 
ing of  wind,  crashing  of  dements,  aiarami 
and  excursions,  and  that  sort  of  thinff ;  only 
a  quiet,  steady  rain,  which  would  be  disliked 
even  in  Ambleside.  But  in  Ambleside  there 
would  be  a  fire.  Here  I  sit  in  a  draughty, 
chilly  corridor,  with  some  melancholf  Ger- 
mans, all  of  us  wearing  overcoats  indoors. 
They  remind  me  that  I  am  not  in  Ittly. 
Anyone  could  see  that. 

At  Pallanza.'-'EeTe  on  Lago  Miggiore 
there  must  really  be  the  Rowbothax 
effects.  My  room  looks  over  the  lake.  *'La 
tista  e  bellissima"  fays  the  waiter  in  the 
evemng.  Hooray  I  Now  to  forget  the  gloom 
f»f  Switzerland  and  England.  Wake  early. 
Misty  morning.  Good  sign  of  fine  weather 
probably.  Into  bed  a^rain.  Wake  again.  Only 
half -past  seven.  Still  mi  sty.  Into  bed  again. 
Wake  once  more.  Still  misty.  Evidently 
ouite  early.  Hullo!  still  half-past  seyen. 
Watch  stopped.  Ring.  **  Si,  Siqnore*'  wys 
the  chambmnaid,  in  the  mixed  dialect  which 
she  has  invented  for  foreigners,  ^^U  est  dieci 
heures,"  Ten!  By  Jove!  With  that  fog P 
She  assures  me  it  will  clear  away,  **w  non 
opgi,  doniani,*^  Bellissima  cista  looks  exactly 
hke  Derwentwater  in  rain.  Grey  water,  grey 
sky,  grey  mountains,  wreathed  in  grey  misU 
It  does  not  clear  to-day,  so  it  may  to-morrow. 

Next  dav  even  worse.  Fog  greyer,  and  rsin 
with  it.  Mud  everywhere.  Notice  a  practiew 
German  tourist  with  three  umbrellas  strapped 
on  his  knapsack.  Wi^e  man !  He  knows  thu 
climate,  and  also  the  advantage  of  a  change  of 
clothes,  or  of  umbrellas.  P»j  useful  to  haves 
morning  umbrella,  an  afternoon  umbrella,  and 
a  sort  of  eveninsr-dress  umbrella  to  bring  down 
to  the  table  d'hote.  When  tired  of  gazing  at 
the  mist,  I  read  a  three  days  old  Times,  pre- 
served in  the  reading-room.  Hullo!  what  ii 
that  sound  ?  A  piano-organ !  Heavens !  To 
think  that  I  should  have  travelled  hundredi 
of  miles  from  London  to  hear  the  grinding 
of  an  organ  while  I  read  the  Times  ^^^l^' 
Why,  in  Kensington  Gardens  I  could  havs 
done  as  much.       A  Fibst  Imp&essiovist. 
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PUNCH  TO  THE  NEW  ATTORNEY-GENERAL. 

Law  is  not  Pan ;  but  '*  Bob"  's  a  man, 

To  make  us  sure  indeed. 
Themis  will  play  airs  bright  and  gay, 

Anned  with  lids  'WomI  Bjeid'^I 


^    yo 
k     lif 


'^  Maboo's  "  reply  conolosiyely  proved  his  possession  of  a  Christian 
spirit. 

Since  Saicukl  Wabbbn  wrote  his  Diarj/  of  a  Zats  Physician,^ 
to  whioh,  as  the  Baron  snpposee,  allu- 
sion is  made  in  p.  200  of  this  book, 
where  the  narrator  says,  ''Thus  it 
hapjpexis  that  the  ablest  chronicler  of 
their  (i.e.  medical  men's)  experiences  in 
our  literature  was  a  lawyer,'*— no  more 
interesting,  and  occasionally  sensa- 
tional, stones  have  appeared  than  those 
written  by  Mr.  Cojtak  Doyle,  and  pub- 
lished by  Methuen  &  Co.  in  a  single 
volume,  under  the  title  of  Round  the 

Red  Lamp.    One  of  tiiese,  A  Slrag-  „  .  y  ^.    pv^o:^:.«  »» 

^/er  o/'isf  hasbeenrecenUy  developed  ^  ^^  Phyeicisn. 

into  a  one  act  dramatic  sketch  for  Mr.  iBvnro,  who,  in  the  part  of 
the  ancient  veteran  '*  lagging  superfluous,"  is  reported  to  have 
achieved  a  remarkable  success.  For  pathos,  A  Physwlogiefs  Wife  is 
as  perfect  in  style  as  it  is  original  in  design ;  ot  those  who  want 
to  take  something  strong  before  going  to  bed,  the  Baron  can  contl- 
dently  recommend  The  Ca$e  of  Lady  Sannox  \  while  for  those  of  the 
inferior  sex  whom  Providence  has  blessed  with  nerves,  the  Baron 
prescribes  to  be  taken,  the  last  thing  at  night,  with  a  favourite 

ipe  and  a  tumbler  of  the  r^er's'speoial  "wanity,"  the  story  of 

'  4  No.  249 ;  '*  lights  fuU  up." 


t 


'*  •  Now  I  'm  furnished,*  **  hummed  the  Baron.    "  *  Now  I  'm  fur- 

niahed*--with  several  books  for  my  journey,  and ^"    **  Tickets. 

please,"  broke  in  the  inspector.  *'  Just  when  I  was  comfortable,*' 
Rowled  the  Baron;  **but  no  matter.  And  now  for  the  Pet^  and 
Pmwil  Sketchee." 

The  father  of  Mr.  Stact  Mares  predestined  him  for  the  ooaoh 

building  business.  Providence,  interposing,  made  him  a  painter,  and 

the  gaiety  of  nations  has  been  increased  by  the  possession  of  some 

storks.    Li  Pen  and  Pencil  Sketches  (Chatto  akd  Wivdus)  he  has 

given  the  world  some  rominiscences  of  a  career  justly  crowned  by 

the  laurols  of  the  Royal  Academy.    The  work  is  in  two  volumes, 

and  my  Baronite  says  would  have  been  moro  than  twice  as  good 

had  it  been  in  one.     The  first  volume  is   charming,    with  its 

ehat  about  Leigh's  studio  and  the  men  met  there;  of  Chasles 

KEsms  and  the  delightful  cruise  off  Qraveseod  in  the  William  and 

Mary ;  of  merry  days  with  the  8t.  John's  Wood  clique ;  of  nights 

at  Arthub  Lewis's;  and  of  days  with  Fred  Walkeb.    When 

the  flood  of  memory  runs  dry,  and  thero  still  remains  a  second 

volume  to  be  produced.  Mr.  Mabes  grows  desperate,  and  shovels  in 

anytlung  he  nnds  handy  in  the  pigeon-holes  of  &is  dedr.    Thus  the 

pleased  reader  finds  reprinted  articles  that  appeared  in  the  Spectator 

thirty  vears  ago.  when  Mr.  Mabes  was  art  ontic  to  that  respectable 

jonrnaL    Also  tnero  is  a  description  of  Bamptoit,  which  once  thrilled 

the  readers   of   the  Titer  ton   Oazette.    This  gives  to  the  seoond 

volume  something  of  the  smell  of  an  apple  store-room.    But  the 

first  is  good  enough  to  atone  for  the  burden  of  the  second.    By 

a  happy  coincidence,   whilst  Mr.    Da   Mavbieb  in    Trilby   has 

made  all  the  world  in  lovo  with  Little  BiUee^  he  appears  una,er  his 

own  name  in  many  of  Mr.  Mabes'  pages,  and  is  always  the  same 

charming,  simple-minded,  sensitive  man  of  genius.    It  is  pleasant  to 

read  how  our  Mr.  Agnew— *'  Wn- 
uam"  the  wise  call  him— ffave  the 
oung  painter  his  first  suostantial 
lift.  Waleeb  had  painted  a  picture 
he  called  **  Spring^*  a  young  girl 
gathering  primroses  in  a  wood.  Yield- 
ing to  the  advice  of  his  friends,  he 
put  on  it  a  price  the  amount  of  which 
abashed  him.  Mr.  Aoitew  saw  the 
picture,  recognised  its  merit,  and 
wrote  a  cheque  for  the  full  amount 
asked.  When  the  young  artist  heard 
of  his  good  fortune  he  burst  into 
tears,  and  gasping  out  *'  I  must  go 
ind  tell  my  mother,"  nuhed  from  the  place.  Of  the  original  sketches 
with  which  the  volumes  aro  enriched  aro  some  pen-and-ink  drawings 
by  Feed  Waleeb,  which  reveal  in  a  new  light  the  painter  of  '*  The 
AlmthouaeJ*    Amongst  many  good  stories,  Mr.  Mares  tells  how  he 


.M^IVV    ^»V,    ^-MV  f  JUgUVa     AlAAJL    vky. 

as  the  stage  directions  say,  the 
door  locked,  and  the  room 
previously  searched,  in  order  to 
be  quite  suro  that  no  practical 
joker  is  in  hiding  behind  screen, 
curtains,  or  under  table,  who 
might  think  it  humorous  to  pop 
out  when  you  aro  deep  in  the 
story,  and  '*  give  you  ms.** 

In  the  Yellow  Book,  No.  3, 
let  me  praise  Mr.  Dow80K*8 
*' Apple  Blossoms  in  Brittany" ; 
a  channing  unfini^ed  picturo. 
Tou  must  guess  what  the  fruit 
may  possibly  be  from  the  blossom, 
Harland*8  ^  When  I  am  a  King.*' 


Reading  Lot  No.  249." 


Also   very 
Baboit  de 


is  Henbt 

E-WOBMS. 


ATBS  RESUMPTIVE. 


*  little  Billee," 


PORTRAIT  Of 
THE  ARTtST 
IN  BCD 

UM 
PUZlLt  - 
TO  rtND  HU 


v.— LiLITH  LiBIPBBA. 

{After  Rcnetti.) 

U2n)ER  a  canopy  dark-hued 
as— well. 
Consult  the  Bilious  Book, 

page  51— 
LiespallidWHi8EERSLET*s 
presentment,  done 
By  Whi8eer8let*s  own 

weird  unearthly  spell. 
His  is  that  Lady  known  as 
Jezebel 
OrLnjTH,  Eden's  woman- 
scorpion, 
LiBiFERA,    that    is,    that 
takes  the  bun, 
BoBoiA,  Vivien,  Cussed 
Damofiel. 

Hers  are  the  bulging  lips  that 

fairly  break 

The  pumpkin's  heart :  and 

hers  the  eyes  that  sname 

The  wanton  ape  that  culls 

the  cocoa-nuts. 

Even  such  the  yellow-bellied 

toads  that  slake 
Noctumallj  their  amorous- 
ardent  flame 
In  the  wan  waste  of  weary 
water-butts. 


An  Ecclesiastical  HiBBRNuv-lBEiUAir  Meddle  akd  Moddle. 
—Lord  Halifax  writes  to  the  Cardinal  Archbishop  of  Toledo  to 
protest  against  the  appointment  of  an  Anglo-Iberian  bishop  to  Spain 
made  by  the  Archbishop  of  Dublin  &  Co.;  and  his  English  Eminence 
Cardinal  Vauohait  writes  to  Spanish  Eminence  to  protest  against 
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ORIGIN  OF  THE  BLUSH- 
ROSE. 

I  ABKXD  the  Queen  of 
Flowers 
Why    the    bloah-iose 
bmshed  so  red, 
Through   the  sun -rays 
and  the  showers, 
And     so    bowed    its 
modest  head. 
And  fair  Flora  whispered 
"Hush! 
It  would  hurt  the  rose 
to  hear  !— 
The  beginning  of  that 
bluSi 
Was  not  loye,  or  shame, 
or  fear. 
All    the    pretty    fagry 
fancies  [sonf, 

That  you  find  in  poors 
And    encounter    in    ro- 
mances. 
Are  entiray  false  and 
wrong. 
That  flush  so  fair  and 
fleeting 
Means    not 


pride  or  pil^ ; 
But  hot  memories  of  the 
meeting 
Of  a  Vigilance  Com- 
mittee f" 

Mbs.  Chant-I-clkab 
THB  Music  Halls.— So 
the  verdict  of  the  L.  C.  C. 
was  against  the  Empire. 
This,  of  course,  does  not 
prove  that  the  Members 
of  the  Coundi  are  amen- 
able to  CA^into^tf.  On  this 
ocoasionMrs.  CkABTmade 
themsingtohertime.  But 
the  tune  will  not  be  popu- 
hir.  

A  OBTrBLPoiET.— Father 
Time  is  the  offender  when 
he  begins  to  write  lines  on 
your  face. 


"ADVICE    GRATIS.'' 

Betsy  Trotwood  {Mrs,  London  City)  to  Mr.  Dick  {Mr,  H-w-s),  ''Now  hers  tou  see 
Sib  CBRisTOPflBB  Whin's  Child,  and  the  question  I  put  to  you  is,  What  shall 
I  DO  WITH  HiMf    Come,  I  want  some  very  sound  Advice." 

The  contemplation  of  Old  St.  Paul's  seemed  to  inspire  him  with  a  sudden 
idea,  and  be  replied  briskly,  "  i  should  wash  himl" 

"Mr.  H-w-8,"  said  Mrs.  London  City,  "sets  us  all  rioht.  We'll  fill  the 
Fire-engine  with  soap-and-water  I " — '*  David  Copperjield"  adapted. 


A  HOPELESS  QUEST. 

My  mind  a  perfect  blank 
I  *  ve  made. 
Upon  a  diso  I  Ve  fixed 
my  eyes. 
I  hoped,  by  mesmerism^s 
aid, 
To   probe    stupendoiu 
mysteries. 
Hour  after  hour  in  soli- 
tude 
I  thus  have  spent,  but, 
to  be  frank, 
There  was  no  m8Lg:ic  trance 
ensued. 
My  mind  remained  a 
perfect  blank. 

To  stances  if  I  repair, 
*'A  hostile  iniluenoe*' 
they  deteot. 
The  spirits,  of  my  presence 
ware. 
Their  customary  rites 
neffleot. 
A  few  faint  raps,  and  they 
have  flown. 
With  all  theirper  fumes, 
notes,  and  flowers. 
The  mediums  on  my  en- 
trance frown— 
I    am  not   blest  with 
occult  powers ! 


Perfect.— The  Daily 
Telegraoh,  in  a  short 
notice  oi  a  present  msde 
to  a  Mr.  Osler  for  asost- 
ing  the  police,  mentioos 
the  unavoidable  absence 
on  this  interesting  occa- 
sion of  **  Chief  InspNector 
Belton,"— which  is  a 
good  name  suggestive  of 
staff  attached  to  "belt 
on,"— and  of  '*  Mr,  Sap«- 
intendent  Ferrett"— 
than  which  no  better 
name  was  ever  found,  oat 
of  a  burlesque  novel,  for 
a  clever  detective. 


TWO  WAYS  OF  AUDITING. 

I.— The  Old  Wat. 

Soens.— ^  Chamber  in  a  Civic  Building,    The  Toum  Clerk  and 

the  Auditor  discovered  at  a  table  covered  with  papers. 

Clerk,  Then  I  believe  that  you  are  entirely  satisfied  with  the 
accountaP 

Auditor.  Oh,  perfectly.  {After  a  pause,)  There  is  one  item  I 
wanted  to  ask  about— I^ve  no  doubt  you  'U  be  able  to  explain  it 
satiflfaotorily— it's  this  "£25  for  ginger-beer  to  the  Mayor  and 
Counoii  on  the  oooasion  of  opening  the  new  Cemetery."  Does  not— 
er— that  sum  represent  a  rather  laree  number  of  bottles  ? 

Clerk  (in  an  oW-hand  %oay).  Well,  we  put  down  ginger-beer,  you 
know,  as  it  hoke  better,  and  there's  a  rather  strong  temperance 
party  in  the  borough.  Ox  course,  it  was  really  champagne— "extra 
sec,'' too,  yon  bet  I 

Auditor,  Oh,  of  course.  I  merely  mentioned  the  matter  for  the 
sake  cl  form.  And  the  "  £15  for  cigars  "—that  was  an  expenditure 
incurred  at  the  same  time,  I  conclude  P 

Clerk  {earelesslj^).  Oh,  yes.  Y'see,  one  of  the  Councillors  is  the 
leadinff  tobacconist  in  the  place. 

Auaitor  (reUeved),  Ah.  that  accounts  for  it  Then  these  "  models 
of  the  Crematorium  in  gold  and  jewels,  as  brooches  for  the  wives  of 
the  Councillors  "~I  see  they  come  to  £105  in  alL 

Clerk  {sternly).  Yon  don't  obfect  to  the  brooches,  I  presume  P 

Auditor  {anxiously).  Oh,  not  at  alL  Not  in  the  least.  A  most— 
er-^jvaiseworthy  method  of  spending  the  ratepayers'  money. 

Clerk,  Quite  so.  Our  Mayor's  our  leading  jeweller,  you  know. 
So,  as  you've  put  "Examined  and  Approved,''  shall  we  go  in  to 
lunch  P  For  a  "  cold  collation  on  the  oooasion  of  the  audit"  our 
Counoii  always  allows  £10.    It  '11  be  rather  a  gJDod  feed. 

[Exeunt  inUioanqueting  apartment. 


II.— The  New  Wat. 

Auditor,  Oh,  what  larks ! 
ISubsides  into  a  chair ^  and  takes  two  mintftes  to  recover  from 
his  fit  o/ merriment. 

Clerk  (surprtsed),  I  really  fail  to  see  where  the  joke  comes  in. 

Auditor,  Oh,  don't  youluiowP  I 'm  one  of  the  new  class  of  comic 
auditors—"  msde  in  Manchester."  What  tickles  me  is  this  item  of 
£17  for  gold  match-boxes  for  lighting  the  cigars  of  the  Mayor  snd 
Aldermen  on  the  occasion  of  the  visit  to  the  Sewage  Farm.  There 's 
persiflage,  if  you  like ! 

Clerk  {smiling),  1  'm  glad  you  take  so  humorous  a  view  of  the 
matter.    Of  course  you  allow  that  expen^ture  P 

Auditor,  Allow  it  I  Not  for  worlds.  Then— (iwVA  difficulty  re- 
straining  another  outburst  of  mtV^A)— how  about  "  £27  for  oysters 
and  Chablis"  after  the  visit  P 

CUrk,  The  Council  naturally  required  some  refreshment  at  the 
end  of  the  journey— quite  a  quarter  of  a  mile,  in  their  own  carriages 
— and  oysters  were  rather  dear  just  tiien— a  little  out  of  season. 

Auditor  {after  a  guffaw).  Capital  I  "  Out  of  season  "—out  of 
reason,  too, /should  say.  Of  course  I  must  surcharge  the  oysters  and 
Chablis.    Keally,  I  'm  enjoying  myself  immensely  I 

Clerk  {gloomily),  I  hope  the  Counoii  wiQ  feel  equal  em'oyment  at 
your  report.    Do  you  mean  seriously 

Auditor,  Seriouslyl  Notabitof  it.  I  tell  you  I'm  a  comic  charac- 
ter. And  what  better  practical  joke  can  one  play  than  suddenly  to  come 
downonpublio  ofiioials  with  an  audit  disallowing  all  their  littlenersonsl 
luxuries  P  Afraid  I  must  strike  out  these  items  of  *  *  Visita  to  Olympia 
by  Corporation  to  inspect  the  lighting  arrangements,"  and  "  Ditto  st 
Empire  and  Alhambra  Theatres."    I^o  douot  the  Aldermen  will  be 

£laa  to  pay  for  them  themselves.  Now  I  think  the  business  is  finished, 
undi  r    rlo,  thanks.    A  screaminff  joke  like  this  is  lunch  enouc[n 
for  me.  [  Crams  handkerchief  in  mouthy  and  exit. 
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CANT  r.  CANT. 

If  "^want  of  deoenoy  is  want  oi  sense," 

So  want  of  sense  may  yery  likely  lead 
To  want  of  deoenoy.    The  poor  pretenoe 

Of  interested  yioe  sense  will  not  heed. 
A  satyT*s  satire  is  but  sorry  stuff ; 

Anti-Cant*  s  canting  is  most  sicKening  fudge. 
Belial,  who  backs  his  trade  with  bounce  and  blufp, 

Wins  not  a  case  where  wisdom  is  the  judge. 
Protests  against  the  pryiogs  of  the  prude 
Are  not  to  help  the  profitably  lewd. 


THE  POLITE  OTTIDE  TO  THE  CITIL  SERVICE. 

(By  an  Affable  Philoaopher  and  Courteous  Friend,) 
How  TO  Enter  the  Civil  Sertigs. 

Ik  the  good  old  days  of  yore  there  was  little  trouble  in 
obtaining  admission  to  the  Civil  Service.  All  that  was  neces- 
sary was  a  slight  knowledge  of  a  Cabinet  Minister,  and  a  smat- 
tering of  schooling.  The  latter  might  be  obtained  at  Eton, 
Winchester,  Rugby,  Westminster,  or  Harrow.  The  acquaint- 
ance of  the  Minister,  of  course,  had  to  be  made  by  your  father. 
Tou  were  too  young  to  have  attracted  the  attention  of  so 
important  a  personage.  Suppose  you  had  reached  the  mature 
age  of  eighteen,  and  had  given  vp  the  round  jackets  and  collars 
of  bovhood,  and  had  assumed  *' stick-ups''  and  ** cutaways." 
your  father  would  probably  ask  you  ''  What  you  intended  to  do 
next?" 

*'  No,  my  dear  fellow,"  would  be  the  paternal  reply  to  a 
suggestion  about  Trinity  or  Christ  Church.  **  I  am  afraid  I 
can^  manage  either.  Tou  see,  vour  two  elder  brothers  went  to 
the  Universitv,  but  then  we  could  find  them  family  livings.  It 
would  be  useless  to  let  you  read  for  the  Bar^  because  we  haven't 
any  of  us  married  into  a  single  firm  of  Sohcitors ;  and  in  these 
hiurd  times  I  really  can*t  afford  to  buy  you  a  oommission." 

Tou  would  notice  eotto  voce  that  when  ways  and  means  were 
being  discussed,  times  were  always  hard. 

''  I  suppose  you  oould  be  a  doctor  if  you  pleased ;  but  walk- 
ing the  hospit^  is  not  a  i>articularly  pleasant  occupation.  Then 
there  is  another  opening — why  not  try  the  Civil  S^-vice  f  " 

Tou  would  rather  freshen  up  at  tms.  Tou  would  have  read 
in  a  comic  paper,  that  never  will  be  nameless,  that  Govern- 
ment clerks  were  like  the  fountains  in  Trafalgar  Square  (old 
style),  ''  because  they  played  from  ten  to  four." 

**  Well,  yes,"  you  would  return.    **  I  don't  think  I  should 
mind  that  bo  much.    It  would  be  rather  fun  to  go  to  Paris  as  an 
attache." 

*'  I  'm  afraid  I  couldn't  quite  manage  that,  my  dear  boy,"  your 
fond  parent  would  ref^pond.  *'  They  don't  pay  attaches  at  first,  and 
so  you  would  have  to  be  satisfied  with  the  War  Office  or  the 
Admiralty  instead  of  the  Foreign  Office." 

'*  All  right,  Pater,"  you  would  say,  and  leave  the  matter  in  the 
hands  of  the  elder  generation. 

Then  your  father  would  write  to  any  Cabinet  Minister  of  his 
acquaintance  about  things  in  general  and  nothiug  in  particular, 
and  would  add  a  **  P.S."  asking  for  a  nomination.  In  due  course  a 
replv  would  come  granting  the  sweet  boon.  A  test  examination 
would  follow  of  a  perfunctory  character,  and  an  intimation  of  your 
appointment  would  be  the  sequeL  Then  you  would  take  up  your 
daily  residence  in  Pall  Mall  or  Whitehall  for  twenty  or  thirty  years 
and  then  retire  as  a  Knight  or  a  C.B.  Thus  was  done  in  the  com- 
parativelv  long  ago.    But  now-a-days  another  plan  has  to  be  adopted. 

Instead  of  entering  the  Civil  Service  as  a  junior  join  it  as  a  senior. 
As  a  preliminary  you  must  get  into  the  Mouse.  This  is  simpler 
tluin  having  to  cram  and  then  stand  the  racket  of  a  competitive 
examination.  Any  one  under  certain  conditions  can  enter  Parliament, 
but  the  Civil  Service  Commissioners  bar  the  entrance  to  the  Govern- 
ment offices  with  equally  certain  regulations.  For  the  sake 
of  argument  let  me  assume  that  you  are  in  the  House. 
Tou  have  stood  for  Slocnm-on-the-Marsh,  and  have  per- 
suaded the  Slocum-on-the-Marshers  to  elect  you.  As  an 
M.P.  you  are  duly  qualified  to  accept  any  appointment 
under  the  Crown  when  the  Gk)vemment  ask  you.  The  best 
plan  is  to  think  of  an  office  and  then  add  one  to  it — yourself. 

'*  Why  not  the  Public  Squander  Department  Y  "  you  ask  yourself. 
To  which  you  reply  with  a  second  question,  "Why  not?  " 

Tes,  the  P.  S.  D.  is  not  half  bad.  But  how  to  get  into  it  Well, 
why  not  take  up  Milestones  ?  All  the  world  knows  that  the  Public 
Squander  Department  are  responsible  for  all  the  Milestones  not 
under  the  superintendence  of  the  county  authorities.  Go  for  the 
Milestones. 

Begin  with  a  question.  Learn  that  the  Milestones  in  the  Old 
Bath  Road  are  in  many  cases  illegible.    B.eque8t  the  Secretary  of 


A   REALIST   IN    FICTION. 

"I  8A.W  A  Rabbit  bw  thbouoh  that  Hedob  1" 
"  No,  DBAB.    It  was  Imaoinatior  t " 
"Abb  'M aginations  Whitb  bbhind?" 


the  Public  Squander  Department  to  inform  yon  when  the  inscription 
of  such  and  such  a  Milestone  was  last  restored?  The  offioiaiwill 
fence  the  querv.  Probably  his  Private  Secretary,  considering  you  a 
new  man,  will  have  failed  to  furnish  the  necessarv  information. 
Tou  must  expect  a  little  retardation  at  the  first  set-on. 

And  here  let  me  point  out  for  your  future  guidance  the  importance 
of  having  a  private  secretary  thoroughly  up  to  his  work.  Had  your 
answerer  been  possessed  of  the  proper  sort  of  assistant  you  would 
have  been  discovered,  respectfully  button-holed,  and  perforce  satis- 
fied. Tou  would  never  have  had  the  heart  to  put  your  question 
about  the  Milestones.  But  the  particular  Private  Secretary  of  your 
answerer  being  not  up  to  his  work  you  get  snubbed. 

But  don't  be  discouraged ;  stick  to  your  Milestones. 

Bombard  **  the  Right  Hon.  Gentleman  opposite"  with  questions. 
Ask  him  for  particulars  about  the  Milestones  in  the  Old  ^ent  Road 
and  on  Salisbury  Plain.  If  he  requests  notice,  give  him  notice.  By 
degrees  you  will  find  that  you  are  becoming  an  institution.  Mile- 
stones are  your  specialty.  When  the  House  is  sitting  demand 
nartioulars.  When  the  House  is  up,  write  to  the  papers.  Move 
for  returns  about  Milestones.  Qo  down  to  Slocum-on-the-Marsh  and 
read  papers  on  Milestones.  If  possible,  be  made  a  F.S.A.  on  the 
strength  of  your  knowledge  of  Milestones.  So  identify  yourself 
with  Milestones  that  when  your  name  is  casually  mentioned 
anywhere,  let  it  be  common  form  for  some  one  to  say,  **  Of 
course,  the  chap  who  looks  after  the  Milestones." 

Wait  patiently  until  your  side  move  over  from  the  Opposi- 
tion to  the  Gk)vemment  Denches.  Then  will  come  your  oppor- 
tuntihr.  Tou  will  have  sat  upon  a  Milestone  Commission. 
Tou  nave  been  very  instrumental  in  getting  Milestones 
polished.  Tou  have  caused  Milestones  to  be  multiplied.  All  these 
services  must  be  recognised.    And  they  will. 

Ton  will  find  yourself  offered  the  Secretaryship  of  the  Public 
Squander  Department— to  take  care  of  the  Milestones.  Accept  it, 
Tou  will  now  have  become  a  Civil  Servant.  On  some  future  oocarion 
I  may  suggest  how  you  may  successfully  perform  your  duties  in  your 
new  position.  

DiFiinTioir. — A  London  Square  is  the  Paradise  of  Perambulators. 
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LYRE   AND    LANCET. 

{A  Stars/  in  Scenes,) 
PABT  XVm.— THE  LAST  STRAW. 
ScEim  XXVn.  {continued).— The  Chtneee  Drawing  Itoom.  Sptjb- 
bbll'8  ingenuous  remark  upon  the  coincidence  of  the  title  of  the 
volume  in  his  hand  with  the  name  of  his  bull-dog  has  produced 
a  painful  silence^  which  no  one  has  sufficient  presence  of  mind 
to  oreak  for  several  seconds. 

Miss  Spelwane  {to  herself).  Not  CulBIOV  Blaib  !  Not  even  a 
poet !    I— I  could  Slav  lum ! 

Pilliner  {to  himself).  Poor  dear  VrriEW !  But  if  people  will  insist 
on  patting  a  strange  poet,  they  mustn't  be  surprised  if  they  get  a 
nasty  bite! 

Lady  Maisie  {to  herself).  He  didnH  write  Andromeda !    Then 
he  hasn't  got  my  letter  after  all !    And  I  We  been  such  a  brute  to  the 
poor  dear  man  I  How  luoky  I  said  nothing 
about  it  to  Gkbald  ! 

Captain  Thicknesse  {to  himself).  So 
he  amH  the  bard !  . . .  Now  I  see  why 
Maisie's  been  behayin'  so  oddlj  all  the 
evenin' ;  she  spotted  him,  and  didn't  like 
to  speak  out.  Tried  to  give  me  a  hint, 
though.  Well,  1  shall  stay  out  my  leave 
now ! 

Lady  Rhoda  {to  herself).  1  thought  all 
along  ne  seemed  too  good  a  sort  for  a  poet! 

Archie  {to  himself).  It's  all  very  well ; 
but  how  about  that  skit  he  went  up  to 
write  on  us  ?    He  must  be  a  poet  of  sorts. 

Mrs.  Brooke- Chatteris  {to  herself). 
This  is  fearfully  puzzling.  What  made 
him  say  that  about  **  Lady  Grisoline  "  ? 

The  Bishop  {to  himself).  A  crushing 
blow  for  the  Countess;  out  not  unsalu- 
tary.  I  am  distinctly  conscious  of  feeling 
more  kindly  disposed  to  that  young  man« 
Now  why  P  [Me  ponders^ 

Lady  LuUington  {to  herself).  Ithought 
this  young  man  was  going  to  read  us  some 
of  his.  poetry ;  it 's  too  tiresome  of  him  to 
stop  to  tdl  us  about  his  bull-^og.  As  if 
anybody  cared  what  he  called  it ! 

Lora  LuUington  (to  himself).  Uncom- 
monly awkward,  this !  If  1  could  catch 
Lauba's  eye— but  I  suppose  it  would 
hardly  be  decent  to  go  just  yet. 

Lady  Culverin  {to  herself).  CauRoHE- 
8IA  have  known  this?  What  possible 
object  could  she  have  had  in — -  And 
oh,  dear,  how  disgusted  Rufsbt  will  be ! 

Sir  Rupert  {to  himself).  Seems  a  decent 
young  chap  enough  I  Too  bad  of  Rohesia 
to  let  him  in  for  this.  1  don't  care  a  straw 
what  he  is — ^he's  none  the  worse  for  not 
being  a  poet. 

Ladi/  Cantire  {to  herself).  What  is  he 
maundering  about?  It's  utterly  incon- 
ceivable that  /  should  have  made  any 
mistake.  It's  only  too  clear  what  the 
cause  is— CVare^/ 

Spurrell  {aloud,  good-humouredly).  Too 
bad  of  you  to  try  and  spoof  me  like  this 
before  everybody.  Miss  Spslwane!  I 
don't  know  whose  idea  it  was  to  play  me  such  a  trick,  but 

Miss  Spelw.  {indistinctly).  Please  understand  that  nobody  here 
had  the  least  intention  of  pla]ring  a  trick  upon  you  I 

Spurr.  Well,  if  you  say  so,  of  course But  it  looked  rather 

like  it,  asking  me  to  read  when  1  've  about  as  much  poetry  in 
me  as— as  a  pot  hat  I  Still,  if  I  'm  wanted  to  read  aloud,  I  shall  be 
happy  to  oblige 

l^y  Culv.  (hMtily).  ladeGd..  indeed,  Mr.  Spttrbell,  we  couldn  't 
think  of  troubling  you  under  the  circumstances !  {In  desperation.) 
Vivncw,  my  dear,  won't  you  sing  something  P 


Housdseeper's  Room,  after  all  I  As  soon  as  ever  this  squalling  stops 
I  '11  find  out ;  I  can't  go  on  like  this !  (Miss  Spslwake  leaves  the 
piano ;  everybody  plunges  feverishly  into  conversation  on  the  first 
subject— other  than  poetry  or  dogs—that  presents  itself  until  Lord 
and  Lady  LTTLLumTOK  set  a  welcome  example  of  departure.)    Better 


wait  till  these  county  nobs  have  cleared,  1  suimose— there  goes  the 
last  of  'em— now  f or  it ! . . .  {He  pulls  himself  together,  and  ap- 
proaches his  host  and  hostess.)  Hem,  Sir  Rupebt,  and  your  lady- 
ship^ it 's  occurred  to  me  that  it 's  just  barely  possible  you  may  have 
got  it  into  your  heads  that  I  was  something  in  the  poetical  way. 

Sir  Rup.  {to  himself).  Not  this  poor  young  chap's  fault ;  must  let 
him  down  as  easily  as  possible !  {Aloud.)  Not  at  all— not  at  all !  Ha 
—assure  you  we  quite  understand ;  no  necessity  to  say  another  word 
about  it. 

Spurr.  {to  himself).  Just  my  luck !  Thev  quite  understand !  No 
Housekeeper's  Room  for  me  this  journey!  {Aloud.)  Of  course  I 
knew  the  Countess,  there,  and  Lady  Maisie,  were  fully  aware  all 

along {To  Lady  Maisie,  as  stifled  exclamations  reach  his  ear.) 

You  were,  were'nt  you  P 

Lady  Maisie  {hastily).  Yes,  yes, Mr.  Spusbell.    Of  course!   It's 

bH  perfectly  right ! 

Spurr.  (to  the  others).  You  see,  I  should  never  have  thought  of 

coming  in  as  a  visitor  if  it  hadn't  been  for 

the  Countess ;  she  would  have  it  that  it 

was  all  right,  and  that  1  needn't  be  afraid 

I  shouldn't  be  welcome. 

Lady  Culv.  To  be  sure— any  friend  of 

my  sister-in-law's 

Lady  Cant.  Albhtia,  I  have  refrained 
from  speech  as  lonff  as  possible ;  but  this 
is  really  too  much!  You  don*t  sniipose  I 
should  have  introduced  Mr.  Sfusbell 
here  unless  I  had  had  the  strongest 
reasons  for  knowing,  however  he  may  be 
pleased  to  mystify  us  now.  that  he,  and 
nobody  else,  is  the  author  ot  Andromeda! 
And  1^  for  one,  absolutely  decline  to  be- 
lieve in  this  preposterous  story  of  his 
about  a  bull-dog. 

Spurr.  But  your  ladyship  must  have 
known !  Why,  you  as  good  as  asked  me 
on  the  way  here  to  put  you  down  for  a 
bull-pup  I 

Lady  Cant.  Never,  never!  A  bull-pup 
is  the  last  creaturo  I  should  ever  dream  of 
coveting.  You  were  obliging  enough  to 
ask  me  to  accept  a  presentation  copy  of 
your  verses. 

Spurr.  Was  IP  I  don't  exactly  see 
how  I  could  have  been,  considering  I 
never  made  a  rhyme  in  mylife ! 

Sir  Rup.  There,  there,  Rohesia.  it  was 
your  mistake ;  but  as  we  are  indeoted  to 
it  for  the  pleasure  of  making  Mr.  Spite- 
bell's  acquaintance 

Lady  Cant.  I  am  not  in  the  habit  of 
making  mistakes,  Rupert.  I  don*t  know 
what  you  and  Albinia  and  Maisie  may 
know  that  I  am  in  ignoranoe  of,  but,  ftince 
yoxL  seem  to  have  been  aware  from  the 
first  that  Mr.  Spuebell  was  not  the  poet 
vou  had  invited  here  to  meet  me,  will  you 
kindly  explain  what  ^has  become  of  the 
rea/ author  P 

Sir  Rup.  Mv  dear  Rohesia,  I  don't 
know  and  I  don  t  care  ! 

Lady  Cant.    There    you    are    wnmg, 

Rupebt,  because  it 's  obvious  that  if  he 

is  not  Mr.  Spubbell,  his  absence  has  to 

be  accounted  for  in  some  way. 

Spurr.  By  Jove,  I  believe  I  can  put  you  on  the  track.    I  shouldn't 

wonder  if  he's  the  party  these  dress  clothes  of  mine  belong  tot    1 

daresay  you  may  have  noticed  they  don*t  look  as  if  they  were  made 

for  me  ? 

Lady  Cant,  {closing  her  eyes).  Pray  let  us  avoid  any  sartorial  dis- 
cussions !    We  are  waiting  to  hear  about  this  person. 

Spurr.  Well,  I  found  I  'd  got  on  his  things  by  mistake,  and  I  went 
up  as  soon  as  I  could  after  dessert  to  my  room  to  take  'em  off,  and 

there  he  was,  with  a  waste-paper  basket  on  his  head 

Lady  Cant.  A  waste-paper hasket  on  his  head!  And  pray  what 
should  he  have  that  for  Y 

Spurr.  He  said  he  wouldn't  take  it  off  till  he  saw  me.  And  I 
never  saw  anyone  in  such  a  mess  with  ink  and  flour  as  he  was ! 

Lady  Cant.  Ink  and  flour,  indeed!  This  rigmarole  gein  more 
ridiculous  every  moment !  You  can't  seriously  expect  anyone  here  to 
believe  it !  fABcniE  discreetly  retires  to  the  smoking-room, 

Spurr,  Well,  I  rather  think  somebody  must  have  fixed  up  a  booby 
trap  for  me,  you  know,  and  he  happened  to  go  in  first  and  get  the 
benefit  of  it.  And  he  was  riled,  very  naturally,  thinking  I'd  done 
it,  but  after  we  'd  had  a  littie  talk  together,  he  calmed  down  and  said 
I  might  keep  his  clothes,  which  I  thought  uncommonly  good- 


"  Alblnia,  I  think  I  wUl  go  to  bed ! " 
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natared  of  him,  you  know.    By  the  way,  he  gave  me  his  card.    Here 
it  is,  if  your  ladyship  would  like  to  see  it. 

[He  hands  it  to  Lady  CuLYEBn?. 

Lady  Cuir,  **  Mr.  Uitdsbshell  I  '^ . . .  Rohesia.,  tiiat  m  Clasiok 
BlaibI  I  knew  it  was  something  en^Ung  in  *'  elL"  (Te  Spitbrell.) 
And  you  say  Mr.  Undebshsll  is  here— in  this  house  r 

Spurr.  Not  now.    He's  gone  by  this  time. 

The  Others  (in  dismay),  Gkine ! 

Spurr,  He  said  he  was  leaving  at  once.  If  he  'd  only  told  me  how 
it  was.  I  *d  have 

Laay  Cant,  I  don't  believe  a  single  word  of  all  this!  If  Mr. 
Spubrell  is  not  Cllbion  Blair,  let  him  explain  how  he  came  to  be 
coming  down  to  Wy vem  this  afternoon ! 

[Partial  reaction  in  company, 

Spurr,  If  your  ladyship  doesn't  really  know,  you  had  better  a^k 
Sir  KUPERT ;  he  '11  tell  you  it 's  all  ri^ht. 

Lady  Cant.  Then  perhaps  you  will  be  good  enough  to  enlighten 
us,  Rupert  P 

Sir  Rup,  (driven  into  a  comer).  Why,  'pon  my  word,  I  'm  bound 
to  say  that  I  'm  just  as  much  in  the  dark  as  anybody  else,  if  it  oome< 
to  that  I 

Spurr,  (eaaerly).  But  you  wired  me  to  come.  Sir  I  About  a  horse 
of  yours !  I  've  been  wondering  all  the  evening  when  you  'd  tell  m* 
I  could  go  round  and  have  a  look  at  him.  I'm  here  instead  o\ 
Mr.  Spavin— notr  do  you  understand,  Sir  Rupert  ?    I  'm  the  Vet. 

[Suppressed  sensation, 

SirlRup.  (to  himself).  This  is  devilish  awkward!    Don't  quite 

know  what  to  do.    (Aloud,\    To — to  be  sure  you  are  I    Of  course ! 

That 's  it,  RoHBSiA !    Mr.  Spubrell  came  down  to  see  a  horse,  and 

we  shall  be  very  glad  to  have  the  benefit  of  his  opinion  by-and- by. 

[He  claps  him  amicablu  on  the  shoulder. 

Lady  Cant,  (in  a  sepulchral  tone),  Albinia,  I  think  I  will  go  to 
bed.  \She  withdraws. 

Sir  Rup,  (to  himself).  There  '11  be  no  harm  in  letting  him  stay, 
now  he  is  here.  If  Rohesia  objects,  she 's  got  nobody  but  herself  to 
blame  for  it  I 

Spurr,  (to  himself).  They  won't  want  to  keep  me  upstairs  much 
longer  after  this !  (Tredwell  enters^  and  seems  to  have  something 
of  importance  to  communicate  to  Sir  Rupert  in  private,)  I  wonder 
what  the  dooce  is  up  now  ! 


TO  LETTINA. 
(By  a  Profound  Thinker,) 


I  don't  know  why,  but  iifty  times  a  day. 

To  you  my  thoughts  persistently  will  fly. 
You  come  to  me,  and,  coming,  come  to  stay— 
I  don't  know  why. 

Sometimes  I  catch  myself  inclined  to  try 
From  heart  and  mind  to  banish  you  away. 

I  always  fail.    If  you  are  not  too  shy, 
Just  write  a  line  to  tell  me  that  I  may 

Think  fondly  of  you.    Then  in  future  I 
Shall  think  of  you,  and  never  want  to  say 
I  don't  know  why. 


THE  NEW  CANDIDATE. 


Dear  Mr.  Punch,— I  trust  you  will  give  me  the  hospitality  of  your 
columns  (and  thus  save  me  the  cost  of  extensive  advertising)  to 
announce  that  I  intend  to  offer  myself  as  a  candidate  for  all  the  eleven 
divisions  at  tiie  forthcoming  School  Board  Election.  I  do  this  for 
several  reasons.  In  the  first  place,  as  I  have  no  more  chance  in  any 
one  place  more  than  in  any  other,  I  feel  it  quite  impossible  to  make 
any  choice.  Besides,  to  be  elected  at  the  top  of  eleven  polls  would  be 
an  unique  distinction,  second  only  to  being  defeated  at  the  bottom  of 
eleven.  In  the  next  place,  as  I  can  find  no  other  persons  who  will 
come  forward  on  my  platform,  I  am  bound  to  offer  myself  every- 
where. My  views  are  extensive,  not  to  say  peculiar.  On  the 
religious  question,  I  agree  with  everything  that  has  been  said  by 
everybody.  I  hope  in  tMs  way  to  avoid  incurring  odium  theologicum 
of  any  kind.  I  am  in  favour  of  no  one  paying  rates  unless  he  has 
children  actually  at  a  Board  School.  I  am  told  that  this  will  not 
secure  for  me  the  Labour  Vote,  but  it  ought,  at  any  rate,  to  rally  U 
my  side  all  the  **  intelligent  and  respectable."  On  all  other  points  I 
believe  I  am  well  fitted  to  sit  on  the  London  School  Board.  I  under- 
stand that  at  its  meetings  oysters  and  Chablis  are  sometimes  the  order 
of  the  day.  If  I  am  returned,  my  main  object,  I  avow  it  frankly, 
will  be  to  make  them  the  standing  order.  Soliciting  the  vote  of 
every  patriotic  citizen,       I  am. 

Tours  up-to-(being-a-candi-)date, 

Octoher  27.  Wottol  Are. 


"HE'S  HAPPY   NOW." 

["  A  Constant  Bbadbs*s  "  favourite  craze  is  now  being  cUicuised  m 
all  the  papers.] 

''  I  AH  80  OLAD  THIS  SUBJECT  IS  BEING  THOBOUOHLT  VENTILATED. 
It  MUST  BE  DOING  80  MtlCH  GOOD  AMONG  THE  YoUNG." 


MAYONNAISE  r.  MAYONNAISE:  A  REJOINDER. 

Mrpoor  Mavonnaise,  they  have  sullied  your  fame  ! 

They  would  alter  your  spelling,  my  sweet  Mayonnaise. 
The  younger  Dumas  has  e-menaed  your  name 

And  sent  you  forth  "  o  "-less  the  rest  of  your  days. 

So  this  man  of  romances— this  writer  of  plays— 
Who  has  woven  full  many  a  plot  in  his  time- 
Would  force  us  to  spell  jou  henceforth  Mayonnaise. 
Nay !  this  is  a  plot  little  short  of  a  crime  I 

'Twill  make  not  an  atom  of  difference  to  me. 

The  younger  Dumas  may  discourse  as  he  will ; 
He's  welcome,  with  Welter,  to  **  spell  with  a  *  wee'"— 

To  me  and  the  world  you  are  Mayonnaise  still. 

He  says,  at  the  f ime  when  the  cit^r  Mayenne 
Was  besieged  by  an  armv  and  riddled  with  shot. 

Your  charms  were  acknowledged  and  praised  by  the  men. 
Was  that  army  not  led  by  Sir  Thomas  de  Rot  f 

Say,  Queen  of  the  Sauces,  which  vow'l  shall  it  be  P 
Will  you  yield  up  the  name  your  admirers  bestow  P 

Pronounce — while  your  lover  is  down  on  an  **  J?" — 
Is  it  that  which  you  choose  ?    Is  it  yes  ?  or  a  "  NO''  f 

*0*  This  correspondence  must  now  cease.— Ed. 


**Whebe  18  He?"  —  With  diamond  rr>bberies  and  darksomf^ 
murders,  of  which  the  perpetrators  are  blill  at  large^  we  are  all 
crying  out  for  a  real  genuine  **8hbrlock  Holmes,"  We,  Watsons, 
are  waiting  for  him  to  step  forward  and  drag  various  dark  mysteries 
into  the  light  of  day.  Cheerfally  shall  the  coming  Holmes  b^ 
saluted  with  Mr.  Brooetield's  refrain,  **  0  Sherlock,  you  wonder- 
ful man!"  Digitized  bv 
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SOCIAL   AGONIES. 

ffosUss.    '*  I  HKABD  YOV  HIT    MY    COVSIK,   MAUD   LuUX,   AT    THB    GlBS^NS    AT    DiNNXR,   Mb.   WiLKIKSON,   AKD  THAT  T0t7  W1CRS 
OHABMXD  WITH  BS£  I  " 

Mr,  WilkvMon,   "Charmed  with  hbb?    I  should  thikk  so  I     Who  wouldi^t  bb?    Why,  I  *vb  absolutely  fobgottkk  who 
THB  Lady  was  I  took  into  Dikkbb,  and  who  sat  on  my  othkb  sidbI" 
Lady  Visitor.  <*I  'm  afraid  it  happbnxd  to  be  Mm,  Mb.  Wilkinson  ! " 


''AN  AWKWAED  CUSTOMER/' 

AiB— *' n«  Bold  Poacher,** 

Whsh  I  was  bound  by  Party  ties  to  play  the  bold  Premier, 
I  shouldered  of  my  grun,  my  lads,  and  started  void  of  fear ; 
With  my  trosty  lurcher  at  my  heels^  to  whom  the  sport  is  dear, 
For  he 's  game  for  light  by  day  or  night  at  the  season  of  the  year  I 

As  I  and  my  bold  comrade  were  after  bird  or  hare. 

The  gamekeeper  was  watching  us ;  for  him  we  did  not  care. 

For  we  were  on  our  {^und,  my  boys,  grounds  free  to  tyke  or  peer ; 

And  they  're  my  dekght  by  day  or  night  at  the  season  c&  the  year ! 

As  I  and  mv  bold  comrade  were  in  the  Peers*  Preserve, 
We  heard  the  keeper's  footsteps,  but  we  did  not  halt  or  swerve. 
But  I  whistled— to  keep  up  my  pluck— a  song  to  sportsmen  dear : 
''  Oh  it 's  my  delight  on  a  shiny  night,  in  the  season  of  the  year  I " 

The  Gamekeeper  popped  through  the  copse,  and  faced  us  with  a 

frown; 
He 's  got  a  black-a- vised  stem  phiz,  and  a  coat  o'  velvet  brown. 
He  says  "  Hillo,  Sir  I    Poaching  ?  "    I  retorts,  **  Oh,  don't  you  fear ! 
A  gent  may  poaich  his  own  preserves  at  the  season  of  the  year ! " 

He  says,  *'  You  ought  to  be  ashamed  to  set  so  bad  example 

A  sportsman  true  won't  join  the  crew  who  trespass,  trap,  and 

trample. 
A  dir^  bird  fouls  its  own  nest ! "  he  adds,  with  a  sour  sneer. 
'*  Swells  ^ould  not  poach  by  day  or  night  in  the  season  of  the  year." 

Says  I,  **  You  sneer,  but  I  'm  your  peer,  my  Sol.  The  people  sent  me ! 
Stare  like  an  owl,  or  sneer  and  soo?rl,  you  know  you  can't  prevent  me ! 
These  here  Preserves  want  breaking  up,  Monopoly's  pitch  to  queer 
Is  our  delight  by  day  or  night,  in  the  season  of  the  year. 

**  A-jpoaching  on  one*s  own  preserves  scarce  poaching  seems  at  a]l. 
My  foot  is  on  my  native — copse  I    The  old  Qame  Laws  must  f alL 
The  *  Peers'  Preserves '  the  people  will  throw  open— or  else  dear. 
And  you'll  have  to  fight  for  your  old  old  right  at  the  season  of  the 
year. 

*'  You  ask  me  if  I  like  the  job  ?    That 's  neither  here  nor  there  I 
I'm  simply  bound  to  do  it,  and  I  really  don't  much  care. 
If  Peers  will  daim  the  best  o'  the  ^m»y  and  strive  the  rest  to  queer. 
We  *11  take  our  right,  by  day  or  night,  at  the  season  of  the  year  I " 


LOCAL  COLOUR. 

Mb.  Asquith  was  reported  the  other  day  to  have  said  that  the 
Government  was  spoken  of  as  having  been  accused  of  refusing  so- 
cdled  amendments  to  the  Employers'  Liability  Bill  in  ^^  peacock 
temper."  The  Daily  News,  in  referring  to  this,  suggests  that 
** peacock  temper"  was  a  misprint  for  pique,  or  temper."  But 
sureljr  this  is  not  so.  Mr.  Asquith  evidently^  has  given  in  his 
adhesion  to  the  new  system  cl  *' odour  adjectives."  This  opens 
great  possibilities  to  the  future.  Radicals  will  denounce  the  *'  scarlet 
f-candals  of  the  purple-dad  peers."  Tories  will  wax  eloquent  on 
''  the  pink  miasma  of  revolutionary  Radicalism."  No  one  will  Imow 
what  it  all  means^  but  that  is  part  of  the  programme.  Even  if  this 
colour  scheme  will  not  work,  there  is  still  a  justification  for  the 
Asquithian  phrase.  Everybody  has  heard  of  a  *'foul  slander." 
Why  not  a  '^peacock  temper  "  P 


A  Case  of  Parallelism. 

(Exiracis  frtn  the  Beport  of  a  recent  Conference,) 

*'Db.  Stanley  Boyd  advocated      "Mrs. Stanley  Boyd  thought 
the  use  of  milk  and  lentil  soup."       that   all  such  novels    as  The 

Heavenly  Twins.  The  Manx- 
man, and  The  Wages  of  Sin^ 
should  be  tabooed." 


Sib  Petes.— a  well- written  letter  in  the  Tinges  last  week  puts 
what  maybe  called  '*The  Hard  Case  of  Sir  Peteb  Edlut"— and, 
indeed,  he  must  be  prettv  well  case-hardened  at  the  Middlesex  Ses- 
sions by  this  time— dearly  and  forcibly  before  the  public.  Sir  Peteb 
Edlin,  it  seems,  has  been  doing  treble  the  amount  of  work  for  a 
two-tLird*s  salary.  This  should  be  righted,  and  the  Judffe  at  the 
Middlesex  Sessions  should  be  independent  of  the  would-be  ubiquitous 
L.  C.  C.  Such  is  the  opinion  of  this  Correspondent  to  the  Times^ 
and  it  is  doubtless  the  opinion  of  a  fair  and  just  majoritjr.  As 
Joseph  Surface  observes  in  The  School  for  Scandal,  **  Wdl,  it  will 
give  Sib  Peteb  great  satisfaction  to  hear  this,** 

Only  Natubal.— A  shareholder  at  a  recent  oompanjr  meeting 
complained,  with  some  amount  of  f edinf ,  that  he  found  it  next  to 
impossible  to  obtain  a  *'  good  penny  bun."    Can  it  be  that  so  many 


people  have  '*  taken  the  1 


that  there  are  none  left  F 
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AN  AWKWAKD  CUSTOMER." 


GAMMcnPEB  S-L-SB-RT.  '*  HALLO  1   YOUNG  FELLOW  I   POACHING  P  "  ^^  r^r^r\]r> 

Thb  "YoimQ  FiLLOw"  B-s-b-bt.  "IF  I  AM  POACHING.  I 'M  ON  MY  OWN  PRESERVES.^ OX^^ 
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THE  LINKS. 

'Tis  a  brilliant  antamn  day, 
And  the  breeze  has  blown  away 
All  the  douds  that  lowered  gray, 

Somethinks, 
As  I  'ye  half  an  hour  to  spare, 
I  will  go  and  take  the  air. 
While  the  weather  still  is  fair, 

On  the  Links. 

I  admire  the  splendid  view. 

The  delidoos  aznre  hue 

Of  the  ooean  and— when,  tchwj ! 

With  a  oraok, 
Lo!  there  drops  a  little  ball 
Which  elects  to  break  its  fall 
By  alighting  on  the  small 

Of  my  back. 

In  the  distance  some  one  ories 
Some  remark  abont  my  eyes, 
None  too  pleasant,  I  surmise. 

From  the  tone ; 
So  awav  my  steps  I  turn 
Till  a  ngure  I  discem. 
Who  is  monchiog  by  the  bum 

All  alone. 

He  has  lost  a  new  **  Eclipse," 
And  a  little  word  that  shps 
From  his  sulky-looking  lips 

Tells  me  true 
That,  besides  the  missing  ball, 
Which  is  gone  beyond  recall. 
He  has  lost— what  *s  worst  of  all- 
Temper  too. 

I  oondude  it  will  be  best 
If  I  leave  him  unaddressed, 
Sooh  a  melancholy  quest 

To  pursue ; 
And  I  pass  to  where  I  spy 
Cloudfl  of  sand  uprising  high 
Till  they  all  but  hide  the  sky 

From  the  yiew. 

They  proceed,  I  understand, 
From  a  bunker  full  of  sand. 
Where  a  golfer,  club  in  hand, 

Finely  swears 
As  he  hacks  with  all  his  might. 
Till  his  countenance  is  quite 
As  vermilion  as  the  bright 

Ck)at  he  wears. 

I  observe  him  for  a  while 
With  a  highly-tickled  smile. 
For  it  is  the  queerest  style 
Ever  seen : 


STUDIES    IN   ANIMAL    LIFE. 

Ths  Stork  as  hs  might  have  bkbk. 


He  is  very  short  and  stout. 
And  he  Imocks  the  ball  about, 
But  he  never  gets  it  out 
On  the  green. 

Still  I  watch  him  chop  and  hack. 

Till  I  hear  a  sudden  crack. 

And  the  dub-head  makes  a  track 

In  the  light— 
There'sastartledcrycS  **FOR£!" 
As  it  flies,  and  all  is  e'er ! — 
I  remember  nothing  more 

Till  to-night. 

When  I  find  myself  in  bed 
With  a  lump  upon  mv  head 
Like  a  penny  loaf  of  oread ; 

And  methinks. 
For  the  future  I  'U  take  care, 
When  I  want  a  little  air, 
That  I  won't  go  anvwhere 

Kear  the  Links. 


THE   DILEMMA    OF   THE 
HEADLESS  SPECTRE. 

I'vB  always  done  my  best  to 
please, 
Then  wherefore  do  thev  scoff  ? 
A  headless  ghost,  in   days  like 
these. 
Is  very  badly  off. 

Some  say,  for  Mtebs  we  ought 
to  go. 

And  some  for  Mr.  Stead. 
I  reaily  can*t  profess  to  know, 

For  I  have  lost  my  head. 

They  come  and  ask  me  for  a  key 
To  life's  dark  prison  cell. 

Oh,  what 's  the  use  of  asking  me  f 
However  can  /tell  ? 

I  do  not  understand  the  speech 
Of  all  these  leanied  men. 

Wildly  I  wave  my  hand  at  each, 
Agam  and  yet  again. 

I  feel  that  I  have  stayed  too  late. 
And  yet  I  can*t  move  on. 

I  'm  utterly  inadequate. 
Because  my  head  is  gon^, 

I  wish  I  were  I  don*t  know  what. 

I  wish  that  I  were  dead. 
/  don't  know  if  I  am  or  not^ 

For  I  have  lost  my  head  1 


INS  AND  OUTS. 

*'  Ckicket  was  a  far  superior  game  to  golf 
or  tennis,"  said  Lord  Enutsfoed  to  the  mem- 
bers of  the  Yictoria  Park  Cricket  Association ; 
and  he  went  on  to  tell  a  story  of  the  first 
introduction  of  cricket  to  Tonga,  one  of  the 
Pacific  Islands.  Everybody  took  up  the  game 
so  heartily  that  State  affairs  were  allowed  to 
slide  altogether,  and  at  last  the  Ein^  of  Toko  a 
had  to  lay  down  rules  as  to  the  times  when 
the  ffame  might  be  indulged  in.  **  Even  then 
the  Prime  Minister  was  with  difficulty  pre- 
vented from  bowlinff  during  forbidden  hours." 
For  Tonga  read  Westminstei^-where  a  good 
deal  of  tongue— 9^ !— eoes  on— and  we  get  a 
result  something  like  this  :— 

'*  After  the  usual  luncheon  interval,  the 
Leader  of  the  Opposition  and  the  ex-Umpire- 
General  faced  the  deliverv  of  the  First  Oom- 
missioner  of  Stumps  and  the  Scorin'  Secretary. 
Thenunishment  inflicted  by  the  former  on  the 
bowling  led  to  a  Cabinet  crisis,  ending  in  the 
Secretary  of  State  resigning  his  office  and  the 
leather  to  the  I^rd  High  Wicket-keep.  The 
result  of  this  change  was  soon  apparent,  for 
the  Leader  of  the  Opposition  was  dean  bowled 
by  a  quotation  from  Hansard^  and  his  place 


was  taken  by  a  prominent  member  from  below 
the  Opposition  Gangway. 

**  As  the  score  still  mounted,  the  Ministry 
decided  to  apply  the  Closure  to  the  game,  an 
effort  which  was  resisted  by  the  whole  force 
of  the  Opposition,  armed  with  pads  and 
wickets.  During  the  all-night  innings  which 
ensued  the  Prime  Minister  retired  hurt,  and 
the  Ministay  were  finally  driven  into  the  Pavi- 
lion, where  they  expressed  a  decided  intcoition, 
in  consequence  of  the  underhand  bowling  of 
their  opponents,  of  at  once  appealing  to  the 
country.  The  Committee  of  Lords'  has  placed 
its  veto  on  these  disorderly  proceedings,  and 
*  Down  with  the  Lords '  is  likely  to  be  the 
Ministerial  rallying-cry  during  the  forth- 
coming Election. 

A  Ltteeaet  Discoveey.— It  has  been 
hitherto  thought  that  only  two  ''  G.  0.  M.'s  " 
existed,  the  one,  par  excellence^  being  The 
G.  0.  M.,  and  the  other,  the  Right  Hon.  G.  0. 
MosGAK.  But  there  U  a  third,  and  he  is  Ge-o 
M(EfiEDiTH).    No  more  at  present. 

Title  fob  a  Tsmpeeakcs  Tale,— Under 
the  Red  Nose! 


THE  DAY  OF  SMALL  THINGS. 

No  novels  now,  but  novelettes ; 
Cigars  give  place  to  cigarettes. 
Titanic  '*  suns"  to  twinkling  **  stars," 
Pictures  to  sketches.  **pomes  "  to  "  pars  " ; 
Bonnets  to  things  like  housemaids'  cape. 
Banquets  to  tit-bits,  books  to  scrape. 
And  three-vol  novela  to  *'  short  stories." 
Gibhon-like  length  and  epic  glories. 
Like  mammoths  and  cave-bears,  are  gone, 
Earth  brings  not  back  the  mastodon ; 
The  microM  takes  its  place.    They  kill  us 
Not  by  a  giant,  but  bacillus. 
Monsters,  huge  drains,  Laidlr  Worms, 
We  fear  no  more,  'tis  unseen  '^  germs  " 
That  floor  us  in  our  life's  full  pride. 
We  want  a  **  Jack  the  Germicide," 
And  not  the  Giant  Killer  now. 
Behemoth  and  the  big  bow-wow 
Are  8:one ;  for  aught  not  snuurt  and  little 
We  do  not  care  one  jot  or  tittle ! 


Familiar  Latin  Quotatigh  (adapted  for 
the  use  of  Empire^  Alhambra,  and  Music 
Halls  generally,— ^\Spectaculum  reniunt; 
venit  inspector :  out  " 


''^^L-yQogle 


bogle  ^ 
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BEAUTIES  OF  BOLOGNA. 

KoT  those,  along  the  ronte  prescribed 

To  see  tnem  in  a  hurry. 
Church,  i)alace.  gallery,  described 

By  worthy  Mr.  Muerat. 

Nor  those  detailed  as  well  by  whom 
But  Basdeker,  the  German : 

The  choir,  the  nave,  the  font,  the  tomb, 
The  pulpit  for  the  sermon. 

Ko  tourist  traps  which  tire  you  out, 

A  neyer-enoing  worry ; 
Most  interesting  things,  no  doubt, 

Described  by  Mr.  Mubbat. 

Nor  yet,  0  gastronomic  mind^ 

In  cookery  a  boss,  sage 
In  recipes— you  will  not  find, 

I  mean  Bologna  sausage. 

Not  beauties,  which,  perhaps,  you  dasa 
"With  your  own  special  curry ; 

Not  beauties,  which  we  must  not  pass 
If  led  by  Mr.  Mubrat. 

I  fcing— alas,  how  very  ill  I— 

Those  beauties  of  the  city. 
The  praise  of  whose  du-k  eyes  might  fill 

A  much  more  worthy  ditty. 

0,  Ladies  of  Bologna,  who 
The  coldest  heart  might  flurry, 

I  much  prefer  to  study  you 
Than  Baxdsksr  or  Murrat  I 

Those  guide-book  sights  no  longer  please ; 

Three  hours  still,  tre  ore, 
I  have  to  lounge  and  look  at  these 

JBelltssime  stgnore. 

Then  slow  exprese— South  Western  goes 

Much  faster  into  Surrey — 
Will  take  me  off  to  other  shows 

Described  by  Mr.  Murrat. 

But  still,  Stgnore,  there  will  be. 

By  your  sweet  faces  smitten. 
One  Kiglishman  who  came  to  see 

What  Baedekxr  has  written. 

Let  Baedeker  then  see  the  lot 

In  frantic  hurry-scurry. 
I  'ye  found  some  beauties  which  are  not 

Deecribed  by  Mr.  Murrat. 


CLIO  AT  8ALC0MBE. 
{F^meral  ofjatnei  Anthony  Froudi,) 

Scarce  Clio*s  self,  calm-soul*d  historic  Muse, 
Praise  to  her  fiery  votary  may  refuse. 
Though  lacking  somewmit  the  judicial  poise 
Of  dear  mind  uni^rturbed  by  faction's  noise, 
And  creed's  fanatic  clamour,  valued  most 
But  her  who  heads  the  grave  recording  host. 
His  vivid  pictures  live ;  his  virile  touch 
(Though  oh  of  the  too  little  or  too  much 
Ardently  heedless  in  his  passionate  flow 
Of  words  that  wake  and  thoughts  that  warmly 


Quickens  the  past,  and  movet  the  patriot 

heart 
Of  Britiah  manhood.    His  the  stylist's  part. 
The  partisan's  impressiveness.    He  missed 
The  highest  height,  clear,  okmdless,  morning- 
kissed. 
But  long  will  he  be  dear  to  those  who  love 
The  picturingi  that  charm,  the  words  that 

move; 
And  the  grave  Muse  may  well  let  fall  a  tear, 
And  lay  her  tribute  laurel  on  his  bier. 


Neat  Ain)  Appropriate.— To  the  Prow- 
LDTA  Prtb  and  their  allies,  the  Visiting  In- 
justices, may  be  addressed  tiie  ancient  charge 
made  against  certain  spies,  **  Nay,  but  to  see 
the  nakedness  of  the  land  have  ye  come." 


A  SKETCH   AT   PADDINQTON. 

The  Reverend  Motlet,  who  makes  one  of  a  Rivee-Partt,  favoies  he  met  a 
Olaiscs  of  RsoooNinoK  from  the  £tb  of  his  somewhat  austere  Bishop,  and  feels  a 
trifle  unoomfortable. 


PAT  THE  PATRIOT. 

(H%9  reJUetion  afUr  rttuUng  of  the  BothboUing 

ineiimt  at  tfu  Zoo,) 

Si.  Patrick  had  a  intent  fist. 

And  was  a  saint  right  clever. 
When  he  gave  the  snakes  and  toads  a  twist 

And  bothered  them  for  ever. 
ButochI  here's  a  betther  plan  than  Pat's  I 

'Twould  have  saved  the  saint  much  bother 
Had  he  trated  the  snakes  like  Kilkenny  cats. 

And  made  them  swaUow  each  other. 
And  even  now  'twould  save  much  row 

In  the  shplit-up  Oiriah  Parthy,       [revolt. 
Could  McCABiHrB  "bolt"  end  Rsdmohd*b 

Or  Redmond  swaUow  McCabthtI 


SpoRTixo.^'ARRTis  delighted  to  hear  that 
there  is  a  two-year-old  running  named  '^r- 
rUt,  "It's  spelt  Ariette  I  know,"  he  says, 
"  but  that 's  just  French  onssedness." 


TO  A  WOULD-BE  DESPOT. 

'  *  Gould  I  but  rule  I "  with  emphasis  you  say ; 
Then,  doubtless,  evil  would  be  swept  away. 
How  to  be^in.  dl  course,  is  your  affair, 
Such  practical  arrangements  are  vour  care ; 
Our  task  would  be  no  more  than  to  obey  I 

Injustice  then  would  speedily  decay, 
Merit,  and  only  merit,  then  would  pa^ ; 
Which  means,  perhaM.  I  'd  be  a  millionaire 
Could  I  but  rule  I 

Well,  many  kings  have  lived  and  reigned  their 

I  rather  ooubt  if  your  despotio  sway 
Would  quite  fulfil  the  objects  of  your  prayer; 
Many  have  tried,  and  ended  in  despair. 
And  you,  perhaps— But  still  you  answer  **Nay, 
Gould /but rule  I" 


The  Real  '* Sun  of  Yore."— Frane  Lock- 
wood,  SoUdtor-GeneraL 
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THE   ART  OF   NAVAL    PLATITUDE. 

Mr.  Punch,— Dear  Sir,— As  an  able-bodied  seaman  and  expert  on 
the  marine  serpent  and  other  snoh  questions  of  the  hour,  I  have  been 
very  properly  asked  for  my  opinion  on  the  late  collisions  in  the  far 
East.  I^st  my  utterances  should  be  misrepresented  by  journals  un- 
aooustomed  to  deal  with  refinements  of  maritime  phraseology,  I  send 
you  a  correct  report  of  my  interview. 
**  What  deduction,"  began  the  reporter  from  the  recesses  of  a 

deck-chair  that 
had  figured  at 
Trafalgar,  **do 
you  make  with 
regard  to  the 
future  of  naval 
warfare  from  the 
eng[agements  o  f 
which  we  have 
lately  read  such 
distracting  ac- 
counts?" 

'*  My  leading 
deduction,"  I  re- 
plied, **i8  that  it 
IS  difficult  before- 
hand to  conjecture 
whic^  side  is  go- 
ing to  win,  and 
imoossible  after- 
wards to  discover  which  has  actually  won.  History,  however,  and  a 
long  course  of  technical  experience,  alike  convince  me  that,  ^ven 
equal  courage  and  skill  on  ooth  sides,  vessels  equally  well  eauipped 
and  armoured  and  of  precisely  similar  shape,  tonnage,  and  nghting 
power,  victory  may  be  expected,  in  many  oases  out  of  a  few  more, 
to  fall  to  the  iMirty  that  is  numerically  the  stronger  of  the  two.  Ton 
are.  perhaps,  with  me  on  this  point  ?  " 

**  I  oonfees,"  he  replied,  **  that  you  throw  for  me  a  new  and  lurid 
light  on  a  question  always  difficult  for  the  lay  mind  to  grapple  with. 
But  tell  me  of  the  torneao  and  its  mission." 

"  The  deadliness,"  I  said,  **of  this  modem  weapon  of  naval  war- 
fare is  to  be  fully  appreciated  by  such  alone  as  have  been  its  unhappy 
victims.  In  the  incredibly  short  spice  of  time  between  the  moment 
of  impact  and  the  decease  of  those  who  are,  as  an  immediate  result, 
blown  to  indistinguishable  atoms,  no  reliable  evidence  has,  in  the 
nature  of  things,  been  taken  down  from  the  lips  of  the  people  best 
qualified  to  submit  it. 

**  Disconnected  fragments  of  speech,  chiefly  of  a  profane  character, 
constitute  the  sole  testimony  upon  which  we  have  to  base  our  con- 
clusions. But  we  may  safely  affirm  that  one  of  the  most,  if  not 
the  most,  important  detail  in  the  manipulation  of  this  projectile 
is  the  aim.  Wrongly  directed  it  is  comparatively  innocuous,  in  the 
unavoidable  hurry  and  confusion  of  the  moment,  when  the  attention 
of  the  operator  is  diverted  by  the  reiterated  ^lay  of  missiles  upon  his 
IMrson,  possibly  a  prey  at  the  verv  time  to  insufferable  nausea,  it  is 
almost  impossible  to  guarantee  the  missile  from  aberration.  Tou 
will  pardon  my  technicalities  P  " 

•*  I  thank  you."  he  replied,  "  and  I  follow  you.  But  in  what  way 
do  you  account  for  the  success  of  the  Japanese  with  these  submarine 
weapons  P  " 

** Peruse  the  reports,"  I  answered,  **  and  draw  your  owndednc 
tions.    *  On  the  morning  of  the  l%th  *  (the  morrow  of  the  battle)  *  the 
Japanese  flotilla  of  torpeao-hoats  returned  to  the  Yalu  and  leisurely 
destroyed  with  torpedoes  several  stranded  Chinese  vessels,* 

**  Here  we  have  the  best  conceivable  endorsement  of  my  views. 
That  which  in  the  excitement  of  the  fray  they  were  impotent  to 
achieve,  this,  with  fitting  leisure,  unham^red  by  the  annoyance  of 
hostile  opposition,  and  with  the  object  ng^idly  fixed,  as  in  a  vice, 
they  effected  with  unaualified  and  unquestioned  success." 

Dazzled  by  mv  renections  he  proceeded  to  put  a  fresh  conun- 
drum to  me.  "What  say  you,"  he  asked,  ''to  the  resources  of 
China?  I  see  that  the  Dowager  Empress  has  sent  three  millions  of 
tael««  to  the  forces," 

"The  tael,"  I  explained,  "is  excellent  eating.  I  perceive  no 
immediate  reason  for  the  evacuation  of  Peking  as  far  as  the  supply 
of  game  is  concerned.  This,  however,  is  a  side  issue,  and  not  strictly 
nautical  in  its  bearing. 

"  To  proceed  at  once,  and  in  conclusion,  to  the  matter  of  our  own 
naval  supremacy  "  (for  I  saw  this  inevitable  question  alreadjr  framed 
on  his  lips),  "  I  will  give  you  in  a  word  the  accumulated  wisdom  of 
long  years  of  naval  intuition.    My  motto  is  *  Always  win  !  * 

Once  let  the  enemy,  however  inferior,  win,  and  for  the  time 
being  you  are  beaten.  We  are— and  here  I  rely  not  only  on  my  own 
observation,  but  on  the  testimonv  of  countless  myriads  of  my  species 
—100  are  an  insular  nation.  Further,  our  commerce  is  largely 
dependent  on  our  merchandise.  It  was  not  till  I  had  realised  to  the 
full  these  two  momentous  and  crucial  facts  that  I  arrived  at  the 


I  have  already  imparted  to  you,  and  now  venture 
You  bear  me  out,  I  imagine  ?  " 


conclusion  which 

to  repeat — *  Always  win  !*  ,  ^ 

"  I  bear  myselt,"  he  affably  replied ;  thus  concluding  an  inter- 
view in  the  course  of  which  there  had  been  no  manner  of  mtch  except 
the  usual  nautical  one  at  the  moment  of  his  coming  aboard ;  and  that 
was  due  not  to  the  absence  of  braces,  but  to  respect  for  my  position 
as  an  Admiralty  Crichton. 

There,  Mr,  Punch,  you  are  weloome  to  make  any  use  you  will  of 
a  statement  that  contains  practically  and  taotioaUy  the  final  word 
on  tibe  future  of  naval  warfare. 

Crede,  dear  Sir,  Yours  unusuaUy  Exp£Rto. 


-^^ 


A  NEW  DEPARTURE. 

lir  pursuance  of  a  recent  oorrespondenoe  in  the  Times ^^  it  has  been 
decid^  to  safeguard  the  rights  and  legalise  the  status  of  interviewees 
by  the  formation  of  an  infiuential  association.  Mr,  Punch  has  been 
accorded  an  advance  proof  of  the  prospectus. 

SOCIETY  FOR  THE  PROTECTION  OF  HELPLESS  AND 
DESERVING  INTERVIEWEES. 
{Founded  Oct,  24,  1894.) 
Chief  Offices:  Utopia. 
OperatiDg  Room  and 
Infirmary:  Harrow 
Weald. 

Council. 
The  Mikado  (Pre- 
sident); Sir  Joseph 
PoBTER,KCB  (Vice- 
President)  :  Babnabt 
Bampton  Boo,  Esq., 
of  the  Bab  Ballads  ; 

BO&BIA        B  CmO  ALEE 

Boo,  ditto.  King ; 
Mrs.  Boo ;  Reginald 

BUNTHORNS,  Esq., 
Fleshly  Poet:  The 
Lord  Bishop  of  Rum- 
Ti-Foo;  SirEnwABLD 
Corcoran.  E.C.B.. 
Capt    R.N. ;     Lord 

Mount     Ararat;  --^-^  ^ 

Lord  ToLLOLLER;  PooH  B\H,  Esq.,  of  the  Japan  Society;  Mdlles. 
Peep- Bo,  Prrri  Sing,  and  Yum  yum,  of  the  Savoy  Theatre. 
Solicitors :  Messrs.  Eoko  &  Co.     Jester :  Mr.  Jack  Point. 
Jailor  and  Chucker-out:  Mr.  Will  Shadbolt. 
Objects  of  the  Society. 
(1.)  To  deyelop  the  new  calling  of  Professional  Interviewee.    (2.) 
To  provide  the  newspaper-reading  puhlic  with  amusement.    (3.)  To 
supply   eminent  humorists   and   others  with  enjoyahle,  rational, 
and  profitable  employment.    (4.)  And,  incidentally,  to  enoourtge 
retiring  and  diffident  lady  interviewers. 

Rules. 

1.  That  all  persons  shall  be  eligible  for  membership  of  the  Soaety, 
with  the  following  exceptions :— Infants  in  arms ;  Their  Descendants 
and  other  Relatives  within  the  Prohibited  Degrees ;  Parties  who  are 
balmy  on  the  Crumpet ;  H.  M.'s  guests  at  Portland,  Newgate,  and 
Broadmoor ;  Jabez  ;  Persons  who  have  written  a  book ;  Persons  who 
haven't ;  Mrs.  Prowlina  Pry  j  also  all  the  pragmatic  and  pruditii 
nonentities  who  have  pranced  in  prurient  print  over  the  unsawury 
question  lately  diecussed  ad  nauseam  in  the  columns  of  the  2).  7. 

2.  That  if  the  interview  be  conducted  by  one  of  the  male  sex,  the 
Societv*s  chucker-out,  jester,  and  solicitors  shall  always  be  present 

3.  that  the  following  scale  of  fees,  payable  by  the  Interviewer  to 
the  Interviewee,  be  adopted : —  £    $,  d. 

Mere  Nobody •        .        .       0 

Nobody  Else 0 

Mr.  Wh-stl-r,  over  a  recent  Qrievanoe  ....       0 

Minister,  of  Cabinet  Rank 1 

Gaiety  Girl,  of  the  Front  Rank 1 

Cabman,  of  anv  Rank 1 

Mr.  Arthur  Roberts,  on  Things  in  General  ...       2 

Ditto,  on  the  Empire  Question '^ 

Any  leading  Burglar,  Pickpocket,  or  Company  Promoter, 

with  discount  for  cash ^ 

Pugilist,  including  services  of  Policeman  and  Surgeon    .  5 

G.  0.  M.,  if  you  can  get  at  him 10  ^J 

Eminent  Humorist,  when  irritated 210 

Ditto,  if  a  Lady,  and  pretty  (these  are  scarce) .        .       .  50   0 
Anybody  who  hasn't  yet  been  Interviewed  (these  are 

scarcer) 100 

4.  That  the  Society  be  immediately  dissolved,  in  view  of  pending 
litigation. 


0   0 
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THE    PARLIAMENTARY    FLYING   MACHINE. 

ifojctm— "  Kmp  it  up  ! " 


THE  CHROHICLES  OF  A  BITSAL 
PARISH. 

I, — ^FoNS  ET  Orioo  Mau. 

Skuolt  neatUng  in  a  oosy  corner  of  Blank- 
shire — that  ooonty  which  at  different  times 
and  places  has  tntvelled  all  over  England— 
our  village  pursues  the  even  tenor  of  its  way. 
To  he  accurate,  I  should  say  did  pursue, 
before  the  events  that  have  recently  hap- 
pened—events in  which  it  would  he  ahsurd 
modesty  not  to  confess  I  have  played  a  ]^ro- 
minent  part.  Now  we  are  as  full  of  excite- 
ment as  aforetime  we  were  given  over  to 

monotony.      Xotu    aeons No  I     J^ai 

changS  tout  gela. 

It  came  apout  in  this  way.  I  have  always 
till  the  25th  of  September  (a  chronicler  should 
always  be  up  to  dates)  heen  entirely  free  from 
any  amhition  to  excel  in  puhlic.  After  a 
successful  life  I  have  settled  down  with  my 
wife  and  family  to  the  repose  of  a  truly  rural 
exietence.  '*  You  shouldTcome  down  and  live 
in  the  country,''  I  am  never  tired  of  tdling 
my  friends.  *'  Good  air,  heautiful  milk,  and, 
best  of  all,  fresh  eggs."  I  don't  know  why, 
but  you  are  always  expected  to  praise  the 
country  eggs.  So  I  always  make  a  point  of 
doing  it. 

Up  to  September  the  25th,  accordingly,  I 
extolled  the  eggs  of  the  country  and  lived 
my  simple,  unpretending  life.  On  that  dav 
I  read  an  article  in  the  paper  on  the  Parish 
Councils  Act.  I  read  that  now  for  the  first 
time  the  people  in  the  villages  would  tattte 
the  sweets  of  local  self-government.  The 
change  from  fresh  eggs  struck  my  fancy,  up 
to  that  time  singularly  dormant.  I  read  on, 
dashing  all  unknowing  to  my  fate.  **It  is 
the  duty,"  I  saw,  **  of  every  man  of  educa- 
tion, experience,  and  leisure  in  the  village 
who  has  the  welfare  of  his  country  at  heart 
to  study  the  Act,  and  to  make  it  his  husiness 
that  his  fellow-parishioners  shall  know  what 
the  Act  does,  and  how  the  greatest  advan- 


tage can  he  obtained  from  its  working." 
Then  my  evil  genius  prompted  me  to  under- 
take the  task  mvself.  I  was  educated—did 
I  not  get  a  poll  degree  at  Camhridge,  ap- 
proved even  By  Mr.  Charles  Whiblet  as  a 
test  of  culture?  I  had  experience— had  I 
not  shone  as  a  financial  light  in  the  City  for 
full  twenty  years  Y  I  haa  leisure— for  had  I 
anything  in  the  world  to  do  ?  Obviously  the 
occasion  had  come,  and  I — ^yes  I — was  the 
man  to  rise  to  it. 

I  bought  twenty-nine  works  dealing  with 
the  Act.  I  studied  them  diligently  section  by 
section,  clause  by  clause,  line  hy  line.  I  re- 
ferred to  all  the  Acts  mentioned.  I  investi- 
gated all  the  Acts  repealed.  At  the  end  of 
it  all  I  felt  like  a  oolteotion  of  conundrums. 
But  I  was  not  to  he  denied.  One  evening, 
as  I  was  walking  through  the  village,  I  met 
KoBEBT  Hedoer,  **Black  Bob,"  as  he  is 
always  called.  He  is  a  farm  hand,  and  for 
some  reason  looked  upon  as  a  leader  of  men 
in  the  village.  I  saw  my  chance,  and  promptly 
took  it. 

*  *  Good  evening.  Bob,"  I  said.  *  *  I '  ve  heen 
wanting  to  have  a  hit  of  a  talk  with  you  ahout 
this  Parish  Councils  Act." 

"Well,  Sir.  and  what  ahout  that?"  Of 
course  he  spoke  in  dialect,  hut  the  dialect 
dialogues  are  almost  played  out,  so  I  trans- 
late into  quite  ordinary  English.  It 's  easier 
to  understand,  and  quite  as  interesting. 

**  What  about  it  P  "  said  I,  with  well-simu- 
lated surprise.  Then  I  launched  intaa  glowing 
account  of  what  it  would  effect.  I  waxed 
poetic.  The  a^cultural  labourer  would 
come  home  at  night  from  his  work  proud  in 
the  consciousness  of  being  a  citizen.  He 
would  breathe  a  different  air ;  the  very  fire 
in  his  cottage  would  bum  Brighter  hecause 
a  Parish  CouncU  had  heen  established  in  his 
midst.  I  finished  (it  was  a  distinct  anti- 
climax) by  saying  that  I  had  heen  carefully 
studying  the  Act. 

Two  days  later  Black  Bob  and  two  of  his 
mates  called  at  my  house— a  deputation  to 


ask  me  to  speak  at  a  meeting,  to  explain  the 
Act.  I  pleaded  modesty,  and,  saying  I  would 
ne'er  consent,  consented.  It  was  a  vain  thing 
to  have  done,  and  the  effects  have  heen  start- 
ling. But  that  meeting  must  have  a  chapter 
toitodf. 


BOBER'TS  SOLLEM  ADWISE. 

I  CABKT  on  airth  think  what  is  the  matter 
with  me  lately.  I  seems  to  have  lost  all  my 
good  sperrits,  and  am  as  guiet  and  as  mopish 
as  if  I  was  out  of  a  sitiation,  which  in  course 
I  am  not,  and  am  not  at  all  likely  to  he.  My 
wife  hothers  me  by  oonstent  inquiries  ahout 
the  oomin  change  on  the  9th,  out  she  ort 
to  no,  as  I  noes,  that  the  cumming  new  Lobd 
Mare  is  jest  the  same  good,  kind,  afabel  Gent 
as  the  noble  Gent  as  is  a  going  afore  him. 
and  who  ewery  body  loved  and  respected,  ana 
who  allers  showed  me  ewery  posserhel  kind- 
ness. I  aint  not  at  all  sure  as  them  wunder- 
f ul  Gents  as  calls  theirselves  County  Count- 
sellers,  and  is  allers  a  throwing  their  ill- 
natured  jeers  at  the  grand  old  C^tty.  hasn't 
sumthink  to  do  with  it.  I  'm  told  as  tney  has 
acshaliy  ordered  one  of  our  most  poplar 
Theaters  to  he  shut  up,  becoz  the  acters  and 
actresses  is  so  werry  atracktive  that  they 
draws  a  wunderful  contrast  between  them 
and  the  soUem  Gents  as  is  allers  a  interfeer- 
ing  in  some  way  or  other  where  they  are 
least  wanted. 

One  of  their  most  wunderful  and  most  con- 
ceeted  fads  is  a  longing  desire  to  have  charge 
of  our  nobel  Citty  Periice,  which,  as  ewery 
body  knos,  is  the  pride  of  the  hole  Me- 
trolyxnis. 

One  of  the  new  Lord  Mare's  private  gennel- 
men  has  told  me,  in  the  werry  strictest  con- 
fidens,  that  they  have  all  agreed  toother, 
Lord  Mars,  Sherryfs,  Halldermen,n very- 
men,  and  setterer,  to  have  the  most  hrillientest 
Show  as  has  hin  seen  in  the  old  Citty  since 
the  time  of  Dick  WimwoxoN  of  e¥rarla8ting 
memory!  if  its  ony  for  the  purpose  of  driving 
the  County  Countsellers,  as  they  calls  their- 
selves, stark  staring  mad  with  enwy  I  And 
so  estonished  is  the  Queen's  Guvemment 
themselves  hy  what  they  hears  on  the  suhjeo 
of  the  glorious  approching  Dinner,  that  they 
has  ac^ally  ordered  the  wcorry  primest  of 
all  their  Cabinet  lot,  indooding  the  Prime 
Minister  hisself ,  and  the  Lord  Chanceseller, 
and  my  Lord  Spinster,  ^ 

and  setterer  and   set-  /T 

terer,  not  only  to  accept  *^  -* 
the  Lord  Marb's  per- 
lite  inwitation,  hut  to 
take  care  to  he  in  good 
time,  and  not  to  keep 
the  nobel  company  wait- 
ing as  old  Mr.  Gled- 
8T0NB  usued  to  do  in 
days  gom  by. 

By-the-hy,  the  pre- 
sent Lord  Mare,  jest  to 
show  his  ennazin  libber- 
aUty,  acshaliy  arsked 
jest  a  few  of  the 
County  Countsellers  to 
his  larst  ffreat  bankwet 
larst  week,  and  werry 
much  they  seemed  to  injoy  theirselves,  and  I 
must  say,  behaived  like  reel  gennelmen,  tho' 
sum  of  the  speeches,  speshally  them  hy  Lord 
Hailsbert  and  Mr.  Richer,  must  have  been 
rayther  staggerers  for  tJiem  to  bear. 

Robert. 

Prosit.— Best  wishes  to  Mr.  Beerbohv 
Tree  for  the  success  of  the  new  piece  at  the 
Haymarket.  Whatever  may  be  the  result, 
he,  personally,  is  in  for  a  **  Wynn." 


vol.  cvil 
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"THE    CHALLENQE. 

Sir  Lucius  O'Trig^tr  {the  Irinh  Party),  "Then  svee  tou  snow  what  is  to  be  done  ?*' 

Bob  Acres  (L-rd Rs'hry),  ''WhatI  fight  him?  ....  Odds  flihts,  pans  and  teigoebs  I  I*ll  cballenob  btu  dirmctlt 


DiyiLized  by 


B  Jf/Jf  dirmctlt! 

Lioogle- 
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"THE  CHALLENGE." 

["  Of  ooune,  you  may  get  the  House  of  Lords  to  surrender  ss  you 
get  a  fortress  to  surrender,  by  making  it  clear  that  it  is  encompassed 
and  besieged  bevond  all  hope  of  deliverance ;  but  that  in  itself  is  not 
an  easy  task  with  the  garrison  that  1  have  described  as  sure  to  defend 
it.  . . .  We  fling  down  the  gauntlet.  It  is  for  you  to  back  us  up." — 
Lord  jRotebery  at  Bradford.] 

Boh  Acres        .        .        .       •       .    Lord  R-8-B-BT. 
Sir  Lucius  O^  Trigger     .       .       •    Iriah  Party. 

•  ••••• 

Sir  Lueiut,  Then  sure  you  know  what  is  to  be  done  ? 

Aeret.  What!  fight  him? 

Sir  LueUu.  Ay,  to  be  sure :  what  can  I  mean  else  ?  . . .  I  think  he 
has  given  you  the  greatest  provocation  in  the  world. 

Acres.  Gad,  that  *s  true — I  grow  full  of  anger,  Sir  Lucnrs !— I  fire 
apace !  Odds  hilts  and  blades !  I  find  a  man  may  have  a  deal  of  valour 
in  him  and  not  know  it !  .  .  .  Your  words  are  a  grenadier's  match  to 
my  heart !  I  believe  courage  must  be  catching !  I  certainly  do  feel 
a  kind  of  valour  rising  as  it  were— a  kind  of  courage  as  I  may  ssy.— 
Odds  flints,  pans  and  triggers !  /'//  challenge  him  directly  !^The 
RivaU» 

•  ••••• 

Fighting  BoVe  Afterthoughts. 

Odds  bombs  and  torpedoes !    An  oath,  like  a  whistle. 

Will  keep  np  the  oonn«e— Dutch  courage  at  least  I 
I  feel  like  a  hero  of  grandeur  and  gristle 

Who  goes  to  the  fight  as  men  go  to  a  feast. 
Sir  Lucius  has  wrought  me  to 't— fire-eater  furiou*. 

Odds  bullets  and  blades,  how  he'll  bristle  and  whisk ! 
Tes^  courage  is  catching.    And  yet— it  is  curious, 

He  urges  the  task  without  weighing  the  risk. 

That 's  just  like  O'Tbtooer,  a  swag^ring  swigger 
Of  fiery  potheen  which  gets  into  his  head ! 

At  patience  and  caution  he  '11  swear  or  he  'U  snigger, 
His  only  resources  steel,  powder  and  lead. 

He  thinks  he  has  mana^rea  the  business  most  cleverly, 
Bull-makingbullv  of  Blunderbuss  Hall ; 

But  zounds.    That  big  burly  and  black-b«tfded— Bevee- 

LBT, 

Is  not  a  foe  to  pooh  pooh !    Not  at  all  I 

Odds  jigs  and  tabors!    Such  bellioose  neighbours 

Are  horridly  awkward ;  they  will  force  one's  hand, 
A  chap  who  unceasingly  brags  and  belabours 

Is  valued,  no  doubt,  in  a  Donnybrook  band ; 
But  swelling  Drawcansir  demeanour  won't  answer 

On  this  side  the  Channel  so  well  as  on  that. 
O'T&iooER  's  a  mixture  of  Scorpio  and  Cancer, 

And  Bull  is  less  sweet  on  that  blend  than  is  Pat. 

It's  iust  a  tremendous,  big,  bothersome  business, — 

That 's  what  it  is  I  But  I  'm  in  for  it  now. 
/feel  a  dizziness.    O'Triggeb's  fizziness 

Leads  all  his  friends  into  mischief  and  row. 
Si  ill,  I  'm  committed ;  and  mach  to  be  pitied. 

As  clearly  they  'd  see  if  they  had  any  nous. 
But  odds  popguns  and  peashooters !  shall  I  be  twitted 

With  caution  extreme,  and  the  pluck  of  a  mouse  ? 

No,  that  will  not  do.    I  my  courage  must  muster. 

Whatever  the  odds,  Fighting  Bob  must  show  fight ! 
So  here  goes  a  buster,  though  bluster  and  fluster 

Are  not  in  my  line ;  yet     indite.  Sirs,  indite  I " 
I  '11  begin  with  a— swear- word  and  end  with  defiance  ! 

Odds  daggers  and  darts,  how  I  '11  hector  and  frown ! 
My  friends  on  my  valour  may  now  place  reliance. 

The  challenge  is  sent,  Sirs,  the  gauntlet  is  down ! ! ! 


THE  SCHOOL-BOARD  APPLE-PIE. 

{Adapted  for  the  Board  School  Infant  Classes,) 

A  (School- Board)  Apple-Pie ;  B  (uilt  it) ;  C  (ircnlar)  cut  it 
up ;  D  (iqole)  directed  it ;  E  (xpenses)  eat  it  up ;  F  (obster) 
fought  for  it:  O  (ladstoke)  got  it  through;  H  (ostility) 
hampered  it ;  I  (ntoleranoe)  injured  it ;  J  (ealouries)  jangled 
about  it;  E  (indness)  kindled  at  it;  L  (obb)  lightened  its 
costs ;  M  (oney)  met  them ;  N  (oodles)  talked  nonsense  about 
it ;  0  (pimon)  oscillated  oonoeming  it ;  P  (rogres»ives)  prodded 
it ;  Q,  (uidnuncs)  querulously  questioned  and  quizzed  it ; 
R  (ilxt)  raised  religious  rumpus  about  it,  while  R  (atepayersj 
ruefullv  regutied  him  ;  S  (ecularism)  sneerf  d  at  it ;  T  (eacnersj 
toiled  for  it ;  V  (ituperation)  vexed  it ;  W  (isdom)  wondered 
at  it ;  and  X,  Y,  Z-well,  "  Wise-heads  "  are  few,  and  **  X  "  is 
an  unknown  quantity. 


^  >^^  !^<^^  '^ 


POSITIVELY   OSTENTATIOUS. 

Mr.  Phunkstick  {quite  put  out),  *'Talk  ABOUT  Aobioultural  Dspbissiov, 
indbkd  1  Don't  bblisvb  in  it  1  Kkvxb  saw  Fkmoxs  kbpt  in  such  dis- 
gusting lt  GOOD  ORDER  IN  Wi  UTtL  1  " 


VAGABOND  VEBSES. 

WiTHix  the  Square  we  both  abide, 

An  artist  I,  an  heiress  you, 
Mv  studio  like  my  work  is  skied, 

'Tis  sitting-room  and  studio  too. 
Your  chimney-pots  1  can  descry, 

I  look  across  the  leafy  Square. 
I  think  of  you,  I  wonder  why 

Your  uncle  is  a  millionaire ! 

I  've  pictured  you  in  chalks  and  oils, 

I  like  you  best  in  misty  grey, 
Your   nameless    charm    my   pencU 
spoils. 

Yet  strives  for  ever  to  portray. 
By  day  I  turn  you  to  the  wall 

Lest  idle  gazers  si  ^uld  surprise ; 
But  when  night  gathers  I  recall, 

I  look  into  your  dreaming  eyes. 

So  many  things  I  cared  about. 

And  now  they  all  have  fallen  flat. 
While  I.  Bohemian  out  and  out, 

Have  been  to  buy  a  better  hat, 
In  lieu  of  one  of  dusky  green 

Upon  my  coat  paint  splashes  shine. 
Endeavouring  to  get  it  clean 

I  've  rubbed  it  hard  with  turpen- 
tine 

Till  my  head  ached,  my  heart  was 
faint. 

And  I  was  utterly  undone, 
I  cannot  rub  away  the  paint, 

I  can*t  afford  another  one. 
They  have  a  murky  yellow  shade. 

My  collars  once   so   white ;   and 
frail, 
And  at  the  wristbands  sadly  frayed 

My  solitary  swallow-tail  I 

That  dinner-party  where  we  met ! 

We  seemed  to  meet  like  friends  of 
old, 
And  both  to  utterly  forget 

The  bitter  barrier  of  gold. 


Oh,  by  your  eyes,  your  wistful  mien, 
I  know  for  wealm  you  do  not  eare, 

I  know  you  wish  you  had  not  been 
Related  to  a  millionaire ! 

The  starlit  night  is  deepening, 

Hushed  are  the  footsteps  of  the 
folk. 
My  window  open  wide  I  fling, 

And  one  enchanted  pipe  I  smoke, 
And  on  the  misty  vapour  blue, 

Across  the  Square  my  fancies  float ; 
And  oh,  so  near,  so  near  to  you. 

And  oh,  so  bitterly  remote ! 

I  talk  to  you  of  many  things. 

My  pipe  I  unaware  refill, 
I  wonder  if  our  thoughts  have  wings, 

I  wonder,  are  you  waking  still  ? 
And  should  I,  if  your  house  took 
fire. 

Have  time  to  hurry  to  your  aid. 
To  rescue  you  from  peril  dire. 

Before  swooped  down    the  Fire 
Brigade. 

There   has   sprung  up   a   pleasant 
breeze 

After  the  da/'s  dustladen  air, 
And  it  is  blowing  in  the  trees 

Within  the  garden  in  the  Square. 
Oh,  gentle  wind— /may  not  speak. 

Wind  from  the  West,  /  may  not 
tell. 
Across  the  Square  my  lady  seek. 

And  bid  her  dream  I  love  her  well! 


PoLiTi  PoLiCB  nr  EoTPT.— The 
Anglo-Egjrptian  Polioe  are  to  be  oon- 
veiied  into  a  dvil  force.  Will  Polioe 
Professors  of  Politeness  be  sent  ovtr 
from  England  to  give  lectures  on 
civility  F 

Motto  pok  ant  Authors  wnrnNO 
Plats  fob  the  Gabbick  Theatbe. 
— *'  Keep  your  Habb  on  I " 
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LYRE   AND    LANCET. 

(A  Story  in  Scenes,) 

PAET  XDL— UNEAENED  INCREMENT. 

ScENB  XXVII,  [continued),— The  Chinese  Drawing  Room. 

Sir  Rupert  {to  Tredwell),  Well,  what  is  it  P 

"■     -    .      *     With  reference  to  the  party.  Sir 


haye  oome  down  to  see  the 'orse, 


TredweU  (in  an  undertone),   T^ 
RuPEBT,  as  represents  himself  to 

Sir  Rup,  {aloud).  Ton  mean   Mr.  Spubbell?    It's   all   right. 
Mr.  Bpcjbrell  will  see  the  horse  to-morrow.    (Teedwell  disguises 

his  utter  bewilderment)  By  the  way,  we  expected  a  Mr. What 

did  you  say  the  name  was,  my  dear  ?  .  . .  Undershell  ?  To  be 
sore,  a  Mr.  Undebshell,  to  have  been  here  in  time  for  dinner.  Do 
you  know  why  he  has  been  unable  to  oome  before  this  ? 

Tred,    {to   himself).   Do   I   know?    Oh,   Lor!    {Aloud,)    I— I 
believe  he  have  arrived,  Sir  Rupebt. 

Sir  Rup,  So  I  understand  from  Mr.  Spubbell.    Is  he  here  still  ? 

Tred,  He  is,  Sir  Rupebt.   I— I  oonsidered  it  my  dooty  not  to  allow 
him  to  leave  the  house,  not  feeling 

Sir  Rup,  Quite  right,  Tbedwell. 
I  should  have  been  most  seriously 
annoyed  if  I  had  found  that  a  guest 
we  were  all  anxiously  expectLng  had  left 

the  Court,  owing  to  some  fancied 

Where  is  he  now  ? 

Tred,  {faintly).  In— in  the  Vemey 
Chamber.    Leastways 

Sir  Rup,  Ah.  {He  glances  at  Spub- 
bell.) Then  where ?   Bat  that  can 

be  arranged.  Go  up  and  explain  to  Mr. 
Undebshell  tiiat  we  have  only  this 
moment  heard  of  his  arrival;  say  we 
imderstand  that  he  has  been  obliged 
to  oome  by  a  later  train,  and  that  we 
shall  be  delighted  to  see  him,  just  as 
he  is. 

S]^utTett  {to  himself).  He  was  worth 
looking  at  just  as  he  was,  when  /saw 
him! 

Tred.  Very  good.  Sir  Rupebt.  {To 
himself  as  he  departs.)  If  I'm  not 
precious  careful  over  this  job,  it  may 
cost  me  my  situation ! 

Spurr,  Sir  Rupebt,  I've  been  think- 
ing that,  after  what's  occurred,  it 
would  probably  be  more  satisfactory  to 
all  parties  if  I  shifted  my  quarters, 
and— and  took  my  meals  in  the  House- 
keeper's Room.  [Lady  Maisie  and 
Lady  Rhoda  utter  inarticulate  pro^ 
tests. 

Sir  Rup.  Mv  dear  Sir,  not  on  any 
aooount--coulan't  hear  of  it !  My  wife, 
I  'm  sure,  will  say  the  same. 

Lady  Culcerin  {with  an  effort),  I 
hope  Mr.  Spubbell  will  continue  to 
be  our  guest  precisely  as  before — that 
is,  if  he  will  forgive  us  for  putting 

him  into  another  room 

I 
can^ 


Spurr,  {to  himself).  It's  noui 
^^nU  get  rid  of  'em :  they  stick  to  me  like  a  lot  of  highly-bred  burrs ! 

(Aloud,  in  despair,)    Your  ladyship  is  very  good,  but Well, 

the  fact  is,  I  've  only  just  found  out  that  a  young  lady  I  've  long 
been  deeply  attached  to  is  in  this  very  house.  She 's  a  Miss  Emma 
Phillipson— maid,  so  I  understand,  to  Lady  Maisie— and,  without 
for  one  moment  wishinj^  to  draw  any  comparisons,  or  to  seem  un- 
grateful for  all  the  friendliness  I've  received,  I  really  and  truly 
would  feel  myself  more  comfortable  in  a  circle  where  I  could  enjoy 
rather  more  of  my  Emma's  society ! 

Sir  Rup,  {immensely  relieved).  Perfectly  natural!  and—hum 
— sorry  as  we  are  to  lose  you,  Mr.  Spubbell,  we— ah — mustn't 
be  inconsiderate  enough  to  keep  you  here  a  moment  longer.  I 
daresay  you  will  find  the  young  lady  in  the  Housekeeper's 
Room— anvone  will  teU  you  where  it  is.  . .  .  Good-night  to  vou, 
then ;  and,  remember,  we  shall  expect  to  see  you  in  the  field  on 
Tuesday. 

Lady  Maisie.  Good-night,  Mr.  Spubbell,  and— and  I  'm  so  very 
glad— about  Emma,  you  know.    I  hope  you  will  both  be  very  happy. 

IShe  shakes  hands  warmly. 

Lady  Rhoda,  So  do  I.  And  mind  you  don't  forget  about  that 
liniment,  you  know. 

Captain  Thicknesse  {to  hifnself).  Maisie  don't  care  a  hang !  And 
I  was  ass  enough  to  fancy But  there,  that 's  all  over  now  1 


"  I  'm  io  very  glad— about  Emma,  you  know  ! ' 


Scene  XXYIIL—The  Vemey  Chamber. 

Under  shell  {in  the  dressing-room,  to  himself).  1  wonder  how  long 
I  've  been  locked  up  here— it  seems  hours !  I  almost  hope  they've 
forgotten  me  altogether. . .  .  Someone  has  come  in. . . .  If  it  ahinild 
be  Sir  Rupebt  ! !  Great  Heavens,  what  a  situation  to  be  found  in 
by  one's  host !  . . .  Perhaps  it's  only  that  fellow  Spubbell;  if  so, 
there 's  a  chance.  {The  door  is  unlocked  by  Tbedwell,  who  hat 
lighted  the  candles  on  the  dressing-table.)  It's  the  butler  airain. 
Well,  I  shall  soon  know  the  worst !  {He  steps  out,  blinking,  with  as 
much  dignity  as  possible.)  Perhaps  you  will  kindly  inform  me  why 
I  have  been  subjected  to  this  indignity  P 

Tred,  {in  perturbation).  I  think  Mr.  Uin)EBSHELL,  Sir,  in  oommoa 
fairness,  you  '11  admit  as  you  've  mainlj  yourself  to  thank  for  any 
mistakes  that  have  occurred;  for  which  I  'asten  to  express  my 
pussonal  regret. 

Und.  So  long  as  you  realise  that  you  have  made  a  mistake,  1  am 
willing  to  overlook  it,  on  condition  that  you  help  me  to  get  away 
from  this  place  without  your  master  and  mistresses  knowledge. 
Tred,  It 's  too  late,  Sir.    They  know  you  're  'ere ! 
Utid,  They  know!    Then  there 's  no  time  to  be  lost.    ImustlesTe 
this  moment ! 

Tred.  No,  Sir,  excuse  me ;  but  yim 
can't  hardly  do  that  now.  I  was  to 
say  that  Sir  Rupebt  and  the  ladies 
would  be  glad  to  see  you  in  the 
Droring  Room  himmediate. 

Und,  Man  alive!  do  you  imagine 
anything  would  induce  me  to  meet 
them  now,  after  the  humiliati<mB  1 
have  been  compelled  to  suffer  under 
this  roof  P 

Tred,  If  you  would  prefer  anythiog 
that  has  taken  pkoe  in  the  Room,  Sir, 

or  in  the  stables  to  be  'uahed  up 

Und  Prefer  it!  If  it  were  only 
possible !  But  they  know — ^they  know! 
What's  the  use  of  talking  like  that? 

Tred.  {to  himself).  I  know  where  1 
am  now!  {Aloud.)  They  know  nothiok 
up  to  the  present,  Mr.  Undebshell, 
nor  yet  I  see  no  occasion  why  they 
should — leastvrise  from  any  of  Us. 
Und,  But  they  know  I  'm  here;  how 

am  I*to  account  for  all  the  time ? 

Tred,  Excuse  me.  Sir.  I  thought  of 
that,  and  it  occurred  to  me  as  it  mitht 
be  more  agreeable  to  your  feelings.  Sir, 
if  I  convened  an  impressiQn  that  you 
had  only  just  arrived — ^'aving  missed 
your  train.  Sir. 

Und.  {overjoyed).  How  am  1  to 
thank  you  P  that  was  really  most  dis- 
creet 01  you— most  considerate ! 

Tred,  I  am  truly  rejoioed  to  hear 
you  say  so.  Sir.  And  I'll  take  care 
nothing  leaks  out.  And  if  you'll  be 
kind  enough  to  follow  me  to  the  Drorin; 
Room,  the  ladies  are  waiting  to  see 

Und.  {to  himself),  I  BMiy  actually 

meet  Lady  Maisie  Mull  after  all! 

{Aloud,    recollecting    hie    condiHon,) 

I  'm  in  such  a  horrible  mess ! 


But  I  can*t  go  down  like  this. 

Tred.  I  reellj  don't  jperceive  it,  Sir ;  there 's  a  little  white  on  year 
coat-collar  behind.  Allow  me— there,  it 's  off  now.  {He  gives  kirn  a 
hand-glass.)    If  you  'd  Hke  to  see  for  yourself. 

Und.  {to  himself  as  he  looks),  A  tittle  pfdlor,  that's  all.  I  am 
more  presentable  than  I  could  have  hoped.  {Aloud,)  Have  the 
kindness  to  take  me  to  Lady  Culvebik  at  once. 

Scene  XXIX.— TA*  Chinese  Drawing  Room. 
A  few  mintUes  later. 

Sir  Rup,  {to  Undebshell,  after  the  introductions  have  been  gone 
through).  And  so  you  missed  the  4.55  and  had  to  come  on  by  the  7.30, 
which  stops  everywhere,  eh  ? 

Und.  It^t  oertainlv  does  stop  at  most  stations. 

Sir  Rup.  And  how  did  you  get  on  to  Wyvem— been  here  long? 

Und.  N-not  particularly  long. 

Sir  Rup,  Fact  is,  you  see,  we  made  a  mistake.  Very  ridiculous, 
but  we  've  been  taking  that  young  fellow,  Mr.  Spubbell,  for 
you  all  this  time;  so  we  never  thought  of  inauiring  wh^er 
you'd  oome  or  not.  It  was  only  just  now  he  told  us  how  he  d 
met  you  in  the  Yemey  Chamber,  and  the  very  handaome  jray, 
if  you  will  allow  me  to  say  so,  in  which  you  had  tried  to  once 
yourself. 


LiOOgh 


DlglLizyU  Liy 
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Und.  (to  himself).  I  didn't  expect  him  to  take  that  yiew  of  it! 
{Aloud.)    I— I  felt  I  had  no  alternative. 

[Lady  Maisie  regards  him  tcUk  admiration. 

Sir  Rtip.  You  did  an  uncommon  fine  thing,  Sir,  and  I'm  afraid 
you  received  treatment  on  your  arrival  ^hioh  you  had  every  right  to 
resent. 

Und.  (to  himself).  I  hoped  he  didn't  know  about  the  Housekeeper's 
Room !  (Aloud.)  Please  say  no  more  about  it.  Sir  Rupebt.  I  uiow 
now  that  you  were  entirely  innocent  of  any 

Sir  Run,  (horrified).  Good  Gad  I  you  didn't  suppose  /  had  any 
hand  in  nxing  up  that  boobv  trap,  or  whatever  it  was,  did  you? 
Young  fellows  will  get  bear-nghting  and  plajing  idiotic  tricks  on  one 
another,  and  vou  seem  to  have  been  the  viotim—that  's  how  it  was. 
Have  you  had  anjrthing  to  eat  since  you  came  ?    If  not 

Und.  (hastily).  Thank  you,  I— I  have  dined.  (To  himself.)  So 
he  doesnH  know  where,  after  all !    I  will  spare  him  that. 

Sir  Rup.  Got  some  food  at  Shuntingbridge,  eh?  Afraid  they 
gave  you  a  wretched  dinner? 

Und.  Quite  the  reverse,  I  assure  you.  (To  himself.)  Considering 
that  it  came  from  his  own  table ! 

Lady  Maisie  {in  an  undertone,  to  Captain  Thickvesse).  Gerald, 
you  remember  what  I  said  some  time  ago— about  poetry  and  poets  ? 

Capt.  Thick.  Perfectly.    And  I  thought  you  were  quite  right. 

Lctdy  Maisie.  I  was  quite  wrong.  I  didn  t  know  what  I  was  talk- 
ing al>out.  I  do  now.  Good  night.  (She  crosses  to  Unbesshsll.) 
Good  night,  Mr.  Blaib,  I'm  so  very  glad  we  have  met— at  last! 

[She  goes, 

Und.  (to  himself,  rapturously).  She's  not  freckled;  she  snot  even 
Fandv.  She 's  lovely !  And,  by  some  unhoped  for  good  fortune,  all 
this  has  only  raised  me  in  her  eyes.    I  am  more  than  oompensated ! 

Capt.  Thick,  (to  himself).  1  may  just  as  well  get  back  to  Alder- 
shot  to-morrow— woir.  I**!!  go  and  prepare  Lady  C.'s  mind,  in  case. 
It 's  hard  luck ;  just  when  everything  seemed  gom'  right !  I  'd  give 
somethin'  to  have  the  other  bard  back,  I  know.  It's  no  earthly  use 
my  tryin'  to  stand  against  this  one ! 


FEMINA  DUX  PACTI. 


The  Tumulus,  Parliament  Hill,  Nov.  5. 

Dear  Mr.  Putsch,— Do  not  confuse  me  with  a  boa-constrictor 
story.  Cursed  be  he  that  disturbs  my  bona  fides ;  and  the  above  is 
my  real  address. 

True,  the  ancient  Romans  knew  me  as  the  Old  Pretendress,  but 
let  that  pass.  'What  I  want  to  know  is  this.  Will  nothing  dieok 
the  energy  of  the  L.  C.  C.  ?— nothing  allay  their  fever  for  expurga- 
tion ?  I  am  not  a  Promenader.  I  only  ask  to  lie  still.  Nor  a  Living 
Picture  either,  and  have  not  been  for  more  than  eighteen  centuries. 
Talk  of  Roman  noses  I  Wby  their  eagle  was  a  cnicken  compared 
with  the  London  Carrion  Crows  I    Such  a  power  of  scent  I 

It  is  Guy  Fawkes  day,  and  I  hear  talk  of  blowing  up  the  Lords. 
But  surely  one  must  draw  the  line  somewhere  this  side  of  an  insidious 
exhumation  of  the  Monarchy  I 

After  all,  if  they  do  get  at  my  bones,  the  real  marrow  of  me  has 
transmigrated  into  the  Xiew  Woman.  Sir,  there  were  New  Women 
in  my  day.  We  invented  everything.  I  see  the  Daily  Telegraph 
says  they  have  found  a  pellet.  That  reminds  me  that  aft^  tiie 
death  of  m^  late  husband,  Prasutaocs,  King  of  the  Iceni  (not  to  be 
confused  with  the  Plioceni  of  about  the  same  period),  I  was  subjected 
to  the  most  revolting  barbarity  at  the  hands  of  the  Veterans  (their 
name  was  legionary),  and  I  was  obliged  to  invent  a  pellet-proof 
corset. 

Then,  again,  we  held  all  the  commissions  in  the  army.  How  does 
Tacitus  report  my  famous  jspeech  to  the  Queen  Consort's  Own 
Regiment  of  Pioneers  (new  style)  ?  **  Vincendum  tUa  ode  vel  caden^ 
dum  esse.  Id  mulieri  destinatum.  Viverent  viri  et  servirent"  Let 
the  men  live  on  in  slavery  I    What  a  pro^etic  utterance  I 

By  the  wav,  not  manj  Emancipated  Women  of  the  present  day 
could  speak  "better  Latin  than  that.  Indeed,  we  took  all  the 
University  degrees.    I  myself  was  an  honorary/?^  de  se. 

Don't  tell  me  that  I  am  prehistoric,  and  that  TAcmrs  was  a  forger 
of  the  fourteenth  century.  No  testimony  is  sacred  now-a-days,  not 
even  the  most  profane ! 

I  conclude  with  a  passage  from  Madame  Sarah  Grat,  which  I 
think  comes  in  rather  well. 

Btneath  this  storied  hump  there  hes  concealed 

A  heart  once  pregnant  with  a  Righteous  Plan, 
Hands  that  the  rod  of  Empire  used  to  wield, 
And  whacked  to  ecstasy  the  human  Man. 

Dear  Mr.  Punch,  may  you  live  for  ever ;  or,  faiUnff  that,  may  no 
rude  spoiler  mar  your  '*  animated  bust."  Excuse  these  disjointed 
remarKB,  but  I  am  writing  in  a  barrow. 

Tours,  in  the  spirit,  Boadicea. 

P.S.— I  have  thought  of  a  proverb.  New  Women  should  be  put 
into  new  tumuli.  I 


A   QAY  WIDOW   COURTED. 

NoTHoro  oould  be  better  than  the  aotinir  aU'roundlJn^the  new 
three-act  plav  at  the  Court  It  is  distinctly  first-rate,  and  those 
who  want  a  hearty  laugh  should  proceed  to  the  Court  to  enjoy  it. 
And  yet  there  is  also  serious  relief^  there  should  be— light  and 
shade.  First  there  is  Miss  Lornx  YsinoB.  who  ^ows  us  that  she 
can  mingle  pathos  with  oomedy,  temper  smiles  with  tears.  She  is  as 
bright  as  sunshine  in  the  comic  scenes,  and 
when  she  has  to  say  good-bye  to  her  i^ewly- 
married  daughter,  she  glides  from  peals  of 
merriment  into  sobs  of  sorrow  that  are  in- 
tensely touching  because  they  are  intensely 
natural  Then  Mr.  Hawt&st,  in  a  part 
that  fits  him  down  to  the  ground  (in  the 
Stalls)  and  up  to  the  ceiling  (in  the  (HlleiT}, 
is  greatly  amusing.  And  he,  too,  has  nis 
more  mournful  moments.  People  accus- 
tomed to  seeing  this  acoomplieiied  actor  in 
butterfly  touch-and-go  parts  would  scarcely 
credit  him  with  the  power  of  becoming 
pathetically  unmanned.  And  vet  so  it  is. 
Mr.  Hawtbbt,  indignant  at  a  false  accusa- 
tion emanating  from  his  wife,  oommenoes  a 
letter  full  of  angry  reproaches,  addressed  to  her  solicitors,'  and  gradu- 
ally forgets  everything  in  his  despairinjg  appeal  for  the  love  he  craves 
but  which  he  fears  he  has  lost.  Nothmg  better  than  this  has  been 
seen  for  a  long  time  in  a  London  theatre.  Then  Mr.  Qilbebt  ^ARE 
(inheritor  of  his  father's  cleverness)  causes  roars  of  laughter  by  his 
comical  sketch  of  a  man  with  a  cold.  But  here,  again,  the  mirth  is 
tempered  with  sympathy.  The  echo  of  the  *'  ha,  ha,  na,"  in  spite  of  its 
inappropriateness,  is  **  Poor  fellow  I "  Mr.  Thokns,  too,  is  good,  and 
so  IS  Mr.  RiGHTOir,  and  so  is  everyone  concerned. 


FINISHING  TOUCHES. 


["  Canon  Fu&sb  said  he  believed  no  man*i  education  was  complete  who 
did  not  attend  public  meetings.**— i>ai/y  News.] 

Mt  classics  were  not  shaky,  nor  my  mathematics  weak, 

My  great  linguistic  fluency  enabled  me  to  speak 

In  half-a-dozen  languages  with  quite  surpnsing  skill. 

And  yet— I  always  felt  it— there  was  something  lacking  still. 

But,  though  profoundly  conscious  of  a  lingering  defect, 

The  cause  of  imperfection  I  was  puzzled  to  detect. 

Bat  Canon  Fctbse  explains  it ;  for  I  sorrow  to  relate, 

I  shunned  all  public  meetings,  which  accounted  fnr  my  state. 

Well,    over    chances   past   and  ^  > 

gone,  'twere  idle  to  shed  tears, 

I'm  striving  now  to  rectify  the 
fault  of  former  years. 

And  every  afternoon  and  night  I 
rush  from  street  to  street, 

Endeavouring  to  make  my  edu- 
cation more  **  complete.'' 

Wbere  Anti-Yivisectionists  their 

armaments  encamp. 
Where    Democrats   democratise, 

and  stage-reformers  ramp, 
Wbere  fervent  Ulstermen  point 

out  that  MoBLET  is  a  fool. 
Where  Pamellites    insist   upon 

the  beauty  of  Home  Rule ; 

Where  lecturers  with  lanterns  make  the  vice  of  drinking  clear, 
Wbere  publicans  prove  amply  that  our  only  hope  is  beer, — 
To  ^udi  and  all  oi  these  I  come,  a  champion  of  the  cause, 
And  sit  imbibing  wisdom,  and  I  join  in  the  applause ; 

I  join  in  the  applause,  and— yea !    The  Anti-Smoking  cranks 
Invited  me,  not  long  ago,  to  move  a  vote  of  thanks ! 
Ah,  happy,  happy  moment,  when  I  stood,  composed  but  proud. 
And  looked  at  Mr.  Chairman,  and  the  hushed,  expectant  crowd ! 

Yes,  Canon  Fubse,  I  thank  you  for  your  warning  so  diEcreet ; 
Indeed,  our  education  now  is  whoUv  incomplete 
Unless  we  meet  and  *'  sympathise,''  **  insist  on,"  and  **  deplore," 
And  listen  to  the  prattling  Prig,  the  Faddist,  and  the  Bore  I 


Home  fob  Advertiser^.—**  Puffin  Island."    Of 
only  for  those  who  find  tbemsilves  in  **  many  straits." 


course 


rse  this  is 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI. 


DRAWING-ROOM    INANITIES. 

He,  "I  LiVK  IK  Hill  Stbett.    Whibb  do  you  live?"  She,  "I  livb  ik  Hill  Stbbbt,  too,' 

He  {greatly  delighted  to  find  they  have  something  in  common),  **  Really!  "    (After  a  moment* e  hesitation,) 


AKT  PAmTICULAR  NoiBKB  !  ' 


THE  CHIEF  MOUENER. 

" Pist 

To  where  beyond  these  roices  there  is  P«i«»e." 

Tbnntson's  "  Ouinevere,** 

Peace  I    Lo  I  her  hand  is  on  thine  heart  at  last 
No  bodinfr  echoes  of  the  hattle-blast, 

Whose  hated  sound  thy  earthly  slambers  broke, 
Shall  break^the  rest  whereunto  thou  hast  past. 

Earth*s  mightest  autocrat,  and  yet  a  man 
Unwitched  by  War's  wrath-sturing  rataplan  I 
A  phantom  haunted  thee  from  the  red  snows 
Where  witii  the  Uood  of  legions  Plevna  ran. 

Where  War  took  on  its  deadliest,  dreadf  ul1ec»t  guise, 
The  love  of  Peace  possessed  thee.    Those  closed  eyes 

Frowned  back  fieIloiia*s  long  solioitings. 
Peace  smiles  on  them,  though  lid  on  lid  now  lies. 

Peaoe  smiles  in  love,  and  weeps  in  true  lament. 
Mourner  for  one  who.  worn  and  trouble-bent, 

Tet  with  firm  hand  held  fast  the  Janus  gates, 
A  despot's  aid  to  the  dove -carrier  lent. 

Therefore  the  hearts  of  freemen  to  thee  warmed 
Qreat  Autocrat,  because  the  strong  man  armed, 
And  irresponsible,  kept  sheathed  the  sword, — 
By  Glory's  glittering  lure  unmoved,  unoharmed. 

In  uncheered  isolation,  fear-beset. 

Who  shall  divine  what  longing,  what  reeret. 

Ached  in  the  heart  within  that  Titan  mme. 
How  oft  with  anguish  those  stem  eyes  were  wet  ? 

Pinnacled  in  thy  peril-oompassed  post. 
With  Terror  like  a  grey  and  boding  ghost 

Haunted  continually,  of  what  a^^ 
The  boundless  realm,  the  huge  embattled  host  ?— 

Of  what  avsil  to  solace,  gladden,  bless  P 
From  wife's  endearment  or  from  child's  caress 

Starting  dread -shaken.  Power  sees  danger  lurk. 
In  Peace  more  menacing  than  in  War's  fierce  press. 


But  this  man  spumed  not  Peace  in  fear,  nor  shot  k 
In  his  allegiance  to  her ;  but  would  brook 

The  fierce  revilings  of  her  angry  foes 
Rather  than  face  her  with  unfriendly  look. 

'*  Otus  and  Ephialtes  held  the  chain  "  * 

That  bound  the  miirhty  Mar*.    So  throuffh  his  rf-ign 

He  helped  to  hoJd  the  god  in  "  fetters  oound," 
The  fierce  false  god  who  raged  and  roared  in  vain. 

So  Peace  beside  his  bed  chief  mourner  stands, 
The  Great  White  Tsab  late  lord  of  limitless  land^— 
And  on  that  broad  brave  breast,  now  still  in  death, 
Lays  her  own  olive-branch  with  reverent  handi. 
•mad,  B.  v.,  478. 


Whit  His  Lobdship  must  have  Satd.— A  juryman  in  a  leoent 
case  objected  to  a  private  soldier,  who  is  a  public  servant,  being  de- 
scribed as  **one  of  the  lower  classes."  The  Lobd  Chibf  JusncK 
explained  that  the  witness  had  said  **  rough  dasses,*'  not  **  lower," 
adding  his  dictum  that  **  patent  leather  boots  do  not  make  a  msn 
first  class."  This  remark  was  d  propos  de  bottM ;  and  what  the 
Chief  meant  to  say  was  evidently  that  **  patent  leather  boots  were 
not  to  be  considered  as  a  patent  of  nobility."  When  Fbabk  Locc- 
wooD,  Q.C.,  M.P.,  Attorney-General,  heard  of  it,  he  wept  as  for 
another  good  chance  gone  for  ever. 


Caught  Punning.— In  some  of  the  theatrical  items  for  the 
we  see  it  announced  that  a  certain  playwright  is  at  work  on  a  ctmk 
opera  which  has  for  its  subject  Manon  LescauL  '*  If  it  is  to  be  t 
travestie,"  observed  '*  W.  A.,"  the  World's  Areher,  who  makes  t 
shot  at  a  pun  whenever  the  chance  is  given  him,  '*then  its  title 
should  of  course  be  '  Manon  JBur-LeteattL* " 


**Rbfobx  in  Convetancing."— Certainly,  a  reform  much  needed. 
Let  us  have  some  new  Hansoms  which  are  not  *'  bone-shakers  "  tod 
whose  windows  will  not  act  as  so  many  guillotines.  Some  imnroTed 
growlers  (they  have  been  a  bit  better  recenUy],  drawn  by  leas 
dilapidated  horses,  would  be  a  weloomp  addition. 


Dlyiiizod 


looDsp  addition.       . 
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TO   WHERE   BEYOND  THESE   VOICES  THERE  IS  PEACE."— Tennyson^  ^   V^^QQQ[^ 


Digitized  by 


Google 


NOVBKBIB  10,  1894.] 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARXVARL 


226 


THE    DECADENT    GUYS. 

(A  CohuT'Study  in  Oreen  Carnations,) 

Thkt  were  sitting  oloee  together  in  their  characteiifltio  attitudes ; 
the  knees  slightly  limp,  and  tne  arms  hanging  loosely  by  their  sides ; 
Lord  Ragoie  Tatt£B8all  in  the  peculiar  kind  of  portable  chair  he 
most  affected;  FusriAir  Fltttsbs  in  a  loxurions  sort  of  hand- 
barrow.  The  lemon-tinted  November  light  of  a  back  street  in  a  London 
slum  floated  lovingly  on  their  collapsed  forms,  and  on  the  great  mass  of 
weary  cabbage-stalks  that  lay  dreaming  themselves  daintily  to  death 
in  the  gutter  at  their  feet. 

They  were  both  dressed  very  much  alike,  in  loosely-fitting,  fan- 
tastically patched  coats.  Lord  Kaggie  was  wearing  a  straw  hat, 
with  the  crown  reticently  suggested  rather  than  expressed,  which 
suited  his  complexion  very  w^,  emphasising,  as  it  did,  the  white 
weariness  of  his  smooth  face,  with  the  bright  spot  of  red  that  had 
appeared  on  each  cheek,  and  the  vacant  mtfulness  of  his  hollow 
^es ;  he  held  his  head  slightly  on  one  side,  and  seemed  very  tired. 
FusTiAir  Flittebs  had  adopted  the  regulation  chimney-pot  hat, 
beautiful  with  the  iridescent  sheen  of  decay ;  he  was  taller,  oulgier, 
and  bulkier  than  his  friend,  and  allowed  his  heavy  chin  to  droop 
laimiidly  forward.  Both  wore  white  cotton  gloves,  broken  boots, 
and  rather  small  magenta  cauliflowers  in  their  button-ht  1  -s. 

'•  M  V  dear  Raqgib,"  said 
Mr.  Flitters,  in  a  gently 
elaborate  voice,  and  with  a 
gracious  wave  of  his  plump 
straw-distended  white  fin- 
ders towards  his  compan- 
ion's chair  ;  **  vou  are 
looking  very  well  this  after- 
noon. Tou  would  be  per- 
fectly charming  in  a  red 
wig  and  a  cocked-hat,  and 
aohecked  ulster  with  purple 
and  green  shadows  in  the 
folds.  You  would  wear  it 
beautifully,  floating  negli- 
gently over  your  shoulders. 
But  you  are  wonderfully 
complete  as  you  are  I " 

•*That  is  so  true!"  ac- 

?luie8oed  Raggie,  with  per- 
ect  complacency.  **  I  am 
very  beautiful.  And  you, 
FuOTiAW,  you  are  so  ener- 
getically inert.  Are  vou 
going  to  blow  up  to-nignt  P 
You  are  so  brilliant  when 
you  Mow  up." 

'*I  have  not  decided 
either  way.  I  never  do.  It 
will  depend  upon  how  I 
feel  in  the  bonfire.  I  let  it 
come  if  it  wilL  The  true 
impromptu  is  invariably 
premeditated." 

•*  Isn't  that  rather  self- 
contradictory?"  said  Kaggie,  with  his  pretty  auick  smile. 

**  Of  course  it  is.  Does  not  consistency  solely  consist  in  contra- 
dicting oneself  ?    But  I  suppose  I  am  a  trme  decousu,** 

**  You  are.  Indeed,  we  are  both  what  those  absurd  clothes-dealing 
Philistines  would  call  *  threadbare  '—you  and  I." 


**  We  must  give  them  time.  Already  they  have  copied  our  distinc- 
tive costume,  caught  our  very  features  and  colouring.  Some  day. 
FcsTiAN,  some  day  they  will  adopt  our  mystic  emblem— the  symlx)! 
that  is  such  a  true  symbol  in  possessing  no  meaning  whatevei^-the 

Magenta  Cauliflower  I    And  then— and  then ." 

** It  will  be  time  for  Us  to  drop  it,"  continued  Mr.  Fustian 

Fltitebs,  with  his  pecular  smile  of  inscrutable  obviousness. 

** Beautiful  rose-coloured  children!"  murmured  Lord  Raggie, 
dreamily ;  * '  how  sad  to  think  that  they  will  all  grow  up  and  degenerate 
into  pork-butchers^d  generals,  and  bishops,  and  absurdly  futile  per- 
sons of  that  sort !  But  listen  *  it  is  so  sweet  of  them— they  are  going  to 
sing  an  exauisite  little  catch  I  composed  expressly  for  them,  a  sort  of 
mellifluousiy  raucous  chant  with  no  tune  in  particular.  That  is 
where  it  is  so  wonderfuL    True  melody  is  always  quite  tuneless !  " 

One  by  one  the  shrill,  passionate  young  voices  chimed  in,  until  the 

very  lamp-posts  throbbea  and  rang  with  the  words,  and  they  seemed  to 

wander  away,  away  among  the  sleeping  pageant  of  the  chimney-pots, 

away  to  the  burnished  golden  globes  of  the  struggling  pawnbroker. 

"  Please  ter  remember.    The  Fifth  o'  November.    For  Gun  Powder  Plot. 

Tcr  blow  up  the  King  and  'is  Porliment.    Shall  never.    Be.    Forgot ! 

'OUer,  Boys, 'OUer!»» 
Lord  Rag  GTE,  with  his  head  bent,  listened  with  a  smile  parting  the 
scarlet  thread  of  his  lips,  a  smile  in  his  pretty  hollow  eyes.   * '  I  wonder 

wny  people  should  be  ex- 
horted to  remember  such  a 
prosaic  and  commonplace 
crimeasthat,"  he  meditated 
aloud :  **  a  crime,  too,  that 
had  not  even  the  vulgar 
merit  of  being  a  success !  " 
"Only  failures  ever  do 
succeed,  really,"  said  Fus- 
tian, leaning  largely  over 
his  barrow.  **  How  deli- 
ciously  they  are  joggling 
us  I  Don't  you  like  having 
your  innermost  shavings 
stimulated,  Raggie  ?  " 

"There  is  onljr  one 
stimulating  thing  in  the 
world,"  was  the  lan^d 
answer;  "and  that  is  a 
soporific.  But  see,  Fus- 
tian, here  comes  one  of 
those  unconsciously  absurd 

Sirsons  they  call  policemen, 
ow  stifily  he  holds  him- 
self. Why  is  there  some- 
thing so  irresistibly  ludi- 
crous about  every  creature 
that  possesses  a  spine? 
Perhaps  because  to  be  ver- 
tebrate is  to  be  normal,  and 
the  normal  is  necessarily 
such  a  hideous  monstrosity. 
I  love  what  are  called  warped 
,,--,-,.  ...  ,wv.     /^^  «•  distorted  figures.  The  only 

"  My  dear  Raggie,  you  are  looking  very  well  thia  afternoon."  j^  Adonis  nowadays  is  a 

G  ay."  And  the  shrill  voices  of  the  young  choristers,  detaching  them- 
selves one  by  one  from  the  melodic  fabric  in  which  they  were  enmeshed, 
grew  fainter  and  fainter  still— until  they  slipped  at  last  into  silence. 
"  Fustiak,  did  you  notice  ?  Our  rose- white  adherents  have  abandoned 
i  us.    They  have  run  away— *  done  a  guy,'  as  vulgarians  express  it." 


I  hope  so.  most  sincerely.  There  is  something  so  hopelessly'  "They  have  done  ^tro,"  said  Mr.  ^Flittebs  correctively ;  "which 
middle-class  about  wearing  i>mectly  new  dothes.  It  always  reminds  only  proves  the  absolute  sinceritjr  of  their  devotion.  Is  not  the  whole 
me  of  that  ridiculous  Nature,  who  will  persist  in  putting  all  her  poor  I  art  of  fidelity  comprised  in  knowingexactly  when  to  betray  P  " 
little  trees  into  brand-new  suits  of  hideous  non-arsenical  green  every  |  "  How  origind  you  are  to-day.  Fustian  !  But  what  is  this  crude 
spring.  As  if  withered  leaves,  or  even  nudity  itself,  would  not  really  |  blue  copper  going  to  do  with  you  and  me  ?  Can  we  be  going  to 
be  infinitely  more  decent !  I  detest  a  coat  that  is  what  the  world  |  become  notorious— rea//y  notorious— at  last  ?  " 
calls  a  *fit!'  "  I       *^  devoutly  trust  not.    Notoriety  is  now  merely  a  synonym  for 

"  Clothes  that  fit,"  observed  Lord  Raggie,  gravely,  "  are  the  respectable  obscurity.    But  he  certainly  appears  to  be  engaged  in 
natural  penalty  for  possessing  that  dreadful  deformity,  a  good  figure. '  what  a  serious  humourist  would  call  *  running  us  in.'  " 
Only  exploded  mediocrities  hke  TuppEa  and  Bxrsv  and  Shakspeabe      "  How  pedantic  of  him !    Then  shan't  we  be  allowed  to  explode  at 
ought  to  have  figures."  all  this  evening  ?  " 

*  iTacf  Shakspeabe  a  figure  P    I  thought  it  was  only  a  bust."  "It  seems  not.    They  think  we  are  dangerous.    How  can  one 

We  shall  have  oeir little  bust  by  and  by,  I  suppse,"  said  Raggie,   tell?  Perhaps  we  are.  Give  me  a  light,  Raggie,  and  I  will  be  brilliant 


nave  ouriiiue  Dust  Dy  and  by,  1  suppose,''  said  ICaggie, 
pensively.  "  I  wonder  when.  I  feel  in  the  mood  to  sally  forth  and 
paint  the  night  with  strange  scarlet,  slashed  with  silver  and  gold, 
while  our  young  votaries — beautiful  pink  boys  in  paper  hats— let  off 
marvellous  pale  epigrammatic  crackers  and  purple  paradoxical  squibs 
in  our  honour." 

"See.  Raggie,  here  come  our  youthful  disciples!  Do  they  not 
look  delidously  innocent  and  enthusiastic  P  I  wish,  though,  we 
could  contrive  to  imbue  them  with  something  of  our  own  lovely 
limpness— they  are  so  atrociously  lively  and  active." 

*Tliat  will  come.  Fustian,"  said   Lord   Raggie,  indulgently. 


for  you  alone.  Come,  the  young  Shoeblack  bends  to  his  brush,  and 
the  pale-faced  Coster  watches  him  in  his  pearly  kicksies;  the 
shadows  on  the  mussels  in  the  fish-stall  are  violet,  and  the  vendor 
of  halfpenny  ices  is  washing  the  spaces  of  his  tumblers  with  primrose 
and  with  crimson.  Let  me  be  orilliant,  dear  boy,  or  I  feel  that  I 
shall  burst  for  sheer  vacuity,  and  pass  away,  as  so  many  of  us  have 
passed,  with  all  my  combustibles  still  in  me ! " 

And  with  gentle  resignation,  as  martyrs  whose  apotheosis  is  merely 
postponed.  Lord  Raggie  and  Fustiav  Flittebs  allowed  themselves 
to  be  slowly  moved  on  by  the  rude  hand  of  an  unsympathetic  Peeler. 
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THE  POLITE  GUIDE  TO  THE  CIVIL  SERVICE. 

{By  an  Jjfable  Philosopher  and 
Courteous  Friend, ) 

TsE  Choicb  of  a  Pritate  Secrbtabt. 

Hatt56  explained  the  mode  of  entering  the 
service  of  the  Crown  by  becoming  the  8eore> 
tary  of  the  Pablic  Squander  Department,  I 
now  pTooeed  to  consider  the  best  manner  in 
^whion  yon  should  comport  yourself  in  that 
poflition.  The  moment  it  is  known  that  you 
nave  accepted  the  appointment  you  will  re- 
ceive a  deluge  of  lettm  recommending  various 
aspiring  young  gentlemen  for  the  post  of 
Private  Secretary.  Of  course  the  notes  must 
be  civilly  answered,  but  on  no  account  pledge 

Ionrself  to  any  one  of  the  writers.  And  here 
may  give  what  may  be  termed  the  golden 
rule  ot  the  service,  **  always  be  polite  to  the 
individual  in  particular,  and  contemptuous  to 
the  public  in  general."  The  tnuution  of 
many  generations  of  officials  has  been  to  re- 
gard outsiders  as  enemies.  There  may  be 
small  iealousies  in  a  Government  Depart- 
ment, out  every  man  in  the  place  will  stand 
shoulder  to  shoulder  with  his  fellow  to  repel 
the  attacks  of  non-civilians.  And  the  word 
**  attack"  has  many  meanings.  Practically, 
everything  is  an  attack.  If  an  outsider  a^ks 
a  question,  the  query  is  an  attack.  If  an  out- 
liefer  complains,  the  grievance  is  an  attack. 
If  an  outsider  begs  a  favour,  the  petition  is 
an  attack.  If  you  bear  this  well  in  mind, 
you  cannot  go  wrong.  Adopt  it  as  your 
creed,  and  you  may  he  sure  that  you  will 
Wcjme  immediately  an  ideal  head  of  a 
Qovemment  Department. 

Say  that  you  have  accepted  your  appoint- 
ment, and  are  prepared  to  take  up  at  once  the 
duties  appertuning  to  your  new  position. 
No  doubt  during  Ybur  *' attacks"  upon  the 
Milestones  you  will  have  come  across  several 
of  the  officials  of  the  Pablic  Squander  Depart- 
ment So  when  you  arrive  in  the  hall  of  your 
new  bureau  you  will  be  recognised  at  once 
by  most  of  the  messengers.  You  will  be  con- 
ducted with  deference  to  your  new  quarters. 
You  will  lind  them  very  comfortable.  Any 
nimiber  of  easy-chairs.  Larf^e  writing-desk. 
Several  handsome  tables.  Rich  carpet,  rugs 
to  match,  and  a  coal-scuttle  with  the  depart- 
mental cypher.  On  the  walls,  maps  and 
some  armour.  The  latter,  no  douDt,  has 
come  from  the  Tower,  or  Holyrood,  or  Dublin 
Castle.  Most  probably  one  of  your  pro- 
deoesBors  has  given  an  official  dinner  in  your 
and  the  armour  is  the  result  of  the 


imjwirtunity  of  his  Private  Secretary^ 

I  bay,  T^NTBBFOHE,"  Tonr  predecessor 
has  observed,  **  don*t  you  tnink  these  wall^ 
are  a  bit  bare  ?  Don*t  you  think  you  could 
get  them  done  up  a  bit  ?  " 

"  Certainly.  Sir,"  TsirrEBFOBE  has  replied, 
and  the  result  of  his  energy  has  been  the 
trophies  jou  see  around  you.  Tbntebfobe 
has  applied  to  the  peojde  at  the  Tower,  or 
Hohrood,  or  Dublin  Castle,  and  got  up  auite 
a  oolleotion  of  quaint  old  arms.  They  nave 
been  duly  received  by  the  Public  Squander 
Department,  and  retained.  It  is  a  rule  of 
the  bur0au  that  anything  that  has  been  once 
acceded  shall  be  kept  for  ever.  That  is  to 
say,  if  it  can  be  clearly  proved  that  the  things 
retained  can  be  useful  somewhere  else.  You 
look  round  with  satisfaction,  and  then  greet 
with  effusion  the  chief  clerk.  He  has  been 
waiting  to  receive  you.  As  you  do  not  know 
Ihe  ropes,  it  is  advisable  to  be  civil  to  every 
one.  Later  oii«  when  you  have  a  talented 
assistant  to  promptyou,  yon  can  allow  your 
oordiaUty  to  oooL  However,  at  this  moment 
it  is  better  to  be  extremely  polite  to  all  the 
world,  and  (if  you  know  her)  his  wife.  The 
chief  clerk  is  delighted  to  exchange  expres- 
nons  of  mutual  respect  and  common  good- 


TfDW'OPlNION    IS    FORMED. 


ffe.    '*H<iVB  TOU  bead  that  BKA8TLY  BoOK   TffE  MaUVM  PMOXr,   BT  LaDT  MlDDLBSBXf 
She.    "YtS.      I   RATHER  LIEED   If."  Be.    "So  DID  I." 


will.  He  will  put  in  something  neat  about 
the  Milestones  as  a  concession  to  your  labours 
in  that  direction. 

''My  dear  Sir,"  you  will  reply  with  a 
smile,  "  don't  bother  yourself  about  them,  I 
can  keep  them  quite  safe.  We  have  nothing 
to  fear  irom  them." 

The  face  of  the  chief  clerk  will  beam.  He 
will  see  that  you  are  one  of  them.  Milestones 
for  the  future  are  to  be  defended,  not  attacked. 
He  will  accept  you  as  an  illustrious  bureau- 
cratic recruit.  He  will  see  that  you  are  ready 
to  stand  shoulder  to  shoulder  in  defence  of  the 
office.    Could  anything  be  better  F 

Then  for  about  the  thirtieth  time  you  will 
be  aaked  if  you  have  selected  a  private  secre- 
tary, and  the  chief  derk  will  suggest  his  own 
particular  nominee.  With  much  cordiality 
you  will  receive  the  proposal,  but  keep  the 


I  matter  open.  You  must  remember  that  upon 
I  the  appointment  your  future  success  depends. 
I  Moreover,  it  is  a  nice  little  piece  of  patronage 
'  which  you  may  as  well  retain  for  yourself. 

When  you  have  selected  jput  private  sec- 
retary it  will  be  time  to  get  into  harness,  and 
of  this  operation  I  hope  to  treat  on  some 
future  occasion. 


"  No  Fees  I  "—The  new  seats  in  the  Drury 
Lane  pit  "by  an  ingenious  arrangement," 
says  Mr.  Clekent  Scott,  in  the  Dat7y  7e/e- 
graph^  '"tip  up '  of  their  own  accord  the 
instant  they  are  vacated."  Then,  evidently, 
the  83ratem  of  "fees  to  attendants"  is  not 
abolished  at  T.R.  Dmry  Lane.  In  theatres 
where  it  is  abolished  no  "  tipping  up"  oonld 
possibly  be  permitted. 
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Gleams  of  Memory ;  with  Some  Reflec- 
ms,  is  the  happy  title  of  Mr.  James  Payn's 
last  book,  published  by  Smith  and  Elder. 


tions^  is  the  happy  title  of  Mr.  James  Payn's 
last  book,  published  by  Smith  and  Elder. 
The  wit  of  the  title  flashes  throuifh  every 


page  of  the  single  volume.  Within  its 
modest  limits  of  spaoe  will  be  found  not 
onlj;  some  of  the  best  stories  of  the  day,  but 
stories  the  best  told.  Not  a  superiiuous 
word  Biwils  the  gems,  which  have  been  ruth- 
lessly taken  out  of  their  setting  and  spread 
wideoast  through  the  circulation  of  many 
newspapers  reviewing  the  work.  My  Bara- 
nite.  fortunately,  has  not  space  at  his  dis- 
posal to  join  in  this  act  of  flat,  though 
seductive,  burglarjr.  He  advices  everyone 
to  po  to  the  book  itself.  The  reader  will 
find  himself  enjoying  the  rare  privilege  of 
intimacy  with  a  cultured  mind,  and  a  heart 
so  kindly  that  temptation  to  say  smart 
things  at  the  expense  of  other?,  which 
underlies  the  possession  of  overflowing 
humour,  is  resisted,  apparently  without 
effort  Like  the  German  Emperor  or  Mr.  Justin  McC'ARTny,  Mr. 
Payn  probably  **  could  be  very  nasty  if  he  liked.'*  He  doesn't  like, 
and  is  therefore  himself  liked  all  the  better. 

That  little  tale  entitled  The  Black  Patch,  by  Gertrude  Clay 
Eer-Seymer,  introduces  to  the  public  a  rather  novel  character  in  the 
person  of  a  Miss  Clara  Beauchamp  an  amateur  female  detective,  to 
whom  SnERLocK  Holmes,  when  he  chooses  to  **  come  out  of  hi^ 
ambush,**  (for  no  one  believes  he  fell  over  that  precipice  and  was  killed 
about  a  year  ago, )  ought  at  once  to  propose.  It  would  be  an  excellent 
firm.  Clara  would  make  our  Holmes  happy,  and  a  certain  advertising 
medicine  provider  bearing  the  same  name  as  the  heroine  of  this  sport- 
ing story  would  have  another  bi^  chance  of  increasing  his  '*  hoard- 
ings.'* The  Baron,  skilled  as  he  is  in  plots,  owns  to  having  been  now 
and  again  puzzled  over  this  one  which  clever  Clara  the  Clearer  soon 
makes  apparent  to  everybody.  The  story  is  a  working  out  of  the 
description  of  twins,  how  '*each  is  so  like  both  that  you  can*t  tell 
t'other  from  which.**  But  mind  you,  not  ordinary  biped  twins— oh 
dear  no— they  are  ....  No  ...  .  the  Baron  resnects  a  lady*s  secret, 
and  recommends  the  inquisitive  to  get  the  book  and  penetrate  the 
mystery. 

To  all  those  who^  like  a  mystery,  and  who  arratef ully  remember 
Florence  Warden's  House  on  the  Marsh,  let  the  Baron  recommend 
A  Perfect  Fool,  by  the  same  authoress.  Dickensian  students  will  be 
struck  by  the  fact  of  a  *  *  Mr,  Dick"  being  kept  on  the  premises.  He  is  a 
caged  Dickie,  poor  chap ;  but,  like  his  ancestor  the  onginil  Mr.  Dick, 
he  sets  everybody  right  at  last.  The  Baron  dare  not  say  more,  lest 
he  should  let  the  Dickie  out  of  the  cage.  The  only  disappointment, 
to  old-fashioned  novel-readers,  at  least,  who  love  justice  to  be  done, 
and  the  villain  to  receive  worse  than  he  has  given,  is  in  the  moral  of 
the  tale;  yet  in  these  decadent  Yellow  Asterical  and  Green  Car- 
national  days  it  is  as  good  as  can  be  wished.  Florence  Warden 
is  neither  priggish  nor  Church- Wardenish ;  and  so,  when  the  scoun- 
drel     But  here,  again,  the  Baron  must  put  his  finger  to  his  lips, 

and  ask  you  to  read  the  story ;  when,  ana  not  till  then,  he  may 
imagine  whether  you  do  not  agree  with  nim.  "  Mystere  .'*' 

Curiosity  has  ever  been  a  weakness  of  human  nature,  and  that 
seems  to  be  the  only  reason  why  so  many  make  themselves  uncom- 
fortable by  taking  Journeys  to  the  Pole.  Imitating  Nansen, 
Gordon  Stables,  M.D.,  R.N.,  sends  his  her.)  To  Greenland  and  the 
Pole,  which  he  reaches  after  much  **  skilobning**  (the  book  must  be 
read  to  grasp  its  meaning),  and  receiving  a  chilly  but  polite  welcome, 
with  the  arrogance  of  an  Englishman  breaks  the  cold  silence  by 
singing  the  "  National  Anthem,^^  when  of  course  the  Pole  is  thawed 
at  once ! 

Writes  a  Baronitess  Junior,  "Those  little  bovs  and  girls  who  de- 
light in  fairy  lore  will  find  a  charming  story  o{  magical  adventures 
in  Maurice :  or,  the  Bed  Jar,  by  the  Countess  of  Jersey,  or  more 
appropriately  Countess  of  Jersey.  It  is  fantastically  illustrated  by 
Rosie  M.  M.  Pitman,  and  published  by  Macmillan  &  Co.,  and 
shows  how  unpleasant  a  iar  can  be  in  a  family.  And  yet  has  not 
the  poet  finely  said,  '  A  thing  of  beauty  is  a  Jar  for  ever  1 '  ** 

The  Baron  is  anxiously  expecting  the  appearance  from  The 
Leadenhall  Press  of  Mr.  Tuer^s  Chap-hook,  Of  course,  all  "the 
Chappies  '*  from  **  Chap  1  **  to  **  Last  Chap  **  are  on  the  look  out  for 
it.  The  Baron  fancies  it  wiU  be  a  perfect  f ac-simile,  and  if  not  per- 
fect, the  merciful  critic  who  is  merciful  to  his  author  will  say  with 
the  poet  Pope 

**  Tu  er  is  human," 

which  is  a  most  pope-ular  quotation ;  while  as  to  the  latter  half  of 
the  line  **  to  forgive,  divine  "—that,  in  a  measure,  is  one  of  the  un- 
strained prerogatives  of  the  Benspicent  Baron  dk  B.-W. 


A  SLIGHT  ADAPTATION. 

(Suggested  by  the  recent  Debate  {Lcuties  only)  at  the  Pioneers  Club  on  ike 
Shortcomings  of  the  Male  Sex,) 
Nova  mulier  vociferatur  more  TThitmanico. 

Come  my  modem  women. 
Follow  me  this  evening,  get  your  nnmbert 

ready. 
Have  you  got  your  latchkeys  ?  have  you  your 
members*  axes  ? 
Pioneers  I  0  Pioneers ! 

To  the  club  in  Bruton  Street 
We  must  march  mv  darlings,  one  and  ill  a 

great  ensemole. 
We  the  strenuous  ladv  champions,  all  ex- 
tremely up  to  date, 
Pioneera  !  0  Pioneers  I 

0  you  girls,  West-End  girls, 
0  you  young  revolting  daughters,  full  of 

manly  pride  and  manners. 
Plain  I  see  you  West-End  girls  (no  refieetion 
on  your  features !). 
Pioneers  I  0  Pioneers  I 

Have  our  lords  and  masters  halted  ? 
Do  they  humbly  take  a  back-seat,  wearied  out  with 

Madame  Sarah  Grand? 
We  take  up  the  dual  garments,  and  the  eyeglass  and 
the  cvde. 
Pioneers  I  0  Pioneera! 

From  North  Hampstead,  from  South  Tooting, 
From  far  Peckham,  from  the  suburbs  and  the  sniros 

we  come. 
All  the  dress  of  comrades  noting,  bonnets,  fashions 
criticising. 
Pioneers !  0  Pioneers  I 

We  primeval  fetters  loosing, 
We  our  nusbands  taming,  vexing  we  and  worrying 

Mrs.  Grundy, 
We  our  own  Uvea  freely  living,  we  as  bachelor- girls 
residing. 
Pioneers  I  0  Pioneers ! 

Literary  dames  arc  we. 
Singers,    si)eakers,    temperance    readers, 

artists  we  and  journalists, 
Here  and  there  a  festive  actress  (generslly 
to  be  found  in  our  amoking-room), 
Pioneers  I  0  Pioneera  I 

Raise  the  mighty  mistress  Presidoit, 
Waving  high  the  delicate  President,  oyer 
all  the  Lady  President  (bend  your 
heads  all). 
Raise  the  warlike  Mrs.  M-ss-itgb-d,  iUn 
impassive  Mrs.  M-ss-nor-d, 
Pioneers  I  0  Pioneers  I 


This  sort  of  thing  goes  on  for  about  twenty  more  verses,  for  which 
readers  are  kindly  referred  to  the  original  in  Leaves  of  Grass,  It 
really  applies  without  any  further  adaptation. 


A  "MAN  IN  ARMOUR"  TO  THE  MULTITUDE. 


On  Lord  Mayor's  Day, 

Remember,  remember,  the  Ninth   What   Council 
of  November  I 


otl 


A  civic  procession  you '  ve  goi 
I  know  no  reason  why  L.  C.  C. 
treason  [pot, 

Should  send  the  old  custom  to 
There 

men  in  armour. 
Will  London  turn  out  all  a-pant 
At  srmnd  of  the  bugle  to  stare  at 
McDouoALL, 
Or  hear  Mrs.  Ormiston  Chant  ? 
Though    city    crowds   hurtle  to 
welcome  the  turtle. 
And  shout  at  the  Mayor  and 
the  mace ; 


wiU 


Committee 
choke  up  the  City 
With  mobs  and  a  smile  on  each 
face  ?  [drama. 

The  old  **  panorama  "  *s  a  nopuUr 
_  An  alderman  may  be  a  giuttoD : 

a  great  glamour  about  But  multitudes  jog  after  Magoc 
and  Goo  [Hurrox. 

Who  don't  care  a  button  for 
So     remember,    remember,   the 
Ninth  of  November ! 
A  holiday  glorious  you  've  got; 
But  "unification  "will  rob  the 
whole  nation 
Of  one  good  old  spree— which 
is  rot! 
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A   FITTING   OPPORTUNITY. 

Comfortable  Citizen  {to  Irish  Beggar,  uiho  has  asked  for  an  old  Coat), 
**  But  what  use  would  my  Things  bb  to  you  ?  You  'rk  such  a 
Scare-crow,  and  I  'm  so  stout  I " 

Irish  Beggar,  "Ah,  ybr  Honour,  but  it's  yourself  that  has 
plsnty  of  Spare  Clothes  ! " 


TO  MOLLY. 

(By  Q.  H.  Gladotonits  Flaccus,  Junior.) 

Sweet  maid,  your  name  I  dream  of  inoessantly, 
For,  like  your  yoioe,  it  sounds  very  pleasantly, 

MoUi  et  canora  voce  dulciSf 

Nomine  duleis  e$  usque  molU. 

It  has  a  charminff  old-fashioned  smaok  to  it. 
Bean  Brukmell's  age — it  carries  one  back  to  it, 

Powder  and  patch,  and  rustic  maiden. 

Name  with  the  scent  of  the  hayfields  laden. 

Then  English  maid  was  sweet  as  a  maid  may  be, 
This  age  nas  changed  her,  made  her  less  staid,  may  be, 
'Mongst  other  follies  now  it's  taught  her 
How  to  become  a  **  reyolting  daughter." 

Poor  blind  reyolting  daughter  I    I  pity  her— 
You  're  just  as  deyer,  probably  prettier. 

In  sweet  content  maid's  sphere  adorning. 

Yellow- Asterical  problems  scorning. 

May  these  be  "/anrft  mollia  temper a,^^ 
Y'^our  smile  can  make  me  proud  as  an  emperor. 
But  swift  my  cares,  snould  you  be  frowning, 
I  '11  in  deep  waters  (and  strong)  be  drowning 

Accept  my  ode  I    Don't  "  think  it  too  odious," 
Sweet  maid  in  name  and  yoice  so  melodious, 

MoUi^  et  canora  voce  dtUcis, 

Nomine  duleis  es  usque  mt)lU, 

Clearly  not  tbk  Leader  of  the  Flock.— Of  course,  the 
rererend  gentleman  cannot  be  considered  as  a  shepherd  as  long  as 
his  name  is  Head-lam. 

TOL.  CTH.  : 


more  atrocious  the 
Guests  invariably 


LETTEBS  TO  A  Di^TJTAHTK 

Dearest  Gladys,— You  have  made  immense  progress  since  jrou 
first  came  out.  Still,  you  will  be  all  the  better  for  an  occasional  hint 
from  your  more  sophisticated  friend.  Your  brief  engagement  to  the 
serious  young  stam^coUeotor  was— whatever  may  be  said  against  it 
—at  least,  an  experience,  and  I  don't  at  all  disapprove  of  Cissy,  and 
Baby  Beaumont,  and  the  other  clever  boys,  but— why  call  Captain 
MA8HiiroTON**JACK"P  Thatwouderful tennis- 
player,  Mrs.  Lorne  Hopper  has  merely,  tacitly, 
Unt  him  to  you,  she  will  soon  be  in  London 
again,  and  then,  shooting  and  theatricals  over, 
'*  Jack"  will  also  go  bsiok  to  the  city  of  mist 
and  fog.  You  will  be  obliged  to  return  him, 
whether  *'with  thanks"  or  not.  He  is  defi- 
nitely charmin|(,  but  charmingly  indefinite, 
and,  in  fact,  he  is  playing  with  you  as  you  ana 
Oriel  played  with  each  other,  as  Miss  Toogood 
is  now  playing  with  Oriel,  and  as  someone  (let 
us  hope)  will,  some  day,  play  with  Miss  Too- 
good.  Of  course,  as  long  as  you  both  know  it 's 
a  eame  and  **  plav  the  rules^'  it 's  all  right. 

1  einoyed  your  letter  telling  me  how  *'  splen- 
didly'' the  theatricals  went  off,  and  that 
**  everyone  said  it  was  a  great  success."  My 
dear  child,  you  aro  delightful— quite  refresh- 
ing; and  have  kept,  in  all  its  early  bloom, 
your  astonishing  talent  for  believing  that  people 
mean,  literally,  what  thev  say.  How  on  earth 
can  you,  or  any  of  the  other  performers,  know 
whether  it  was  a  success  or  not?  Of  course 
everyone  «aM?  it  was.  Quite  so;  who  would  be 
rude  enough  to  eay  it  was  a  failuro?    The 

performance,  the  more  praise  it  would  get.     ^ 

natter  amateurs  to  their  faces ;  and,  on  the  other  hand,  however 
admirable  it  may  have  been,  they  never  fail  to  abuse  it  to  everyone 
else.  I  don't  know  whether  it's  jealousy,  or  simply  irriUtion  at 
being  obliged  to  sit  still  (generally  in  the  dark),  and  look  on  while 
others  aro  showing  off  and  ei^oying  themselves ;  but  I  do  know  that 
they  criticise  severely,  without  exception,  all  amateur  entertain- 
ments. As  I  am  your  most  intimate  friend,  of  course  people  think  it 
safe  to  disparage  you  to  me,  and  I  have  had  various  accounts.  All 
the  men  agreed,  that  it  was  **  awful  rot,"  and  the  women  that  it  was 
quite  absurd,  very  dull,  and  as  long  as  the  Cromwell  Road;  tliat 
our  dear  Cissy  was  quite  too  ridiculously  conceited  as  a  manager, 
attempting  effects,  suitable  only  for  Drury  Lane,  on  a  tiny  drawing- 
room  staffc ;  for  instance,  those  dreadful  stone  steps,  on  which  you 
wero  to  trip  down,"  and  over  which  you  tripped  up.  You  see,  my 
informant  caught  you  tripping ! 

Cissy,  poor  incompetent  darling,  made,  it  seems^  touching 
attemptis  to  be  **topi^,"  and  "up  to  date,"  by  allusions  of  the 
tritest  and  lamest  description  to  the  Empire,  the  Czar,  and  dyna- 
mite, and  by  wearing  a  huge  neen  carnation.  The  whole  thin^  com- 
pletely missed  fire,  I  am  told ;  and  was  the  usual  tedious  exhibition 
of  complacent  young  vanity.  You  'ro  too  sensible  to  be  offended, 
dear,  especially  as  I  can  no  moro  form  a  judgment  from  their 
description  than  from  yours— knowing  you  all  to  be  prejudiced. 
However,  I  quite  believe  you  looked  sweet  in  your  pret^  costume, 
and  I  wish  I  had  been  there  to  see  the  fun. 

Last  night,  at  dinner,  I  met  your  old  admirer,  Mr.  Goldbbitkr. 
He  told  me  ne  wanted  to  be  married,  and  asked  me  "to  look  out 
for  a  nice  wife  for  him."  I  am  afraid  the  sort  of  man  who  savs  that 
lives  to  be  an  old  bachelor.  I  oould  have  looked  after  him  oetter, 
but  that  on  ray  other  side  was  a  person  in  whom  I  take  great 
interest ;  that  is  to  say,  someone  I  have  only  just  met.  The  Lyoh 
Tayvers  would  like  mm.  He  is  a  writer,  pmecUy  **  new  " ;  and 
at  present  the  cause  of  great  disputes  as  to  who  discovered  him.  He 
is  beautiful^  of  course  young,  and  will  be  very  agreeable  when  he  has 
settled  on  his  pose  ;  at  preeenti  he 's  a  littie  undecided  about  it. 

Not  having  read  a  line  of  his,  or  even  knowing  he  was  an  author, 
I  began  with  my  usual  formula,  "  I  am  «o  interested  in  your  work, 
Bir.  DE  Trouvaille"  (he's  French  by  descent).  He  was  a  little 
doubtful  of  me  at  first,  but  I  think  we  shall  become  friends.  He  said 
nothing  about  having  met  me  in  a  previous  existence,  did  not  ,a^  if 
I  believed  in  instantaneous  S3rmpatny,  and  omitted  to  inquire  which 
was  not  my  dav  at  home.  So,  you  see,  he  is  not  quite  like  everyone 
else.  Beforo  the  end  of  dinner,  he  had  spoken,  very  respectfully,  but 
not  unfavourably,  of  my  eyes,  and  he  lb  going  to  send  me  his  book. 
Enchantment  He  belongs  to  the  new  literary  school  they  call 
"  Sensitivists."    I  wonder  what  it  means !    Good-bye,  dear. 

Ever  your  loving  Marjorte. 


"  Kullis  Medicabilis  Herbib,"  &c, 
from  a  violent  attack  of  the  critics. 


A  youthful  author  suffering 
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A  POLITICAL  CONFERENCE. 

BcKSis-^The  interior  of  a  ekune  Country 
Villa.  Present  —  An  aged^  iUuttrioue^ 
hui  retired^  Statesman  and  Leader ^  en- 
gojged  now  in  thrumming  a  lyre.  To 
him  enter  his  youthful  successor^  with 
certain  scrolls, 

Senex  (eagerly).  My  dear  Pbimula  I  So 
glad  yoa  nave  oome  I  The  yery  man  I  wished 
to  see.    Be  seated. 

Jutenis  {depositing  scrolls).  A  thousand 
thanks.  Deliirhted  to  see  yoa  looking  so 
well,  my  dear  Gladstokius. 

Senex  {cheerily).  Never  hotter,  thank  the 
gods ! — and  the  ooolarius  I 

[Twangles  nimbly, 

Juvenis,  Ah  I  CnrciinrATUS,  in  retirement, 
pleased  himself  with  the  plongh;  your  re- 
creation was  wont  to  he  the  axe  or  the  ha^jo; 
now  I  peroeiye  it  is  the—harpi 

Senex  {sharply).  Not  at  all,  Tbimvul,  not 
at  alL     This  is  not  a  harp  I 

[Plays  and  sings, 

Posdmnr.    6i  qnid  yaoui  suh  nmhra 

Lnsimns  tecum,  quod  et  hone  in  annum 

Yivat  et  nlures,  age,  dio  lAtinum, 
fiarhite,  carmen. 
•  •  • 

0  deoos  Phoebi  et  dainbus  snpremi 

Grata  testudo  Jovis,  0  laborum 

Duloe  lenimen  mihi  ounque  salve 
Kite  vooanti. 

Juvenis  (astounded),  CharmiDg,  I  'm  sure ! 

Senex  {beaming).  Think  so?  I  fear  you 
flatter. 

Juvenis,  Not  at  all.  You  may  say,  with 
your  new  favourite— 

'*  Quod  si  me  lynois  vatihus  inseres, 
SuhHmi  feriam  sidera  vertioe." 

Senex  {modesUu),  Yery  pretty  I  But  I  fear 
the  ever-vouthful  Muses  may  disdain  an  Old 
Man's  helated  wooing. 

Jutenis  (slily).  Even  a  Grand  Old  Man*s  ? 

Senex  (shuaaering).  Nay,  no  more  of  that, 
an*  yon  love  me.  By  the  way,  I  wanted  to 
consult  jrou  on  a  little  musical  matter. 

Juvenis  {dubiously).  Ah  I  Concerning  yon 
Hibernian  Harp,  I  presume  F 

Senex  {impattently).  Dear  me,  no!  The 
Hibernian  Harp  he— jangled.  As,  indeed,  it 
is,  and  unstrung  into  the  bargain. 

Juvenis  (relieved).  Why,  nave  you  theu, 
like  the  other  Minstrel  Boy,  **  torn  its  chords 
asunder"? 

Senex,  Well,  no,  not  tiiat  exactly.  I  fear 
its  native  thrummers  will  spare  others  that 
trouble.  But— ahem!— it  is  the  Horatian 
Lyre  that  interests  me  at  present. 

Juvenis,  I  see : — 
**  Quem  virum  aut  heroa  lyra  vel  acri 
Tibia  sumis  celebrare,  Clio  P 
Quem  deum  P    Cujus  recinet  jooosa 

Nomen  imago, 
Aut  in  umbrosis  Heficonis  oris 
Aut  super  Pindo  gelidove  in  Haemo  ?  " 

Senex  (musingly).  Hum  I  I  have  not  yet 
tried  the  Tibia— the  shrill  pipe— but  I  may, 

Juvenis,  Doubtless ;  and  you  are  quite  equal 
to  it. 

Senex  (drily).  Thanks  I  But  I  've  no  wish, 
my  dear  Pbimula  , '  *  to  play  the  role  of  elderly 
Ifarcissus,^^  At  present  my  part  is  only  that 
of  Echo — to  the  Yenuaian's  vibrant  voice. 

[Muses, 

Juvenis  {taking  advantage  of  the  oppor^ 
tunity).  Well,  my  dear  Gladstonius,  there 
are  one  or  two  bttle  matters  upon  which  I 
want  to  take  your  opinion.  For  example, 
C-Bcnjus 

Senex  (quickly),  "  Cjscilixjs,  who  provoked 
the  popuJaoe  to  such  a  degree,  that  Cicero 
conla  hardly  restrain  them  from  doing  him 
violence."    JDo  you  want  me  to  play  the  part 

of  CiCKBOF 


A   GOOD   GUESS. 

First  *Arry  (who  has  been  reading  City  Article),  "  I  say,  what  'b  *  Brighton  A's  *  mbak  ? " 
Second 'Arry  (of  a  Sporting  turn),  '*  *  Brighton  'Arrirrs,'  I  s'posr." 


Juvenis  (taken  aback).  Well  —  ahem! — 
hardly  that^  jperhaps.    But — r 

Senex  (interrupting  him).  My  dear 
Primxtla,  as  I  have  already  said  in  response 
to  an  appeal  from  a  friend  of  the  modem 
Orbilius  (not  like  Horace's  pedagogue, 
'*Plagosus^'  though),  *' After  a  contentious 
life  of  filty-two  years,  I  am  naturally 
anxious  to  spend  the  remainder  of  my  days 
in  freedom  from  controversy." 

Juvenis,  Oh !  Quite  so— of  course.  But 
ahem !— the  people  are  a  little  pressing 

Senex,  Eh  P  To  hurtful  measures  P  What 
says  Augustus's  '*  pleasant  mannikin  "  again, 
d  propos  f  [  Thrums, 

Justum  et  toDacem  propositi  virum 
Non  dvium  ardor  i>rava  jubentium, 
Non  vultus  instantis  tyrauni, 
Mente  quatit  solida  neque  Auster, 

Dux  inqmeti  tnrlndus  Hadriae, 
Keo  fulminantis  magna  manus  Jovis 
Si  fractus  iUabitur  orlris^ 
Impavidum  f orient  ruinsB. 

Juvenis,  Doubtless.  One  such  as  yourself, 
"retired  from  business,"  like  your  heloved 


Horace  on  his  Sabine  farm. 

'^Hlepotenstui 
LoDtusque  deget,  cui  licet  in  diem 
DixisseYixi;^' 
But  of  me  it  cannot— yet  -be  said— 
**  He,  master  of  himself,  in  mirth  may  Hre 
Who  saith,  *  I  rest  well  pleased  with  former 
days.'" 
Senex,  Hah  I    Sir  John  Beaumont's  ver- 
sion.   Not  so  bad,  but  might  be  improved,  I 
think.    By  the  way,  why  nhmM  not  you  and 
I  do  the  '*  Satires  "-together  P 

Juvenis,  Charmed,  I  am  Bure.    Just  now, 
however,  I  fear  I  'm  a  little  too  busy. 

Senex,  Pooh!  Only  oooupies  one's  odd 
moments,  and  is  as  easyas  shaving,  or  shaping 
a  new  Constitution,  ror  exam^e,  I  '11  give 
you  an  impromptu  version— call  it  adaptation 
if  jou  like-of  &e  first "  Ad  Meeenatem  "  : 
**  Maecenas  atavis  edite  regibus." 

JiirenM.  Oh!  thanks,  fomud^I    Onl^ 

Senex,  Itwon'ttake  ten  minutes.   Listen! 
[Tunes  up  and  sings. 

An  RoSEBERLAir. 

Primula,  from  old  Seotia  sprung ! 
My  ohos'n  successor,  though  so  young  I 
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WONDERFUL   WHAT  AN   ADJECTIVE   WILL   DO. 

Braum  (newly  married— to  Jones,  whom  he  entertained  a  few  evenings  previously),  "  Well, 

WHAT  DID  TOU  THINK  OF  US,   OLD  BoT,   XHf" 

Jones,  "  Oh,  prettt  Flat.    Eb— awfitlly  PBirrr  Flat  I  •* 


F<m, 'midst  Olympian  dust  delight 
To  wnirl  the  ohariot's  rapid  flight. 
J'll  watoh  yonr  glowing  axles  roll 
Nioely  aronnd  the  dove-grazed  goal. 
Ton  hold  the  palm  of  wondrons  worth 
Which  late  I  wore  npon  the  earth ; 
The  Commons,  now,  sole  orown  desire, 
And  to  iin-veto*d  power  aspire. 
Yon  'n  have  enough  to  role  the  deep 
And  (Hvl  placate,  and  Libya  keep. 
I  'm  now  a  swain  who  loves  his  toil, 
To  tune  his  inpe.  and  tend  his  soil. 
Not  Asians  wealth  tempts  me  to  sail 
0*er  faction's  deep,  and  brave  the  gale. 
Some  say,  though  now,  in  love  with  ease, 
I  shun  the  storms  of  party  seas ; 
That  soon  I  'U  summon  the  old  crew, 
And  rig  our  shattered  bark  anew. 
Too  much  I  love  this  ancient  wine. 
Pressed  from  the  old  Venasian^s  vine  I 
Lo  my  free  limbs  at  leisure  laid ! 
The  old  instruments  that  once  I  played, 
The  harp,  the  banjo,  hung  aloft  f 


Hibernian  airs,  though  sweet  and  soft. 
And  Ethiopian  mins&elsy, 
No  longer  nave  much  chann  for  me. 
Now  I  prefer  the  Lydian  l3rre^ 
And  of  oland  Horacb  never  tire. 
Ton  youngsters  like  a  martial  life— 
The  trumpet-challenge  and  the  strife ; 
With  ardour  seek  the  tented  plain. 
Your  **  gauntlet 's  down" !    Good  may 

you  gain! 
For  me,  another  line  I  choose. 
And,  late  in  life,  I  court  the  Muse, 
Unmindful  of  Bellona*s  charms. 
And  the  old  stir  of  War's  alarm. 
Ah !  once  in  full  tilt  I  had  borne 
Against  C^cilius  full  of  sourn; 
But  Music  now  seems  more  divine ! 
With  ivy-wreaths  my  temples  shine. 
Far  from  the  world's  tumultuous  throng, 
The  n;rmphs  seduce  me  with  their  song ; 
Here  in  cool  grove  I  'm  going  to  dwell. 
Like  HoKACB,  with  **  the  sounding  shell." 
I  feel  a  wish — sweet  leisuT- '  ^^ — ^  ■ 


To  tootl«  on  Euterpe's  lutej 
With  Polvhymnia  I  desire 
To  twangk  on  the  Lesbian  lyre. 
If,  late,  to  lyric  fame  I  rise, 
vr-  My  brow  indeed  shall  strike  the  skies." 

There!  What  think  you  of  that— for  aa 
impromtu? 

Juvenis  (r<nmng  himself).  Oh,  ezoeDait 
—most  excellent!  How  do  you  do  it  ?  And 
now,  mj  dear  GLADsroimm,  with  your  hind 
permission,  we  will  go^— 

Senex  pratnpUy).  To  dinner!  Exactly, 
my  dear  PBDcmjL. 

Nunc  is  Mbendum,  nunc  pede  libero 
Pulsanda  tdlus,  nunc  Saharibus, 
Omare  pulvinar  deorum 
Tempus  erat,  dapibus,  sodalea. 

Come  along,  my  boy  1 1 ! 

[Ships  away,  followed  slowly  by  his  guest. 


FASHION  AND  FELONY. 

Mb.  Pitnch,  Sib.— Magistrates  are  be^- 
ning.  not  a  moment  too  soon,  to  protest  apunst 
the  ndiculous  pockets  in  laoies'^dresses.  which 
afford  such  a  temptation  to  the  f etooioiia 
classes  I  I  should  like  to  draw  attentioDto 
an  invention  of  my  own  which,  I  think,  quite 
meets  the  difficult.  It  is  called  the '*  Patent 
UnpiokableElectnnl  Safety  PneumatioOooi- 
bination  Purse-Pocket,"  and  it  does  not  natter 
in  the  least  in  what  part  of  the  dress  thii 
pocket  is  placed.  No  sooner  is  the  thid*i 
hand  in  contact  with  the  purse  than  a  power- 
ful voltaic  oirouit  is  at  once  formed,  and  bv 
the  principle  of  capillary  attraction,  coi^lea 
with  that  of  molecular  magnetisation,  tiiie 
hand  is  firmly  imprisoned.  Scientific  resders 
will  readily  understand  how  thu  happens.  In 
hie  efforts  to  release  hie  hand  the  thief  touishei 
fi  button,  when  an  deotrieal  search  hffht  of 
five  thousand  candle-power  is  at  once  wown 
around,  a  poUceman's  rattle  of  a  peeuhsriy 
intense  tone  is  set  going,  several  land  tor- 
pedoes discharge  simultaneously  from  all  sidee 
of  the  dress,  while  the  voice  of  a  deceased 
judge  issuing  from  a  concealed  phonogr^ih 
pronounces  a  sentence  of  seven  years'  pensl 
servitude  on  the  now  conscience-stricken  de- 
predator. Yours,       EoisoK  Jvm(au 


|0|n  Malltr. 

Born  1818.       Dibd  NovaiCBBa  3, 1894. 

["  The  unique  charsoteristio  of  Mr.  Waltbs** 
life  was  his  relation  to  The  rwies.*'—Obituerf 
Notice  in  the  Times  Newspaper.] 

THinD  of  the  name,  and  worthy  heir 

To  the  Great  Journal's  power— and  care, 

He,  too,  has  passed,  ana  left  a  void 

None  dse  can  filL    A  life  empbyed 

In  arduous  duty  to  that  psjpe 

Which  holds  the  history  of  an  age. 

Is  sound  State-service,  and  demands 

Acclaim  from  British  hearts  and  hands. 

A  sober,  serious  Englishman, 

Steadfast  of  purpose,  firm  of  plan. 

He  held  his  great  inheritance 

With  stroDg  clean  hands,  with  cool  dear 

glance. 
Unmoved  by  the  hot  moment,  blown 
By  no  chance  wind,  he  held  his  own 
Determined  course,  despite  disfame 
From  lips  whose  praise  ne  held  as  shame. 
Or  right  or  wrong,  hie  high  intent, 
Shaken  by  no  weak  sentiment. 
To  manly  souls  was  manifest ; 
And  now  he  passes  to  his  rest 
Punch  lays  his  laurel  on  the  bier 
Of  one  whom  sorrow  shook,  not  fear ; 
Whose  record  o'er  earth's  realms  Ad  dimes 
lives  in  those  words  ''ReynaThe  Times!" 
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OUR   BOOKING-OFFICE. 

*  A^DXPUTT-iLSSTBTAirr  of  the  Baron  has  been  pemsing  with  great 
oon^^'Ti^TnATit  The  Catch  of  the  County,  by  Mrs.  Eowabd  Kknkaju), 

a  lady  who  is  already  reaponsible  for 
The  Hunting  Girl :  Wedded  to  8poH, 
and  a  numbCT  of  other  romanoes  dear  to 
the  heart  of  those  who  follow  the  honnds. 
The  deputy-assistant  reports  that  he 
was  delighted  with  the  newest  of  the 
authoress's  noyels,  and  found  the  three 
Tolumes  rather  too  short  than  too  long. 
Now  that  London  is  in  the  midst  of 
Noyember  and  its  fogs,  those  who  dweU 
near  the  frosted-sihrery  Thames  ean 
take  a  real  pleasure  in  stories  of  the 
country.  To  sum  up,  The  Catch  of 
the  County  must  (to  adopt  the  slang  of  the  moment)  have  "  caught 
on."  A  fact  that  must  be  as  satisfactory  to  Mrs.  KsinrASD  as  to 
her  readers.  And  when  both  supply  and  demand  are  pleased,  Messrs. 
F.  V.  Whub  &  Co.,  the  publishers,  must  also  (like  Cox  and  Box)  be 
"satisfied." 

A  Baronitess  writes:  **Ghdly-bound  Christmas  books  haye  been 
facing  me  for  some  time,  and,  with  an  insinuating  look,  seem  to  say, 

*  Turn  oyer  a  new  leaf.'    We  do;  many  new  leayes." 

Blackie  and  Son  could  be  called  first  fayourites  in  the  boys'  field 
of  literature.  They  make  a  good  start  with  Wuif  the  Saxon  and 
In  the  Heart  of  the  Rockies^  both  by  G.  A.  Hentt.  They  are  both 
capital  specimens  of  the  Hentyprising  hero. 

In  Press- Gang  Days,  By  Edwabd  Pickbbino.  A  story,  not  a 
newspaper  romance,  though  it  is  a  new  edition  of  the  type  of  the 
wicked  undo,  who  makes  use  of  '*  the  liberty  of  the  Press  "  to  haye  his 
nephew  bound— as  if  he  were  a  book  worth  presendng— and  taken  off 
to  sea.  This  proceeding  made  an  impression  on  our  good  braye  youUi. 
who,  after  fighting  with  Nklsov,  learnt  that ''  an  Englishman  should 
do  his  duty,''  escapes  a  French  priaon,  and  returns  to  *'giye.what 
for  "  to  his  uncle. 

Most  interesting  and  practical  is  The  Whist  Table^  edited  by  Pobt- 
LAin),  especially  to  those  whose  only  idea  of  the  game  is  after  the 
style  of  the  man  in  Happy  Thoughts  who  knows  that  the  scoring  had 
something  to  do  with  a  candlestick  and  half-a-crown.  In  this  Dook 
they  will  find  a  helping  hand  which  giyes  the  **  o'reot "  card  to  play. 
Both  these  books,  pubushed  by  John  Hoeo,  are  pig-ouliarly  good. 

''  A  powerful  fiidsh^"  «|uoth  the  Baron,  leamng  upon  ine  chair- 
arm,  and,  like  the  soldier  m  the  old  ballad,  wiping  away  a  tear  which 
he  had  most  unwillingly  shed  oyer  the  last  cnapter  of  Children  of 
Circumstance,  **  a  yery  powerful  finish.  There  is  some  comedy,  too, 
in  the  story  (which,  I  regret  to  say^  is  spun  out  into  three  yolumes)— 
rather  Meredithian  perhaps,  but  still  forming  some  relief  to  the  sick- 
nesses, illnesses  and  deaths— there  are  certaiiily  three  yictims  of 
Iota's  steel  and  one  doubtful— of  which  the  narratiye  has  more  thui 
its  fair  share."  Of  the  comedy  portion,  the  courtship  of  Jim  and  Biea 
is  excellent.  But  where  other  noyels  err  in  superfluity  of  description 
and  lack  of  dialogue,  the  fault  of  this  one  is  just  the  other  way,  and 
the  dialogues  may  be,  not  **  skipped,"  but  bounded  oyer.  Nothing 
of  the  earlier  portion,  nor  the  powerful  final  chapter  of  this  story  can 
be  missed :  as  for  the  intermediate  stage,  when  the  intelligent  and 
experienced  noyel- reader  has  once  grasped  the  characters,  he  can 
drop  in  on  them  now  and  then,  in  a  friendly  way,  and  see  how  they 
aregetting  on. 

The  Baron  congratulates  Messrs.  Macmillan  on  a  charming  little 
book  called  Coridon*s  Songs,  which  are  not  all  songs  sung  by  that 
youthful  Angler-Saxon  whose  parent  was  Izaak  Waltov,  but  also 
rongs  by  Gat,  Fieldino,  and  Anonymi.  To  these  worthy  Master 
Austin  DoBSoir  hath  written  a  mignt^  learned  and  withal  enter- 
taining preface,  the  gems  of  the  book  being  the  illustrations,  done  by 
Hugh  Thomsoit  in  nis  best  style,  **  wherewith,"  quotes  the  in- 
corrigible Baron,  '*I  am  Hughgely  pleased."  'Tis  an  excellent 
Christmas  present,  as,  **  if  I  may  be  permitted  to  say  so,"  quoth  the 
Baron,  sotta  voce,  **to  those  whom  Proyidence  hath  blest  with 
friends  and  relatiyes  expecting  gifts  in  the  coming  *  festiye  season,' 
is  also  a  certain  single  yolume  entitled  Under  the  Hose,  an  illus- 
trated work,  not  altogether  unknown,  as  a  serial,  in  Mr,  Punches 
pages,  and  highly  recommended  by 

The  Judicious  Bakgit  db  Book-Wokms." 


Rus  IN  Urbe.— Fancy  there  being  a  "  Rural  Dean  of  St  Georre's, 
Hanoyer  Square  " !  His  name  was  mentioned  one  day  last  weeJc  in 
the  Timts^  ^'  Ecclesiastical  Intelligence."  It  is  the  Rey.  J.  Stobrs. 
Not  "Army  and  Navy  Storrs,"  nor  *'  General  Storrs,"  but  **  Eccle- 
siastical Storrs." 

Happy  Application.— Our  Squire  has  a  shooting  party  eyery 
Saturday  to  stay  till  Monday,  and  longer  if  they  can.  He  calls  it 
"  The  Saturday  and  Monday  Pops." 


QISMONDA. 

(To  Mr.  Punch. 

Dbab  Mister,— To  you,  who  are  a  ao  great  loyer  of  the  theatre, 
english  and  frenoh,  I  said  my  impressions  of  the  first  of  the  new  drama 
of  Mister  Saroou.  It  is  to  you  of  to  spread  them  in  the  counter  of  the 
immortal  Shdlbfir.  Allow  that  I  render  my  homages  to  thu  name 
so  illustrious,  me  who  haye  essayed  since  so  long  time  to  speak  and  to 
write  the  language  of  that  great  author.  And  see  there,  in  fine  I  can 
to  do  it! 

It  wants  me  some  words  for  to  praise  the  put  in  scene  of  this  new 
drama  at  the  theatre  of  Mistress  Sarah  Bernhardt.  Gismonda  ! 
It  is  magnificent!  It  is  superb!  It  is  a  dream!  Ah!  if  your 
Shikspib  could  see  this  luxury  of  decorations,  this  all  together  so 
glorious!  Him  who  had  but  a  curtain  and  an  etiquette!  And 
MoLiiRE?    And  Racine?    Could  they  make  to  fabncate  of  such 


prieties."  We  neyer  offend  against  them  in  the  theatres  of  Paris ; 
they  are  always  as  it  should  be.  But  here,  at  the  Renaissance,  Mis- 
tress Bernhardt  has  done  still  more.  Each  scenery  is  a  picture  of 
the  most  admirables,  a  yeritable  blow  of  the  eye. 

I  go  to  giye  you  of  them  a  short  description.  The  first  picture  i.s 
the  Acropolis,  under  the  domination  of  the  Florentines  at  the  end  of 
the  fourteenth  oenturv.  What  perfume  of 
poetrjf  antique !  What  costumes !  That  has 
the  air  of  an  aocount  of  Boccaccio,  of  a  picture 
of  Botticelli.  One  sees  there  the  figures  of 
Anoslico,  the  colours  of  Ysronxsb.  It  is  an 
Alma-Tsddam  A  of  the  middle  age.  And  when 
Mistress  Bernhardt  and  her  following,  all  ^v, 
resplendent  of  costume,  are  assembled  upon  L 
the  scene,  one  can  see  realised  a  ^roup  from 
the  Decameron,  And  the  second  picture,  and 
the  third,  and  the  fourth  F  Can  I  say  more  of 
them  F  They  are  superb.  In  the  fovth  there 
is  a  oyprpss  nigh  of  six  yards,  there,  alone,  at 
the  middle  of  the  soene.  One  says  he  is 
natural.  That  may  be.  In  any  caie  he  is 
manrellous.  But  the  fifth  pictim,  it  is  sub- 
lime !  One  cannot  more  I  It  is  the  last  word  of  the  modem  theatre ! 
It  wants  me  the  words,  it  wants  me  the  place  for  to  speak  of  it. 
Shiespir  alone  would  haye  could  to  render  justice  to  this  picture  so 
rayishing. 

As  to  the  action  of  the  piece,  you  will  desire  to  know  something. 
Frankly  I  tell  you  I  obseryed  it  not.  In  the  middle  of  this  luxury 
of  decorations  there  wander  here  and  there  some  persons,  dressed  at 
the  mode  the  most  beautiful,  who  speak  in  effect  not  too  shortly. 
There  are  yeritable  discoursee— how  say  you  ^^  conferences^*  f— on 
florentine  history,  of  the  most  interestings,  but  a  little  long.  The 
braye  Frenchmans  pronounce  the  Italian  names  in  good  patriots. 
ThffY  imitate  not  the  accent  of  our  perfidious  neighbours  of  the 
Triple  Allianee.  Ah  no !  .They  say  them  as  in  french.  And  what 
names  I  Acciajuoli  !  It  is  like  a  sneeze.  And  Mistress  Bernhardt 
is  gentle,  caressing,  passionate,  contemptuous,  and  terrible  turn  to 
turn;  she  murmurs  softly,  and  at  the  fine  she  screams.  And 
Mister  Guitrt  is  seyere  and  menacing ;  he  speaks  at  low  yoice,  and 
at  the  fine  he  shouts.  But  after  all  what  is  that  that  is  that  that  P 
One  thinks  not  to  it.  The  decorations,  the  costumes !  See  there 
that  which  one  regards,  that  which  one  applauds,  that  which  one 
shall  forget  neyer ! 

Be  willing  to  agree  the  assurance  of  my  high  consideration. 

Strapontin. 


MAYEN-AISY-NOW! 


Misther  Punch,  Sorr,— Frinohmen  are  that  consaited  they  think 
no  one  can  inyint  anything  but  thimselyes.  It 's  as  well  known  as 
the  story  of  Mulligan  s  leather  breeches  that  the  first  Earl  of  Mato 
inwinted  Mayemase  sauce  (ah !  bother  the  spellin'  now),  and  called 
it  after  himself  and  his  eldest  son.  Lord  Naab  ;  faix,  there  ye  haye 
it,  Mayonaas ;  and  isn't  it  called  Paddy  Bourke's  butther  to  this 
day  all  oyer  County  Kildare ;  and  many  a  bite  of  could  salmon  haye 
I  ate  wid  that  same ;  and  don 't  belieye,  Sorr,  thim  that  tell  you  it's 
onwholesome,  for,  if  you  '11  get  the  laiste  sup  of  the  orathur  wid  it, 
it 's  just  as  harmless  as  new  milk  from  the  cow ;  and  shure  it 's 
meself  .that  ought  to  know,  bein'  cook  to  a  lady  that  has  the  best 
blood  of  ould  Ireland  in  her  body :  and  her  husbuid— (]K)d  hdp  him. 
poor  man !— is  an  Englishman ;  out  we  can 't  be  all  perfect,  and 
whm  I  make  thim  sauces  to  his  taste  he  just  sends  me  out  a  glass  of 
wine,  wid  his  compliments,  and  wid  mine  to  your  honour, 

I  remane  your  honour*8  obedient  Servant,         Betset  Durnet. 

%*  Thi«  Corretpondence  must  now  ces»e.    This  is  the  second  time  we've 
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L'ART   D*^RE   GRAND-PIRE. 

Daughter  mid  Mamma.  "Papa,  dbab,  Babt  WAim  to  flat  with  toub  vxw  Kiommoops.    Hat  hi  bate  rrf** 

Qramdpapa  (deep  in  differttUidl  and  integral  eahidui),  '*  Mt  itew  Mioaoboopx  f    Oh,  tis,  or  oouxsB,  dka&  1    Bur  HX  Muirr  mhtd 

AND  BB   TMRr  OAKMFUL  WITH  IT  1 " 


A  TOUCHING  APPEAL. 

kOL—^^The  Tonghy-Bonghy-Bo." 

Iir  the  Kingdom  of  the  Yellow. 
Where  names  end  in  ing  and  oo. 
With  a  phiz  like  saffron  wood, 
lired  proad  Tottnoht-Buko-Boo-Hoo. 
He  was  a  tnrasonic  f  eUow ; 
Bat  when  smitten  he  wonld  hellow. 
Potted  puppies  were  his  food, 
Pidklea  mice  he  thought  ate  good. 
Boss  of  a  hig  neighhourhood 
Was  proud  YouwoHr-Buwo-Boo-Hoo. 

He  was  jealous  of  a  Jappy, 
Little  ooTO,  hut  full  ci  ^ ; 

Bather  fond  of  throwing  stones 
At  hig  YouKOHT-BuKO-Boo-Hoo. 
And  that  small  hut  plucky  chappie 
Made  hig  Yottnoht  feel  unhumy ; 
And  he  growled,  in  grumDiy  tones, 
**  Pieoy  Jap  him  pitonee  stones  I 
Me  with  Jappy  piokee  bones ! " 
Said  sore  Youkgt-Bung-Boo*Hoo  ! 

••  YouHOHY  pitch  in  Jap  Piwo-WnfOLi  I " 
Butyoun||  Jappy  had  first  blow, 
when  it  came  to  actual  strife, 
Faced  hig  YouvoHr-BuKo-Boo-Hoo, 
Faced  and  fought  him  sharp  and  singly, 
Smote  him  tillnis  nose  felt  tingly. 
He  was  fearful  for  his  life, 
And  he  yelled**  Ho  I  stoppy  strife  I 
Knuckles  out  like  liUy  kntfe ! " 
Said  poor  YouvGur-BuKo-Boo-Hoo. 

Yes,the  big  hoy  pale  and  yellow 
^^Kickee  up  hufia-balloo." 

'*  And  he  feelee  Telly  cheap  " 
Did  poor  Younghy-Buitg-Boo-Hoo. 
He  began  to  bleat  and  bellow, 
Oremown  and  awkward  fellow ; 
for  his  jgnard  he  oould  not  keep. 
From  his  eyes  he  scarce  could  peep. 
And  the  nose  grew  crimson— deep— 
Of  poor  YouKGHT-BuirG-Boo-Hoo ! 


Little  Jappy  sparred  up  gladly, 
And  he  cried  **  Fight  on,  man,  do  ! 

Your  proposals  come  too  late, 
Mr.  YouyoHr-BuKO-Boo-Hoo  I 
I  will  giTc  you  beans,  Buko— badlv  I " 
(Here  his  nose  Jap  hunmered  madly.) 
'*  Yah  I    In  fighting  I  'm  your  mate. 
You  cave  in  a  oit  too  late, 
I  will  whop  you— if  you  'U  wait. 
Bouncing  Yo0NonT-BiTKG-Boo-Hoo  I " 

*'  Though  ytm  wcIIt  lilly  body, 
Jap.  you  strikee  oiggy  blow  I 

Welly  much  hurtee— me  no  play !  I " 
(Blubbered  Youkght-Bukg-Boo-Hoo.) 
'  Me  topside  feel  niddv-nodd: 
Oh  my  nosy  I    Me  will  modi- 


*  Me  topside  feel  niddv-noddy. 
my  nosy  I    Mewillmodi- 
^  the  words  me  mustee  say. 


Will  you  pleasy  go  away  P 
ee!    Mei 


Menolikee 
Welly  much  hard  I 


no  play  I 
Boo-hooII  Boo-hooII!" 


On  the  slippery  road  and  muddy, 
Jap  then  floored  him  with  a  blow. 

^*  Ough  !    Won't  no  one  helnee  me  P  " 
Howled  poor  Youkght-Buito-Boo-Hoo  I 
Prostrate,  with  his  nose-tip  ruddv. 
And  his  mouth  all  swollen  and— Dluggy : 
"  Foreij^  devils  one— two— three  f 
Barbanans  flom  beyond  um  sea ! 
Can't  um— won't  um  helpee  me  P  " 
Bellowed  YoiTNGflr-BcTKG-Boo-Hoo. 

At  the  floored  and  roaring  Tiotim 
**  Foreign  devils"  look  askew. 

Hands  in  pockets  buried  well. 
Piteous  YOTTKGHT-BUKG-BOO-HOO 

Hoped  that  from  the  mud   they'd  picked 

him. 
But  lau^h  they,  '*  Young  Jap  *8  fair  licked 
him  I 
SkaU  we  intenrene  P    Ah,  well, 
We'llOmibofit.    TimewiUtelL 
Meanwhile  let  him  lie  and  yell. 
Yellow  YouKOHT-BuKG-Boo-Hoo  I " 


THE  POUTE  GUIDE  TO  THE  CIVIL  SERVICL 

(By  a  Courteous  Conductor,) 

Sbcumhg  a  "P.S." 

I  HATB  supposed  that  you  have  been 
appointed  Secretary  to  the  Pablic.lSquaiidtr 
Department.  You  will  have  much  to  do,  so 
the  less  you  have  to  read,  the  better.  Under 
these  circumstances,  I  merely  supply  jou  at 
this  moment  with  the  foUowing 

Bxaminaiion  Paper  far  Would-be 
Private  Seeretariee, 

1.  Give  your  autobiograpy,  either  as  (1)  t 
good  story  against  yourself,  (2)  a  minute  in 
four  lines,  or  (3)  a  long  jwm  suitable  for  fill- 
ing up  the  time  when  things  have  to  be  kept 
going  for  three-quarters  of  an  hour  to  aooom- 
modate  your  chief. 

2.  Describe  your  duties  to  your  chief  (1) 
when  he  is  in  town  but  wants  to  be  thought 
away  in  the  country,  and  (2)  when  you  htTe 
to  assist  him  as  ** Vice-chair"  at  a  dinner 
party. 

3.  Given  that  you  have  for  neighbours  at  t 
political  banquet  a  race-herse  owner,  a  rap- 
porter  of  the  temperance  cause,  a  tbeatrioal 
proprietor,  and  a  rural  dean.  Write  an 
anecdote  that  will  interest  all  of  them,  snd 
cause  the  conversation  between  them  to  be 
general. 

4.  Take  the  foUowing  facts.  0«riog  to  t 
blunder,  a  ship  has  been  sent  to  a  wrong  port, 
carrying  a  wrong  cargo  to  a  wrong  receiver, 
who  has  sent  it  awav,  and  thus  prevented  it 
being  used  for  its  right  purpose.  Thistrifiioff 
error  of  judnnent  has  caused  a  war  that  oonld 
easily  have  been  prevented.  Explain  all  this 
away  in  such  a  manner  that  the  statemmt 
when  delivered  by  your  chief  shall  be  received 
with  "general  cheering"  in  the  House  of 
Commons. 

5.  Write  a  short  essay  showing  your  pouts 
and  testing  your  capabilities.^  q  I  p  I 
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BOUGHT  AND  SOLD. 

Deaier,    '  What  f  this  'ebb  ltttlb  'oss  bin  Shot  oybb  ?    Lob'  bliss  t\  hbbps  o'  times  1  ** 
[Purchaser  tests  the  fact,  and  is  perfectly  scUisJied, 


THE  CHRONICLES  OF  A  RURAL  PARISH. 
II.— Pbbliminabt  Cantbbs. 
I  8AiD^  when  I  last  took  up  my  pen  as  a  veraoioas  chronicler  of  the 
reoent  history  of  Mudford  (tor  iku  is  the  name  of  our  Tillage ;  not 
elegant,  perhaps,  bat  none  the  less  tme  to  life),  that  my  meeting 
deserred  a  chapter  to  itself.    It  does.    It  deserves,  in  point  of  fact, 
many  chapters,  thoui^h  I  only  purpose  to 
give   it  one.     But  it  must  be  the  third 
chapter,  and  not  the  second.     For  before 
this  meeting  was  held,  many  things  hap- 
pened, and  as  I  look  back  I  often  wonder 
how  it  was  that  I  was  enabled  to  endure  all 
the  trials  and  tribulations  which  Fortune 
had  in  store  for  me,  and  that  I  am  spared 
to  write  this  unprentending  account  of  all 
that  happened.    1  say  this,  because  I  have 
been  reading  of  late  historical  romanceSj  and 
I  find  from  them  that  a  little  morahsing 
is  never  out  of  place  in  the  course  of  a 
stoiy. 

The  first  thing  I  did  was  to  issue  a  bill, 
stating  that  the  meeting  would  be  held.  It 
was  headed,  *'Mudfoid,"  and  announced 
that  I— described  as  Timothy  Winkins, 
Esq.,  J.P.  (for  I  boast  that  proud  distinc- 
tion through  an  error  of  the  Lord  Chan- 
cellor of  the  period,  who  mistook  me  for  a 
member  of  his  party,  which  I  was  not)— that  I  would  explain  the 
provisions  and  working  of  the  Parish  Councils  Act,  that  **  ques- 
tions would  be  invited  at  the  dose,''  and  that  **  all  persons  were 
cordially  invited  to  attend."  I  sent  a  copy  of  this  to  every  one  in 
the  village,  and  then  fondly  imagined  that  I  Bhould  hear  no  more 
about  the  matter  till  the  fateful  night  approached.  In  that  I  was 
mistaken,  however. 

Next  morning,  as  I  was  sitting  in  my  study— curiously  enough 
getting  ready  some  notes  for  what  was  to  be  my  epoch-making 
speech— I  saw  coming  up  the  drive  two  ladies,  whom  I  reoo^nised  as 
Mrs.  Letham  Havitt  and  Mrs.  Abble  Mabch,  both  ladies,  I  re- 
membered, who  had  made  themselves  prominent  in  politics  in  the 
village,  Mrs.  Havitt  as  a  leading  light  of  the  Women's  liberal 


Federation,  and  Mrs.  Mabch  as  a  Lady  Crusader  (is  that  right  ?) 
of  the  Primrose  League.  A  moment  later,  and  those  ladies  were 
ushered  into  my  room. 

*'  We  've  come,"  said  Mrs.  Havitt,  cutting  the  cackle,  and  coming 
at  once  to  the  'osses,  *'  we  *ve  come  to  see  you  about  that  meeting." 

"  Oh,  indeed ! "  I  murmured     *'  Yes,  the  meeting." 

'*  We  notice,"  said  Mrs.  Abble  Mabch,  taking  up  the  running, 
'*  that  you  onl^  sav  *  persons '  may  attend  the  meeting.  Now  we  're 
very  much  afraid  tnat  women  wonrt  understand  that  they  may  come." 

**  But  surely,"  I  protested,  feebly,  **  a  woman  is  a  person.'' 

"  Well,  we  think  ^'  (this  as  a  duet)  "  that  you  ou^ht  to  say  that  *  all 
persons,  men  or  women,  married  or  single,  are  invited  to  attend.' " 

I  was  a  ^ood  deal  staggered,  and  thought  of  asking  whether  they 
wouldn't  like  the  name  of  the  village  altered,  or  my  name  printed 
without  the  J. P.,  but  I  refrained.  I  promised  to  print  new  bills,  and 
I  did  it.  I  thought  it  would  be  a  poor  beginning  to  a  peaceful  revo- 
lution to  have  an  angry  woman  in  every  household. 

Those  were  mv  first  visitors.  After  that  I  had  about  two  calls  a 
day.  One  day  the  Yicar  dropped  in  to  afternoon  tea,  to  congratulate 
me  on  my  public  spirit.  I  confess  I  felt  rather  pleased.  I  had 
evidently  done  the  right,  the  high-minded,  the  patriotic  thing.  Mv 
mind  became  filled  with  visions  of  mf  self  as  Chairman  of  the  Parish 
Council,  the  head  man  of  a  contented  village.  Just  before  he  left, 
however,  the  Vicar  suggested  that  I  should  advise  the  electors  to 
elect  into  the  chair  someone  who  had  had  previous  training  of  what 
its  duties  and  responsibilities  were,  and  I  suddenly  remembered  that 
the  Vicar  was  the  present  Chairman  of  the  Vestry.  Then  somehow 
I  guessed  why  I  had  been  favoured  with  a  visit.  The  curious  thing 
was,  that  my  next  caller  (who  arrived  half  an  hour  afterwards) 
came  to  say  that  the  most  satisfactory  thing  in  the  whole  Act  was, 
that  the  clergyman  could  not  take  the  chair.  Then  my  memory  once 
more  told  me  what  manner  of  man  I  was  talking  to — he  was  a 
prominent  local  preacher.    I  was  being  nobbled. 

And  so  it  went  on.  My  answer  to  all  ^bo  came  was,  that  they 
could  come  and  ask  me  questions  at  th*^  meeting.  Is  was  a  con- 
venient plan  enough  — at  the  time.  Yet  my  suirgestions  —  like 
chickens  and  curses— came  home  to  roost  -  at  the  meeting.  And  that, 
as  I  have  said,  is  the  third  chapter. 


Athelbtan  the  Revdt.— Mr.  Athelstaw  Rilet. 
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MR.  PUNCH  ON  BILLIARDS. 

[**  The  bUliard-seaaon  has  let  in 
in  real earneat."— Dai^  Faper.] 

Comb,  people  all,  both  old  and 
yonzurt 
And  hearken  to  msr  lay!  ^ 
And  give  you  ear  wmle  I  give 

tongme 
And  dog  a  song  that  ought  to 
besnng, 
And  say  ny  simple  say. 

I  sins:  a  song  of  a  noble  game, 
Wnoseoharms  fewmen  with- 
stand— 
BOliards!  —  sport  of  anoient 
fame.  [dame. 

Beloved  of  knight,  admired  of 
Adored  in  every  land  I 

The  world's  great  games  are 

numbered  six — 

Cricket,  chess,  and  whist. 

Football,   golf— but  Billiardh 

licks 
With  three  small  balls  and  two 
long  stickp, 
And  subtle  play  of  wrist. 

In  some,  the  mind  plays  chief  est 


In  others,  muscles  rule ; 
In  Billiards  musde  joins  with 
art,  [heart. 

Combining  head  and  hand  ana 

In  pyramids  and  pool. 

So  Winter,  hail!  Though  thou 
be  keen, 
Thou'rt    nut    so    keen  as 
Peall, 
As  he  plays  the  spot  on  cloth 

of  green, 
And  makes   such  breaks  as 
ne'er  were  seen. 
Until  our  senses  reel ! 

Hail,    RoBEBTS,    Mitchell, 
Dawson,  too. 
And  others  of  your  sort  I — 


J><<»../HW 


A    UTILITARIAN. 


The  Vicar.  **  ksn  how  do  tou  like  the  few  Chimes,  Kbs.  Weaver  ? 

VOU  MUST  BE  OLAD    TO    BEAR    THOSE    BEAUTIFUL    HtMN-TUNBS  AT  NIGHT  ! 

They  mttst  remind  you  of " 

Mrs,  Weaver,  "  Yes  ;  that  be  so,  Sir.    I  *ve  took  my  Medicine  quite 

REGULAR  ever  SINCE  THET  WAS  BEGUN  !  " 


Punch  welcomes  you,  the  lead- 
ing few. 

But  thinks  of  the  Rest  as  he 
flives  the  Cue  :— 
•  *  Upnold  your  noble  sportj— 

*•  Preserve  its  reputation  free 
Yrom    every     act     that's 
mean. — 
Conform  to  honour's  just  de- 
cree, 
And  curse  the  man  (and  curst 
be  he!) 
Who  fouls  the  table  green ! " 
•         •         •         • 

What  wonders  will  the  year 
reveal? 
A"Half-a-mimonUpP" 
A  hundred-thousand  pomts  to 

Peall 
Will  Roberts    yield—  Ihea 
show  his  heel. 
And  win  the  Diamond  Cup  ? 


Or 


greater  1  marvel    still,  I 
wot — 

Will  players  cease  to  growl 
When  fluke  occurs,  or  when 

you  "pot" 
The  white,  and    swear  it's 
mean(it*sMo<) 
And  loud  ^'  Whiteohapel  I " 
howl? 

All  such  as  these  would  Panch 
beseech— 
(He  dwells  on  this  behest)— 
To  drop   such  foolish  ways, 

and  preach 
To    aU    «*good  form,"   that 


happy  each 
ygofc 


May  go  for  his  Long  Rest ! 


Curious.— A  lady  who  hsd 
read  the  two  reoent  oon^r<>- 
versies  anent  the  Lords  and 
the  Empire  got  slightly 
muddled.  •'Well,  I've  never 
seen  aujrthing  wrong,"  she 
said,  **  in  Promenade  Peers.' 


FIRSl  IMPfiESSIONS. 

Florence  !  0  glorious  city  of  Lorenzo  the  Msgnifioent,  cradle  of 
the  Renaissance,  birthplace  of  Dante,  home  of  Boccaccio,  where 
countless  painters  and  sculj^tors  produced  those  deathless  works 
which  still  fascinate  an  admiring  world,  at  last  I  approach  thee !  I 
arrive  at  the  station,  I  scramble  for  a  facchino^  I  drive  to  my  hotel. 
It  is  night.  To-morrow  all  thy  medieval  bveliness  will  burst  upon 
my  enraptured  eyes. 

in  the  morning  up  early  and  out.  Immediately  fall  against  a 
statue  of  a  fat  man  in  a  frock  coat  and  trousers.  Can  this  be 
Michael  Ang  blo*8  David  f  No,  no !  It  is  Manin  by  Nono.  Tarn 
hastily  aside  and  discover  a  quay.  Below  is  a  waste  of  mud,  through 
which  meander  a  few  inches  of  thick  brown  water.  The  Amo! 
Heavens,  what  associations !  Rai^  my  eyes  and  perceive  on  the 
opposite  bank  a  gasometer.  Stand  horror-stricken  in  the  roadway, 
and  am  nearly  run  over  by  a  frantic  bicyclist.  Save  myself  by  a 
great  effort  and  cling  for  support  to  a  gaslamp  until  I  can  reoover 
from  the  shook.  Resolve  then  to  seek  out  the  medieval  loveliness. 
Start  along  the  guay.  Ha,  there  is  a  statue  I  Doubtless  by  Michael 
Angelo.  Hardly ;  the  face  seems  familiar.  Of  course,  it  is  Gari- 
baldi I  Turn  and  fly  up  a  narrow  street.  Here  at  last  is  something 
old,  here  at  last  are  tne  buildings  on  which  Dante  may  have  looked, 

in  which  Fra  Angelico  may  have  painted,  here  at  last .    Why, 

what's  this?  It 's  an  omnibus.  It  fills  the  street.  Wedge  myself 
in  a  doorway,  and  when  it  has  passed  within  three  inches  of  my  toes, 
hurry  down  a  side  street,  a  still  narrower  one.  Here,  perhaps,  Ben- 
venxtto  Cellini  devised  some  glorious  metal  work.  Ba,  there  is  a 
silversmith's  even  to  this  day  I  Look !  what  are  those  things  in  the 
window,  above  the  inscription  "English  Spoken"?  They  are  tea- 
pots from  Birmio^ham  I  Resolve  to  avoid  small  streets,  and  hurry 
on  to  large  open  piazza.  Now  for  some  architecture  by  Giotto,  some 
sculpture  hy  DonatelloI  Yes,  there  is  an  equestrian  statue. 
Douotlees  one  of  the  Medici.  At  last  I  No,  it's  not.  It 's  Yictob 
Ekakxtel.    At  least,  the  inscription  says  so,  though  the  likeness,  not 


being  a  speaking  one.  gives  no  information.  Turn  sadly  aside  and 
contemplate  some  melancholy  modem  copies  of  the  regular  architec- 
ture of  rectangular  Turin. 

Begin  to  feel  depressed.  Have  not  yet  found  the  romanhc 
medievalism.  Somewhat  revived  bv  dSieuner,  resolve  to  seek  it  in 
the  suburbs.  Of  oourse^esole.  A  pilgrimaire  to  the  home  of  Fra 
Angelico.  Sublime  I  Will  go  on  foot,  avoiding  the  high  road. 
Climb  by  narrow  ways,  past  garden  walls.  Behind  them  may  be  the 
gurdens  where  Boccaccio's  stories  were  told;  down  these  narrow 
roads  Fra  Angelico  may  have  passed.  How  exquisite  to  meditate 
far  from  the  tourist  crowd !  Filled  with  enthusiasm,  and  mdng  at 
the  beautiful  blue  sky,  arrive  at  the  top,  and  stumble  headlong  over 
some  ohstacle  in  the  road.  It  is  the  rail  of  a  tramway !  Stagger 
feebly  to  the  Piazza  ju^t  as  the  electric  tramcar  bumps  and  rumDles 
up  the  hill.  From  it  descends  a  crowd,  carrying,  not  lilies,  as  in 
Angelico*8  pictures^  but  Baadekers.  And  I  hear  no  tale  from  the 
Decameron,  out  a  mingled  confusion  of  strange  tongues.  '*  Ja,  fa, 
fa  ;  what  a  squash ;  noue  etione  un  pen  serres  mats  enfin  ;  ocA  tpun- 
derschnn  ;  un  soldo  signore  ;  /a,  ja,  ja ;  wal,  I  guess  this  is 
Feaysolay,  che  rumore  nel  tram ;  I  say,  let 's  buy  one  of  these  straw 
fans  for  Aunt  Mart  ;  they  're  awfully  cheap,  only  half  a  franc,  and 
look  worth  half-a-crown ;  ah  voild  le  cafS ;  woUen  sie  ein  Glas  Bier 
trinken  ;  ja,  ja,  ja  / "  Resolve  to  abandon  search  for  medieval 
loveUness,  and  go  down  sadly  in  the  tramcar. 

But  one  art  remains.  In  the  coimtry  where  Verdi  sfill  writes 
I  can  at  least  enjoy  music.  So  after  dinner  seek  the  Trianon.  It 
sounds  like  a  music-hall ;  but  then  here,  even  in  a  music-hall,  there 
must  be  music.  As  I  enter,  a  familiar  sound  bursts  upon  my  ear. 
The  singer  is  Italian,  the  words  are  French,  but  the  tune  is  EnglisL 
She  is  miging  '*  The  Man  thai  Broke  the  Bank  at  Monte  Carlo:* 

A  First  Impressionist. 


"Ah 
by  her 


[  I "  sighed  Mrs.  R.  sadly,  when  her  advice  had  not  been  taken 
daughter,  ''I 'ma  mere  siphon  in  the  family  I" 
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LYRE  AND   LANCET. 

{A  S^ory  in  Scenes.) 

PABT  XX.— "DIFFKBENT  PESSOKS  HAVE  DIFFERENT  OPINIONS.** 

ScEirs  XXX.—Ladf/  Maiste's  Bootn  at  Wytem, 

Tan—Saturdai/  night,  about  11.30. 

Ladt/  Maine  (to  PfliLLiPSOir,  who  t#  brushing  her  hair).  Ton  are 
sure  Manmui  isn*!  ezpeotiiig  me  F  {Irresolutely.)  Perhaps  I  had 
hetter  just  ran  in  and  say  good  night. 

Phiuipson,  I  wouldn't  reoommend  it,  really,  ny  lady ;  her  lady- 
ship seems  a  little  upset 
in  ner  nerves  this  even- 
ing. 

Lady  Maisie  (to  her^ 
self).  It^y^a  de  quoi ! 
(A  lo  u  d,  relieved.)  It 
might  only  disturh  her, 
certainly.  ...  I  hope 
they  are  making  you  com- 
fort ahle  here,  Phillip- 
son  ? 

Phill.  Very  much  so 
indeed,  thank  you,  my 
lady.  The  tone  of  the 
Room  downstairs  is  most 
superior. 

Lady  Maisie.  That 's 
satisfactory.  And  I  hear 
you  have  met  an  old  ad- 
mirer of  yours  here— Mr. 
Spurrsll,  I  mean. 

PhiU.  We  did  happen 
to  encounter  each  other 
in  one  of  the  galleries,  my 
lady,  Just  for  a  minute ; 
though  I  shouldn't  have 
expected  him  to  allude 
to  It  I 

Lady  Maisie.  Indeed  I 
And  why  not  ? 

PhiU.  Mr.  James  Spur- 
BKLL  am>ear8  to  have 
elevated  himself  to  a  very 
different  sphere  from  what 
he  occupied  when  I  used 
to  know  him,  my  lady; 
though  how  and  why  he 
comes  to  he  where  he  is, 
I  don't  rightly  under- 
stand myself  at  present. 

Lady  Maisie  (to  her-' 
self).  And  no  wonder! 
I  feel  horrihly  guilty! 
(Ahud.)  Ton  mustn't 
blame  poor  Mr.  Spuerell, 
Pbilupsov;  he  couldn't 
help  it ! 

PhiU.  (with  studied 
indifference).  I  'm  not 
blaming  him,  my  lady. 
If  he  peelers  the  society 
of  his  superiors  to  mine, 
he 's  very  welcome  to  do 
so;  there's  others  onlj 
too  willing  to  take  his 
place! 

Lady  Maisie.  Surely 
none  who  would  be  as 
fond  of  you  or  make  so  good  a  husband,  Phillipsov  I 

PhiU.  That 's  as  maybe,  my  lady.  There  was  one  young  man  that 
travelled  down  in  the  same  compartment,  and  sat  next  me  at  supper 
in  the  room.    I  could  see  he  took  a  great  fanoy^  to  me  from  the 

I  am  sure  I 
so  flattering ! 
you  tnmk  you  will  be  rattier  a  foolish  girl  if 
you  allow  a  few  idle  compliments  rrom  a  stranger  to  outweigh  such 
an  attachment  as  Mr.  Spubeell  seems  to  have  for  you  F 

Phill.  If  Atf  's  found  new  friends,  my  lady,  I  consider  myself  free 
to  act  similarly. 

Lady  Maisie.  Then  you  don't  know  F  He  told  us  quite  frankly 
this  evening  that  he  luid  only  just  discovered  you  were  here,  and 
would  much  prefer  to  be  where  you  were.  He  went  down  to  the 
Housekeeper's  Room  on  purpose. 

PhiU.  (moved).  It 's  the  first  I  'ye  heard  of  it,  my  lady.    It  must 


have  been  after  I  came  up.  If  I  'd  only  known  he  'd  behave  like 
that! 

Lady  Maisie  (instructively).  You  see  how  loyal  he  is  to  you.  And 
now,  I  suppose,  he  will  find  he  has  been  supplanted  by  this  new 
acquaintance— some  smooth-tongued,  good-for-nothing  valet,  I 
daresay  F 

PhiU.  (injured).  Oh,  my  lady,  indeed  he  wasn't  a  man  !  But 
i  there  was  nothing  serious  between  us—at  least,  on  my  side— though 
{  he  certainly  did  go  on  in  a  very  sentimental  way  himself.  However, 
I  he's  left  the  Court  by  now.  that's  one  comfort!  (To  herself.)  1 
I  wish  now  I  'd  said  nothing  about  him  to  Jem.    If  he  was  to  get  aak- 

I  ing  questions  downstairs He  always  was  given  to  jealousy — 

reason  or  none  I 

[A  tap  is  heard  at 
the  door. 
Lady  Rhoda  (otUside). 
Maisie,  may  I  come  in  F 
if  you '  ve  done  your  hair, 
and  sent  away  your  maid. 
(She  enters.)  Ah,  I  see 
you  haven't. 

I^ady  Maisie.  Don't 
run  tLwnfj,  Rhoda  ;  my 
maid  has  just  done.  Ton 
can  go  now,  PfliLLiPsoir. 
Lady  Rnoda  (to  her^ 
relf  as  she  sits  down). 
Phuupsoe!  So  that*8 
the  young  woman  that 
funny  vet  man  prefers  to 
Us!  H'm,  can't  say  I 
feel  flattered  I 

PhiU.  (to  herse(f.  as 
she  leaves  the  room).  This 
must  be  the  Lady  Rhoda, 
who  was  making  up  to 
my  Jem  !  He  wouldn't 
have  anything  to  say  to 
her.  though ;  and,  now  I 
see  her,  I  am  not  surprised 
at  it! 

[Shem>es:  a  pause. 
Lady  Jinoda  (crossing 
her  feet  on  the  fender). 
Well,  we  can't  complain 
of  havin'  had  a  dull 
evenin',  can  we  F 

Lady  Maisie  (ttJting  a 
hand -screen  from  the 
mantelshelf).  Not  alto- 
gether. Has— anything 
fresh  happened  sinoe  1 
leftF 

Lady  Rhoda.  Nothing 
particular.  Aechie  apolo- 
gised to  this  New  Man  in 
the  Billiard  Room.  For 
the  Booby  Trap.  We  all 
told  him  he  d  got  to. 
And  Mr.  Caesiov  Beae, 

or      BLUNDSEdHEIX,      or 

whatever  he  calls  himself 

— yofi  know— was  so  aw- 

f  lly  gradous  and  con- 

descendin'  that  I  really 

thought  poor   dear   old 

Aechie      would     have 

wound  up  his  apology  by 

punchin'his  head  for  him. 

Strikes  me,  Maisie,  that 

mop-headed  Minstrel  Boy  ii  a  dedded  change  for  the  worse.   Doesn't 

it  you  F 

Lady  Maisie  (toying  with  the  screen).  How  do  you  mean,  Rhoda  F 

Laefy  Rhoda.  I  meantersay  I  call  Mr.  Spueesll Well,  he's 

real^  anyway— he's  a  man.  don't  you  know.  As  for  the  other,  bo  feeble 
of  him  missin'  his  train  like  he  did,  and  tnmin'  up  too  late  for  every- 
thing!   Vow,  wasn't  it? 

Lady  Maisie.  Poets  are  dreamy  and  unpractical  and  unpnnctual 
— it 's  their  nature. 

Lady  Rhoda.  Then  they  should  stay  at  home.  Just  see  what  a 
hojpeless  muddle  he 's  got  us  all  into  I  I  declare  I  feel  as  if  anybody 
might  turn  into  somebody  else  on  the  smallest  provocation  after  this. 
I  know  poor  Yiviek  Spelwajtb  will  be  worryur  her  pillows  like  rats 
most  of  the  night,  and  I  rather  fancy  it  will  be  a  dose  time  for  poets 
with  your  dear  mother,  Maisie,  for  tome  time  to  come.  All  this 
■Uy  ifttLe  nan'.  i«nltl  digitized  byTjOOglC 


Well,  we  can't  complain  of  havin'  had  a  dull  evenin',  eon  we  F  '* 


Lady  Maisie.  No^  Rhoda.  Not  IAb— ours.  Mine  and  Mamma's. 
We  ought  to  have  felt  from  the  first  that  there  must  be  some  mis- 
take, that  poor  Mr.  Sfu&bbll  oooldn't  possibly  be  a  poet  I  I  don't 
know,  though ;  people  generall^jr  are  unlike  what  you  'd  expect  from 
their  Dooks.  1  beliere  thev  do  it  on  purpose  I  Not  that  that  applies 
to  Mr.  Blaib;  he  is  one^s  idea  of  what  a  poet  should  be.  If  he 
hadn't  arrived  when  he  did,  I  don't  think  I  oould  ever  have  borne  to 
read  another  line  of  poetry  as  long  as  I  lived  I 

lAidy  Rhoda,  I  say  /    vo  joxl  call  him  as  good-lookin'  as  all  that  t 

Lady  Maisie,  I  was  not  thinking  about  his  looks,  BnoDA^t  's  his 
conduct  that's  so  splendid. 

Lady  Rhoda,  His  oonduotP  Don't  see  anything  splendid  in 
missin'  a  train.    I  oould  do  it  myself  if  I  tried  P 

Lady  Maisie,  Well,  I  wish  I  oould  think  there  were  many  men 
capable  of  acting  so  nobly  and  generously  as  he  did. 

Lady  Rhoda,  As  how  ? 

LaJy  Maisie,  Tou  really  don't  see  I  Well,  then,  you  shaU,  He 
arrives  late,  and  finds  that  somebody  else  is  here  already  in  his 
character,  fie  makes  no  fuss ;  manages  to  set  a  private  interview 
with  the  person  who  is  iMudng  as  himself ;  wnen,  oi  course,  he  soon 
discovers  that  poor  Mr.  Spubbxll  is  as  much  deceived  as  anybody 
else.  What  is  ne  to  do  P  Humiliate  the  unfortunate  man  by  lettin^g 
him  know  the  truth  P  Mortify  my  Uncle  and  Aunt  by  a  public 
explanation  before  a  whole  dinner-party  P  That  is  what  a  stupid  or 
a  selfish  man  might  have  done,  almost  without  thinking.  But  not 
Mr.  Blair.  He  has  too  much  tact,  too  much  imagination,  too  much 
chivalry  for  that.  He  saw  at  once  that  his  only  course  was  to  spare 
his  host  and  hostess,  and— and  all  of  us  a  scene,  by  slipping  away 
quietlv  and  unostentatiously,  as  he  had  come. 

Lady  Rhoda  {yawning).  If  he  saw  all  that,  why  didn't  he  (2b  it  P 

Lady  Maisie  {indignantly^.  Why  P  How  provokinsr  you  can  be. 
Rhoda  !  Why  f  Because  tnat  stupid  Tilkdwjcll  woSdn't  let  him ! 
Because  Aechib  delayed  him  by  some  idiotic  practical  joke  I  Because 
Mr.  Spurrbll  went  and  blurted  it  all  out!  .  .  .  Oh,  aon't  trv  to  run 
down  a  really  fine  act  like  that ;  because  you  can't— vou  simply ean'^' 

Lady  Rhoda  (after  a  low  whistle).  No  idea  it  had  gone  so  far  as 
that— already !  Now  I  begin  to  see  why  Gerrt  TmcxinESSE  has  been 
lookin'  as  if  ne  'd  sat  on  his  best  hat^  and  why  he  told  your  Aunt  he 
mieht  have  to  be  off  to-morrow ;  which  is  all  stuff,  because  I  happen 
to  know  his  leave  ain*t  up  for  two  or  three  days  yet.  But  he  sees 
this  Troubadour  has  put  his  poor  old  nose  out  of  joint  for  him. 

Lady  Maisie  {flushing).  Now,  Rhoda,  I  won't  have  you  talking 

as  if —as  if You  ought  to  know,  if  Gerald  Thicxnsssb  doesn*t, 

that  it 's  nothing  at  all  of  that  sort  I    It 's  just Oh,  I  can't  tell 

you  how  some  of  his  poems  moved  me,  what  new  ideas,  wider  views 
they  seemed  to  teach ;  and  then  how  dreadfully  it  hurt  to  think  it 
was  only  Mr.  Spurrsll  after  all! . .  .  But  not/T— oh,  the  relief  of 
finding  they  're  not  spoilt ;  that  I  can  still  admire,  still  look  up  to 
Uie  man  who  wrote  tnem !  Not  to  have  to  feel  that  he  is  quite  com- 
monplace—not even  a  gentleman— in  the  ordinary  sense  I 


wouldn't  expect  too  much  of  that  young  man— allow  a  margin  for 
shrinkage,  don't  you  know.  And  now  I  think  I  'U  turn  into  my  little 
crib,  for  I'm  dead  tired.  Good  night;  don't  sit  u]p  late  readin' 
poetry ;  it 's  m^  opinion  you  've  read  quite  enough  as  it  is !  [She  goes. 
Lady  Maisie  {alone^  as  she  gazes  dreamily  into  the  fire).  She  doesn't 

in  the  least  understand !    She  actually  suspects  me  of As  if  I 

could  possibly— or  as  if  Mamma  would  ever— even  if  he- —  Oh,  how 
silly  I  am  I  .  .  .  I  don't  care  I  I  am  glad  I  haven*t  had  to  give  up 
my  ideal.  I  should  like  to  know  him  better.  What  harm  is  there  in 
that  P  And  if  Gerald  chooses  to  go  to-morrow,  he  must— that 's  alL 
He  isnH  nearly  so  nice  as  he  used  to  be;  and  he  has  even  less 
imagination  than  ever  I    I  don't  think  I  coiUd  care  for  anybody  so 

absolutely  matter-of-fact.    And  yet,  only  an  hour  ago  I  almost 

Bat  that  was  before  / 

By  Ben  Trovato.— Mr.  Arthur  Roberts  is  always  interested  in 
current  events,  with  a  view  to  new  verses  for  his  topical  songs. 
A  friend  came  up  to  him  one  day  last  week  with  the  latest  Olobe  in 
his  hand,  just  as  the  Eminent  One  was  ordering  dinner  for  a  l^ar^ 
of  four.  "They're  sure  to  take  Port  Arthur T"  cried  the  friend, 
excitedlv.  '*  I  never  touch  it  myself,"  said  Mr.  Roberts,  "  but  I'll 
order  a  oottle."  

With  a  Difference.— It  is  common  enough,  alas  I  for  a  man  of  high 
aspirations  to  be  **  sorely  disappointed,"  but  it  is  ouite  a  new  thing 
to  be  **  sorely  appointed,"  which  is  the  case  with  Professor  W.  R. 
SoRLEY,  who  has  recently  been  placed  in  the  Moral  Philoaopher's 
Chair  at  the  University  of  Aberdeen. 

The  New  Broom.— The  Republican  Party  in  the  United  States 
declare— apparently  with  some  show  of  likdihood— that  they  will 
**  sweep  me  country."  All  honest  citizens  and  anti-Tammany 
patriots  must  heartily  hope  that  they  will  sweep  it  clean. 


GILBERT   AND   CARR-ICATURE. 

Most  of  the  libretto  of  W.  S.  Gilbebt*8  latest  whimsioal  opert, 
entiUed  His  Excellency^  is  evident  proof  of  his  exoellen<7  in  this  par- 
ticular line  and  on  these  particular  lines.  Amonff  prmdpals,  Mr. 
Barrivgtov  has  perhaps  a  trifle  the  beat  of  it ;  whue  the  part  given 
to  our  Gee-Gee,  alias  George  Grossmith.  is  not  so  strikmg  as  his 

ooetume.  both  he  and  Mr.  Johv  Li 
Hat,  wnose  make-up  is  wonderfally 
good,  being  somewhat  put  in  the  ihsde 
by  the  gaiety  of  the  two  charming 
yoong  liulies  Miss  Jessie  Bobd  and 
MissELLALnrE  Terriss,  who  act  with 
a  real  appreoiationof  the  funof  the  sitn- 
ation  in  which  their  dramatio-operatie 
lotiscast  But,  after  all  said  and  song, 
it  is  the  brillianov  of  the  Hussars, 
under  the  command  of  Corporal,  after- 
wards Colonel  Platfair,  that  carries 
the  piece,  and  takes  the  audience  br 
storm.  The  music  by  Dr.  Care  wonla 
not  of  itself  carr-y  the  piece  were  "  the 
book"  less  fancifully  funny  than  it  is. 

and  did  it  not  contain  some  capital 

lines  which  are  quickly  taken  by  an  appreciative  audience.  There  ib 
plenty  of  "  go"  in  the  Carr-acteristic  music  for  the  danoe  of  Husurs; 
but  tne  most  catching  "number"  is  a  song  of  which  td.e  first  bsrs 
irresistibly  call  to  mind  the  song  with  a  French  refrain  sung  by  Mim 
Nesville  in  A  Gaiety  Girl,  Was  Dr.  OsMOin)  Carr  the  oomposff  of 
that  air?  or  as  "that  air"  sounds  vulgar,  let ns  substitute  *tt«t 
tune."  If  so  the  resemblance  is  accounted  for,  and  if  he  warn  t, 
then  it  is  only  an  accidental  resemblance  of  a  few  bars  that  at  onoe 
strikes  the  retentive  ear  of  the  amateur.  Scenery  and  costumes  are 
all  excellent  in  His  Excellency, 

OUE  ''MONTHLY  POPS.'' 

Iir  the  New  York  Critic  a  suggestion  is  mode  that  it  would  be  a 
graceful  thing  for  Editors  of  Magazines  to  bring  out  ooeaaionalW  a 
"  Consolation  Number,"  containing  only  rejected  contributioM.  But 
why  not  give  the  Editor's  reasons  ior  iigeoting  them  as  well  r  This 
would  be  such  a  "  consolation  "  to  the  public,  if  not  to  the  authonl 
A  specimen  number  might  be  made  up  somewhat  as  follows  :— 

1.  "A  Dream  of  Fair  Wages."— A  Rondel  by  TEKirrsoN  Km 
Hardib  Morris  Sirooxs. 

[Bejected  as  a  mixture  of  bad  politics  with  worse  poetry.] 

2.  "  Children  of  Easy  Circumstances."— By  n.  ♦.  I 

[An  up-to-date  story,  with  leyeral  riiky  situations  in  it ;  the  risk,  howerer, 
has  been  reduced  to  a  minimum  by  the  gifted  Authoress  haTiog  eontrsctcd  to 
indemnify  the  Publisher  and  Editor  agaiost  any.  legal  consequences  that  may 
ensue.    Printed  "  without  prejudice,"  and  should  be  read  in  a  similar  spirit] 

3.  "On  the  Magnetisation  of  MoUusca."  By  Letden  Jarre,  F.S.L 
[Rejected  because,  although  an  extremely  able  and  interesting  paper  in 

itself,  it  is  found  by  experience  that  this  sort  of  high-acienoe  essay  r«lJ"J« 
Ugh  people  to  write  it  if  it  is  to  hare  a  chance  of  being  read.  Nobody 
under  the  rank  of  a  Dake  should  dabble  in  magazine  science.  What 's  the 
use  of  calling  it  a  Peery-odical  otherwise,  eh  ?] 

4.  *'  Js  Madagascar  really  the  Largest  Island  but  Two  ?  " 
•*  How  I  Never  Went  to  Korea." 

'*  China  as  my  Great-Uncle  said  that  he  once  Knew  It." 

"  A  Muscoyite  Moujik,  by  a  British  Bore." 
[Rejected  because  this  kind  of  "  symposium  "  on  topical  subjects  can  be 
got  much  better,  as  the  above  writers  have  chiefly  got  it,  from  the  dau/ 
papers.  Without  some  magazine  padding  of  the  aort,  however,  **  none  w 
aenuine,"  and  the  above  is  not  much  more  hopeleas  drivel  than  is  usually 
inserted.] 

Oir  THE  List.— Without  going  back  to  the  still  undiscovered 

horrors  in  the  E^t  End,  we  have  snfficient  material  in  the  two  diamond 

robberies  Holbom  district  and  a  bomb  in  Mayfair  to  warrant  us  in 

asking  where  is  that  much- wanted  Sherlock  Holmes? 

"  Holmes,  Holmks,  Holmes,  Sweet  Holmbs, 

Wherever  we  wonder  is  one  chap  like  Holmes  !  •* 

The  L.C.C.  ajh)  the  Church.—"  The  church  was  condetnned 
as  dangerous  by  the  London  County  Council,**  Is  not  such  a 
paragraph  as  the  above  calculated  to  friehten  all  the  good  ^ple 
who  are  so  anxious  on  the  subject  of  reugious  education?  Why, 
certainly.  Fortunately  the  church  in  question  is  only  "All  Saints 
Church,  Mile  End,"  which  had  to  be  repaired  and  restored,  uid 
which  was  re-opened  by  **  Londin  "  (which  signature,  with  **  B 
for  "  Bishop  "  before  it,  would  become  *'  Blondin  ")  last  Thursday. 
"All's  weU  that   ends   well,"  as    says  the   Eminently  Dinne 
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▲  THBILLINa  MOMENT;   0&,   OO  IN  AND  W7NN. 

Thx  Rky.  Stiphek  Wthk  stabtlxd  bt  a  Woman  wrrs  a  good  many  Tails  about  hxr  1 


Sats  Mrs.  Pathick  Campbell, 

"Wasn't    I    a    quite    Jirst 

ranker,  eh  f 
As  A.  TnrERo'B—ihe  Pinkbo's 

— Second  Mr$,  Tantjueray  f 
We  know  that  reputations  great 

have    often    Men,   and    are 

made. 
By  such   a  part,  hat  not  hy 

Mister  Arthub  Jokbs*8  har- 

maid. 
Though  then  there  was  a  chance 

when  hoth  the  men  hegan  to 

gamhle; 
Yet — no— I  never  cared  for  it," 

quoth  Mrs.  Patrick  Camp- 
bell. 
"  When  at  the  T.  R.  H.  I  feared, 

and  80  did  Mr.  Tree, 
That  Haddon  Chambers  hadn't 

an  apartment  lit  for  me. 
Kate  Cloud  is  rather  hazy ;  but 

they  said  *  there  will  for  you 

he'*  bus/" 
(Theatrical   for    '  business  ')— 

which  seems  to  me  in  nubibus. 
For   I'm  a  shady  heroine  of 

squalor  not  romanoe, 
For  passion  and  emotion  I  have 

barely  got  a  chance. 


UNDER   A   CLOUD; 


Harold  and  Hubuit  were  two  pretty  men, 
Puzzled  by  plot  when  the  clock  strikes  ten. 


I  'm  in  a  yacht  both  first  and\ 

last,  and  what  becomes  of  I 

me 
1  am  not  rery  certain,  and  no  v 

more  is  Mr.  Tree, 
As  at  the  finish  both  of  us  are  I 

thoroughly  at  sea.  / 

For  the  villain  there 's  Charles 

Cartwrioht,  and,  speaking 

for  myself,  I 
Preferred  him  when,  more  vil- 

lainous,  he  was  at  the  Adelphi. 
They  talk  a  deal  of  Pat-mos  (a 

name  that  sounds  like  two), 
A  mixture  of  Hibernian  that's 

•Pat'  with  *Mos8,'  Hebrew,) 
This  coupled  too  with  John^a- 

Dreams, — of   course  there 's 

no  offence 
Intended,  yet  it  has  a  smack  of 

some  imyerence. 
The  play 's  successful  to  a  point. 

the  critics  say  *no  doubt  of 

it,' 
But  were  I  Mister  Trsi  I  would 

cut  thirty  minutes  out  of  it. 
I  finish  with  no  postscript,  I 

commenced  with  no  preamble, 
And  sign  myself  devotedly,  your 

Pauia  Patrick  Campbell." 

OXFORD    (COMPACT)    MIXTURE. 

I  Up  jumps  Harold,  **  A  cloud  in  the  sky ! " 

I  *•  Comrade !  *'  cries  Hubbrt,  «  how 's  that  for  high  f  " 


Soft  hair  that  ripples  like  a  lake 
What  time  the  water-lilies  wake. 
Fair  rosy  cheeks  and  eyes  of  blue, 
Clear  windows  that  the  soul  sees  through, 
A  moving  grace,  a  brow  of  snow : 
Such  were  the  girls  we  used  to  know. 

But  now  we  tremble  as  we  spy 
Woman's  advancing  majesty : 


NEW     ANDOLD. 

(By  One  whoprefen  the  Old,) 

The  flftWhiwg  eyes,  the  brows  that  knit, 
The  ready  tongue  all  themes  to  fit. 
The  heavy  stride— the  hose  in  hue 
Unlike  her  eyes  and  deeply  blue. 

Gone  are  the  locks  of  golden  brown 
That  hung  on  gleaming  shoulders  down : 
Close-eropped  as  never  Roandhead  knave 
In  sternest  times  aspired  to  shave. 


Not  Miltoh's  self,  however  blind. 
To  toy  with  such  had  felt  inclined. 

0  monstrous  growth  of  modem  times, 
Not  thine  the  lilt  of  lover*s  rhymes. 
Whom  some  mm.  don  perchance  may  wed, 
Who  scorns  the  heart  and  sues  the  head : 
Farewell  for  ever  and  a  day,     \rs\r> 
Miss  Aramihta  Josiss,  B.  A.  I  J  pi  LC 
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THE   FOURTH   R;''  OR,   THE   '' RELIGIOUS  "0)   ROW  AT  THE   SCHOOLBOARD. 

^*«^  ^VtMteriM  fHrl.    "  Oh,   MT  I     WHAT  ▲  JOLLY  RoW  !" 

J^*Ai/J^  f/m^^A^mrUM  H*/^,   "  Am'T  IT  I    I  'opx  TEXT  'll  kxxp  it  up,  and  wx  bhak't  'ayx  to  Liark  notedtk  1|' 


Digitized  by 


Uooglc 


A  TASTE  TO   BE  ACQUIRED. 

SpoHing  Farm£r{Uy<mng  Pupil  from  provincial  Un^  who  has  Jtut  made  his  fird  effo/rt  to  ride  over  a  Fence),  "IXoir  thin,  jump  ox 
Aoii^  I    Bjcttxb  luck  next  TIMS  1    You  'll  likb  it  after  a  bit  r* 

Pupil  {still  seeing  stars),  ''Shall  I,  Sir?    Seems  to  me  as  much  like  a  Railway  Collision  as  antthino!" 


^^THE  FOUETH  E/' 

'TwM  "The  Three  R's  "  they  promised  us,  but  now 
They  're  merged  in  a  bad  lourth—Beligioui  (?) 
Roir! 

["  The  to-called  *  eompromiie  *  of  1871  was  based 
on  the  af  sumption  that,  when  sU  the  differences  of 
our  English  Christendom  were  struck  out,  there 
would  be  found  the  beatiog  heart  of  '  a  common 
Christianity '  sending  a  quickening  life  through  all 
its  members.  . .  .  BelieTing  it  not  impossible  for 
'  all  who  profess  and  coll  tnemselves  Christians ' 
to  reconcile  themselTes  to  these  two  forms, 
elementary  and  supplementary,  I  earnestly  com- 
mend them  for  peaceful  co-existence  to  the  con- 
flictlDg  parties  of  School  Board  electors  and 
members." — Dr,  Jatnes  Martineau*s  Letter  to  the 
"  Ttmes**  of  November  14.] 

0  wiSB  tnd  Rentle  teacher,  whose  appeal 

Is  to  the  common  heart,  whilst  general  anger 
Distracts  and  darkens  all  onr  commonweal, 
And  schools  and  churches  ring  with  noisy 
clangour ; 
Would  they  but  heed  thy  loving  call,  though 
late, 
How  would  the  prospect  hiighten!    Zt al 
fanatic 
With  disingenuous  dodges  of  debate, 

Inridious  cant,  assumption  autocratic, 

Secular  spleen,  short-ughled  super-thrift,— 

All  are  at  furious  odds,  wild-warring, 

windy,  [jjift 

Intent,  'twoidd  seem,  to  whelm  a  glorious 

In  the  loud  whirlpool  of  sectarian  shindy  I 

*'  The  heating  heart "  P    It  seems  a  mingled 
maze 
Of   beating  hands,  and  hludgeons  wildly 
waving. 


How  send  "  a  quickening  life  *'  through  this 
dull  craze 
Of    deadly,    deadening    rancour    rudely 
raving  P 
What  is  their  task,  these  teachers  of  the 
untaught, 
These  would-be  lighteners  of  our  mental 
blmdness  P 
What  is  the  lesson  the  child-crowds  have 
caught 
From  these  tumultuous  foes  of  human- 
kindness  P 
They  told  us,  in  quaint  diction,  the  Three  R*s 
Should    renovate    the    land,   refine    the 
people ;  [bars. 

Break  down  at   last   low-birth*s  invidious 
Alas  I    What  rings  from  echool-tower  and 
church-steeple  P 
Not  the  harmonious  heaven-aspiring  sound 
Of    blesnng-beaiing    bells,    but  furious 
clashing 
Of  cracked  creed-tocsins,  spreading   wrath 
around. 
Love's  efforts  thwarting,  wisdom's  high 
hopes  dashing.  [schism 

Where  be  the  "  Three  R's  "  now  P  Sectarian 

Has  cloven  up  the  compromise,  and  ended 
In  Ugly  Rush  I    See  rampant  RHeyism 

Shaking  its  standard  at  the  door,  attended 
Close  by  the  Nonconformist  banner-bearer, — 
*'  Refigion   without    Dogma  ! "    blazoned 
boldly,- 
Denoundng  the  first  '*  R"  as  child-ensnarer 
Into  a  fold  whereon  his  creed  looks  coldly. 
Whilst  hating  hotly  one  who  hotly  hates 
His   shibboleth  as  vague  and  vain  and 
vapid. 
Next,  vigorous  be-rater  of  the  Rates, 
Whose  rise  he  vows  is  ruinously  rapid. 


Unsympathetic  Gallic  of  the  Shop 
Fence- saving  soul  and  strenuous  till-pro- 
tectf.r, 
ThethirdR  rages. 

Stop,  mad  zealots,  stop  I 
Lest  all  the  toil  A  Board  and  SchoM  In- 
ppector. 
Teacher  aud  taught,  end  in  one  fourth  R~ 
ROW! 
A  vulgar  term,  my  masters,  unscholastic ; 
But— the  great  lesson  ye  are  teaching  itoto. 
To  the  young  mind,  and  to  the  conscience 
plastic. 
Of  gutter- waif  s  and  children  of  the  slum. 
They  have   "Iod^   ears,"    these    **Uttle 
pitchers,"  venly. 
Think  you  without  joint  bidding  they  will 
come  [menily  P 

Whom  their  old  teacher,  Tloe,  employs  so 
His  creed  is  one,  his  doctrine 's  not  obscure, 

His  tests  and  iPormularies  do  not  vary, 
His  ''standards"  stand,  and  his  ''resulU" 


are  sure. 
And   of   *'  school-places  " 
chary. 


Oh 


he 


IS    never 


self  -  elected    shepherds,    with     your 
crooks. 
Fighting,  while  round  your  folds  the  wolves 
are  creeping  I—  fbooks. 

Pedagogues  wrangling    o*er    your  lesscoi- 
Whilst   your   wrath  rages    numan  love 
sits  weeping ! 
If  of  *'  a  common  Christianity  " 
Ye     were    but    practical    and    patient 
teadiers, 
In  Education's  task  ye  might  agree. 
Now  sense  is  asking  *'  Who  snail  teach  our 
teachers  P" 
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LYRE   AND    LANCET. 

{A  Story  •»  Setnsa.) 

PABT  m.— THE  FEELINGS  OP  A  MOTHEB. 

SoEins  XXXI.— 7^  Morning  Boom,    Tna^Sunday  morning ; 
just  afUr  breakfast. 

Captain  Thicknesse  {outside,  to  Tbxdwell).  Doffoart  xoand,  eh? 
ererfthing  in  P  All  right— shan't  be  a  minute.  {Sintering.)  Hallo. 
PiLLDTER,  you  all  abne  here?  {He  looks  round  diseoncertedlg.) 
Don't  happen  to  have  seen  Lady  Maish  about  F 

Piliiner,  Let  me  see— she  uhu  here  a  little  while  ago,  I  fancy.  •  •  • 
WhyP    Do  Tou  want  her? 

Capt,  Thick,  No— only  to  say  good-bye  and  that.    I  'm  just  oB. 

Pill,  Off  P  To-day  I  Tou  oen't  mean  to  tell  me  your  chief  is 
such  an  inconsiderate  old  ruffian  as  to  exi>eot  you  to  Irayel  back  to 
your  ToxniBS  on  the  Babbath  I  Tou  could  wait  till  to-morrow  if 
you  wanted  to.    Gome  now ! 

Capt,  Thick,  Perhaps— only,  you  see,  I  donH  want  to. 

Pill,  Well,  tastes  diffo*.  A  cross-country 
journey  in  a  slow  train,  with  unlimited  oi)por- 
tunities  of  studying  the  Company's  bye-laws 
and  traffic  arrangements  at  several  admirably 
ventilated  junctions,  is  not  my  own  idea  of  the 
best  way  to  spend  a  cheerv  Sunday,  that 's  alL 

Capt,  Thick,  {gloomily/).  Daresay  it  will  be 
about  as  cheery  as  stoppin'  on  here,  if  it  comes 
to  that. 

Pill,  I  admit  we  were  most  of  us  a  wee  bit 
chippy  at  breakfast.  The  Bard  conversed— but 
he  seemed  to  diffuse  a  gloom  somehow.  Shut 
you  up  once  or  twice  in  a  manner  that  might 
almost  be  described  as  d — d  off enrive. 

Capt,  Thick.  Don't  know  what  you  all  saw 
in  what  he  said  that  was  so  amusin'.  Con- 
founded rude  /thought  it  I 

Pill,  Don't  think  anyone  uhu  amused— unless 
it  was  Lady  Maisis.  Bv  the  way,  he  might 
perhaps  have  selected  a  happier  topic  to  hold 
forth  to  Bir  Rupsbt  on  than  the  scandalous 
indifference  of  large  landowners  to  the  condi- 
tion of  the  rural  labourer.  Poor  dear  old  boy, 
he  stood  it  wonderfully,  conridering.  Pity  the 
Countess  breakfasted  upstairs ;  she'd  have  en- 
joyed herself.  However,  he  had  a  very  good 
audience  in  little  Ladv  Maisie. 

Capt,  Thick,  I  do  hate  a  chap  that  jaws  at 
lireakfast. .  . .  Where  did  you  say  she  was  P 

Ladv  Maisi^s  voice  {outside,  %n  Conserva^ 
tory).  Yea,  you  really  ought  to  see  the  Orangery 
ana  the  Elizabethan  Garden.  Mr.  Blair.  If 
you  will  be  on  the  terrace  in  about  five  minutes. 
I  could  take  you  round  nivself .  I  must  go  and 
see  if  I  can  get  the  keys  nrst. 

Pill,  If  you  want  to  say  good-bye,  old  fellow, 
now 's  your  chance ! 

Capt,  Thick.  It— it  don't  matter.  She's 
engaged.  And^  look  here,  you  needn't  mention 
that  I  was  askin'  for  her. 

PHI,  Of  course,  old  fellow,  if  you  'd  rather 
not.    (He  glances  at  him.)    But  I  say,  m; 
dear  old  chap,  if  that 's  how  it  is  with  you, 
don't  quito  see  the  sense  of  chucking  it  u] 
already,  don't  you  know.    No  earthly  affair  __ 
mine,  1  know ;  still,  if  I  could  manage  to  stay  on,  I  would,  if  I 
were  you, 

Capt,  Thick,  Hang  it  all,  PnxiirsB,  do  you  suppose  /don't  know 

when  the  game 's  up  T  Ifit  was  any  ^oo£?  stayin' on And  betides, 

I  've  said  ffood-bye  to  Lady  C. ,  and  all  that.    No,  it 's  too  lato  now. 

TredweU  {at  the  door).  Excuse  me.  Sir,  but  if  you  're  going  by 
the  10.40,  you  haven't  any  too  much  time. 

Pill,  (to  himself,  after  Captain  Thickkxssi  has  hurried  out).  Poor 
old  chap,  he  does  seem  hard  hit  I    Pity  he's  not  Lady  Maisie*s 

sort.    Though  what  she  can  see  in  that  long-haired  beggar ! 

Wonder  when  YiviAir  Spklwaitb  intends  to  come  down;  never 

knew  her  miss  breakfast  before. . . .   What 's  that  rustling  P . .  . 

Women  I    I  'U  be  off ,  or  they  'U  nail  me  for  diurch  before  I  know  it. 

[He  disappears  hastily  in  the  direction  of  the  Smoking  Boom 

as  UAj  Caittibs  and  Mrs.  Chatteris  enter. 

Lady  Cantire,  Nonsense,  my  dear,  no  walk  at  all ;  the  church  is 
only  just  across  the  park.  My  brother  Rttpert  always  goes,  and  it 
pleases  him  to  see  the  Wyvem  pew  as  full  as  possible.  I  seldom  feel 
equal  to  going  myself,  because  I  find  the  necessity  of  allowing  pulpit 
inaccuracy  to  pass  without  a  protest  gets  too  much  on  my  nerves ; 
but  my  daughter  will  accompany  you«  Tou'U  have  just  time  to  ran 
up  and  get  your  things  on. 


Mrs,  Chatteris  {with  arch  signijltanee),  1  dm't/oiicvlshallhave 
the  pleasure  of  your  daughter's  society  this  mormng.  I  just  met  hsr 
going  to  get  the  garden  keys ;  I  think  she  has  promised  to  ihow  the 

grounds  to Wdl,  I  needn't  mention  whom.    Oh  dear;  me,  I 

hope  I  'm  not  being  indiscreet  again  I 

Lady  Cant,  I  make  a  point  of  never  interferinr  with  mv 
daughter's  proceedings,  and  you  can  easUy  understand  how  natural 
it  is  that  such  old  friends  as  they  have  always  been 


1 

.^    "111  be  off,  or  they  »U 


as  she  goes  out,)    So  she  tras  "Lady  Orisoline,"  after  alll    HIwu 

her  mother But  dear  Lady  Cahtibe  is  so  advanced  about 

things. 

Lady  Cant,  {to  herseff).  Darling  Maisib!  He'll  be  Lord  Duv- 
DEBHBAD  bcforc  Very  long.  How  sensible  and  sweet  of  her  I  And 
I  was  quito  uneasy  about  them  last  night  at  dinner ;  they  scarcely 
seemed  to  be  talking  to  each  other  at  alL  But  there 's  a  great  deal 
more  in  dear  Maisib  than  one  would  ima^ne. 

Sir  Bupert  {outside).  We  're  rather  pond  of 
our  church,  Mr.  Uii dbbshbll— fine  old  monu- 
ments and  brasses,  if  you  care  about  that  lort 
of  thing.  Some  ox  us  will  be  walking  over  to 
service  presently,  if  you  would  like  to- — 

UndersheU  {outside — to  himself).  And  lose 
my  ^to-<i-e^to  with  Ladv  Maisib!  Not  exactly! 
{Aloud,)  I  am  afraid.  Sir  Rufbbt,  that  I  can- 
not conscientiously 

Sir  Bup,  {hastily).  Oh.  very  well,  very  well: 
do  exactly  as  you  like  about  it,  or  course.    I 

only  thought {To  himse(f.)     Now  thst 

other  young  chap  would  have  g^cfne  I 

Lady  Cant,  Rupbbt,  who  is  that  you  are 
talking  to  out  there  P  I  don't  recognise  bii 
voice,  somehow. 

Sir  Bup,  {entering  with  Uitdbbshbll).  Ha, 
RoHB8iA/you '  ve  come  down,  then  P  slept  well, 
I  hop^  1  was  talking  to  a  gentleman  whose 
acouaintanoe  I  know  you  will  oe  very  happy  to 
make— at  last.  This  is  the  genuine  oeteDrity 
this  time.  {To  Uin)BB8HBLL.)  Let  me  make 
you  known  to  my  sistor.  Lady  Cahtibb,  Mr. 
UiTDBBSHBLL.  (^f  Lady  Caktibb  glares  in- 
terrogatively,) Mr.  Clabioit  Blaib,  RoHBaiA, 
author  of  hxan—htL—Andronuiche. 

Lady  Cant,  I  thooffht  we  were  given  to 
understand  last  night  that  Mr.  Spitrbbll— Mr. 
Blaib— you  must  pardon  me,  but  it 's  really  so 
very  ooimLsing— that  the  writer  of  the— ah— 
volume  in  question  had  already  left  Wyyem. 

Sir  Bup,  Well,  my  dear,  you  see  he  is  stiU 
hero  or  fortunately  for  us.  If  you  'U  exeoie 
me,  I  '11  leave  Mr.  Blaib  to  entertain  yon ;  got 
to  speak  to  Tbbdwbll  about  something. 

{^He  hurries  ouL 
Und.  {to  himself).  This  must  be  Lady 
Maiub's  mamma.  Better  be  civil  to  her,  I 
suppose,  but  I  can't  stay  here  and  entertain 
her  long!  {Aloud.)  Lady  Caihibb,  I  er 
have  an  appointment  for  which  I  am  already  s 
little  lato ;  but  before  I  j?o,  I  ehould  like  to  tdl 
you  how  much  pleasure  it  has  given  me  to  know 
ludlms  for  church  I"    ^^^  my  poor  verse  has  won  your  approval; 

appreciation  from 

Lady  Cant,  I'm  afraid  you  must  have  been  misinformed,  Mr.y-s 
—Blaib.  There  are  so  many  serious  publications  claiming  attention 
in  these  days  of  literary  over-production  that  I  have  long  made  it  s 
rule  to  read  no  literature  of  a  lighter  order  that  has  not  been  before 
the  world  for  at  least  ten  years.  I  may  be  mistaken,  but  I  infer 
from  your  appearance  that  your  own  work  must  be  of  a  cnuiderahly 
more  recent  dato. 

Und,  {to  himself).  If  she  imagines  she's  going  to  snub  Me 1 

{Aloud, )    Then  I  was  evidently  mistaken  in  gathering  from  some  ex- 
pressions in  your  daughter's  letter  that 

Lady  Cant,  Entirely.  Tou  are  probably  thinking  of  some  totally 
different  person,  as  my  daughtor  has  never  mentioned  having  written 
to  you,  and  is  not  in  thehabit  of  conducting  any  correspondence 
without  my  full  knowledge  and  approval.  I  think  you  said  you  had 
some  appointment ;  if  so,  pray  aon*t  consider  yourself  under  say 
neoessit^to  remain. 

Und,  You  are  very  good ;  I  will  not.  {To  himse{f,  as  he  retires.) 
Awful  old  lady,  that !  I  quito  thought  she  would  know  all  about  that 
letter,  or  I  should  never  have However,  I  said  nothing  to  con- 
promise  anyone,  luckily ! 

Lady  Culverin  (entering).  Good  morning,  Bohbsia.  So  glad  you  felt 
equal  to  ooming  down.  I  was  almost  afraid— after  los^n^M,  yon  know. 
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Lady  Cant,  {offering  a  cold  cheekbone  for  ioUUaium),  I  am  in  my 
uBiial  liealth,  thank  yon,  ALBiKiii.  As  to  last  night,  if  you  muet  aak 
a  literary  Sodalist  down  here,  yon  might  at  least  see  that  he  is 
recdved  with  oommon  oourtesy.  Ton  may,  for  anytlung  you  can  tell, 
have  advanoed  the  Social  Reyolntion  ten  years  in  a  single  eyening ! 

Lady  Calv,  My  dear  BoHsaiA  1  If  yon  remember,  it  was  yon 
yourself  who ! 

Lady  CanLjelosing  her  eyes),  I  am  in  no  condition  to  argue  about 
it,  Albinia.  The  slightest  exerdse  of  your  own  oommon  sense  would 
haye  shown  you But  there,  no  great  harm  has  been  done,  for- 
tunately, 80  let  us  say  no  more  about  it.  I  haye  something  more 
agreeable  to  talk  about.  I  'ye  eyery  reason  to  hope  that  Maisie  and 
dear  Gerald  Thickkessb 

Lady  Culv,  {astonished),  MaisibP  But  I  thought  Gerald 
Thickkessb  spoke  as  if 1 

Lady  Cant  Very  possibly,  my  dear.  I  haye  always  refrained  from 
giying  him  any  encouragement,  and  I  wouldn*t  put  any  pressure 
upon  dear  Maibie  for  the  world—  still,  I  haye  my  feelings  as  a  mother, 
and  I  can*t  deny  that,  with  such  prospects  as  he  has  now,  it  is  gratify- 
ing for  me  to  think  that  they  may  be  coming  to  an  understanding 
together  at  this  yery  moment ;  she  is  showing  him  the  grounds ; 
which  I  always  think  are  the  great  charm  of  Wyyem,  so  secluded  / 

Lady  Culv,  {puzzled).  Together  I  At  this  yery  moment  I  But^ 
but  surely  Gerald  has  gone  t 

Lady  Cant,  Gone!  What  noD sense,  Albdoa  !  Where  in  the 
world  should  he  haye  gone  to  P 

Lady  Culv.  He  was  leaying  by  the  10.40, 1  know.  For  Aldershot. 
I  ordered  the  cart  for  him,  and  he  said  good-bye  after  breakfast. 
He  seemed  so  dreadfully  down,  poor  f ell6w,  that  I  quite  fancied  from 
what  he  said  that  Maisii  must  haye 

Lady  Cant,  Impossible,  my  dear,  quite  impossible  I  I  tell  you  he 
is  here.    Why,  only  a  few  minutes  ago,  Mrs.  Chatteris  was  telling 

me Ah,  here  she  is  to  speak  for  herself.  (To  Mrs.  Chatteris,  irAo 

appears t  arrayed  for  pubhc  service,)    Mrs.  Chatteris,  did  I,  or  did 
I  not,  understand  you  to  say  just  now  that  my  daughter  Maisie P 

Mrs.  Chatt.  {alarmed).  But,  dear  Lady  CAimRE,  I  had  no  idea 

you  would  disapproye.  Indeed  you  seemed And  really,  though 

she  certainly  takes  an  interest  in  him,  I'm  mie—almost  sure — 
there  can  be  nothing  serious— at  present. 

Lady  Cant.  Thank  you,  my  dear,  I  merely  wished  for  an  answer 
to  my  question.  And  you  see,  Albikia,  that  Gerald  Tbickkesse 
can  hardly  haye  gone  yet,  since  he  is  walking  about  the  ^unds  with 
Maisie. 

Mrs.  Chatt.  Captain  Thickvesse  P  But  he  has  gone,  Lady  Cak- 
tire  !    I  saw  him  start.    I  didn't  mean  him. 

Lady  Cant.  Indeed  P  then  I  shall  be  obliged  if  yon  will  say  who  it 
is  you  did  mean. 

Mrs,  Chatt,  Why,  only  her  old  friend  and  admirer— that  little 
poet  man,  Mr.  Blair. 

Lady  Cant,  {to  herselj).  And  I  actually  sent  him  to  her  I  {Itising 
tn  majestic  wrath.)  Albinia,  whateyer  comes  of  this,  remember  I 
shall  hold  you  entirely  responsible ! 

{_She  sweeps  out  of  the  room :  the  other  two  ladies  look  after 
her,  and  then  at  one  another,  in  silent  consternation. 


THE  WHIMS  OP  AMPHITRYON. 

Isn't  our  good  friend  of  the  P.  M.  O,  a  little  eztrayagant  with  his 
culinary  raptures  P  Howeyer,  we  will  not  be  outdone.  If  he  rhai»- 
sodises  the  Magnificent  Mushroom,"  we  haye  disooyered  a  still  more 
exaltiog  theme,  Vhich,  taking  "  whelk  "  as  pronounced,  we  will  call 

THE  WTTCHEBY  OF  THE  WHELK. 

Would  you  learn  the  diyinest  glory  of  a  goddess  among  molluscs  P 
Would  you  note  the  gastronomic  charms  of  a  succulent  sea-nymph  P 
Ostracise,  then,  from  your  table  the  blue-point  impostor  that  foists 
his  bearded  banality  on  the  faithful  elect.  Let  the  cult  of  that  lusty 
Titan,  the  Limpet,  sink  awhile  into  the  limbo  of  outworn  idolatries. 
Forb«ir,  if  you  are  wise,  to  hymn  the  stem  masculinity  of  the  Mussel, 
gregarious  demi-god  but  tamtum,  hermetically  sealed  within  the 
wilful  yalyos  of  a  sulky  self-effacement.  And  let  that  other  fakir  of 
the  sea-marge,  the  fantastic  and  Pharisaic  Scallop,  ply  his  Eleusinian 
rites,  unreyered  by  the  deyout  and  metaphor-mixing  ejncure. 
Ilather  let  it  be  ours  to  celebrate,  though  baldest  prose  were  all-in- 
sufficient, the  allurements  of  a  pandemic  Aphrodite,  the  seductiye 
Whitechapel  Whelk,  and  the  coy  grace  of  ner  sister,  the  wanton 
Winkle  of  Rosherville. 

Let  us  take  the  first- assume  that  the  siren  is  yours,  then 
coDsider  how  fitliest  she  shall  be  dressed.  And  here  it  shall  be  seen 
whether  you  haye  true  ohivalry  and  romance  in  your  soul,  or 
whether  you  groyel  in  mere  sensual  gourmandise.  What  says 
Master  Bill  Nvpkivs,  master-cook  to  the  Blue  Tig  chop-house  in 
Skittle-allejr  p  Is  there  not  an  idyllic  flayour  of  GMoi^e,  a  yery 
f  eryour  of  simplicity  about  his  spellin|r  which  goes  straight  to  the 
gizzard  of  the  whelk-worahipper  P  Listen  to  his  wise  counsel  on 
whelks  d  la  Shoreditoh  :— 


ALL    IS   NOT  GOLD/'  &c. 


OewUeman  (tn  waiting  for  his  Wife,  at  "  Great  Annual  Sale,"  to  Bead 
of  Department),  "  You  must  do  ak  knormous  Busikiss  ok  Days 
likx  this." 

Head  of  Department,  "  Nor  so  MncH  as  tof  might  famot.    Ths 

OBBAT   MAJORITT    OF    THIS    PEOPLE    HERE   TO-DAT    ARE   8B0PPIN&— 
NOT  BUTINO  I  " 


*'Tyke  three  'apnth  of  whilks,  'Erne  By  sort  fer  chcnce,  and 
chuck  'em  wiy  a  sayeloy  and  a  kipper  into  a  sorcepan,  if  you  can 
nick  one  from  a  juggins.  Bile 'em  tul  they 're  ^reen,  and  adid 'arf  a 
riorss  of  unsweetened,  tho  it 's  a  pity  to  wyste  it.  If  toimes  v  *ard, 
the  kids  and  the  missus  can  'aye  the  rinsings,  or  go  wiyout.  Taike 
m^  tip,  and  don't  yon  be  a  bloomin'  mug.  Ton  can  \AjTn»  well 
stick  to  the  juggins'  sorcepan.  Ton  may,  I  dessay,  raise  arf  a 
dollar  on  it,"  There  speaks  the  true  gourmet,  with  smgle-hearted 
straight-forward  egotism,  worthy  of  a  City  alderman,  in  nil  the 
glory  of  a  dyic  banquet.  To  none  but  an  artist  in  guttlery  would 
that  touch  of  genius  about  the  kids  and  the  missus  occur. 

Again,  disdain  not  the  sweetly  subtle  redpes  and  romantic  fandei 
that  y  on  may  gather  during  your  sojourn  at  Colney  Hatch.  For  there, 
far  from  the  dull  Philistinism  of  house-dinners  and  fried-fish  shops, 
with  all  wild  Msenad  orgies  may  your  diyinity  be  adored.  Learn  but 
one  magic  formula,  and  you  shall  see  the  wizard- working  of  your 
incantation,  as,  like  an  enchantress  herself  bewitched,  she  assumes 
you  an  eusorceled,  faery  e^ape.  Here,  mark  you,  is  this  potent 
spell,  culled  from  tiie  inspired  lips  of  a  frenzied  ch^f. 

To  Make  Whelk  Fritters.— Tska  one  ripe  whelk,  draw  and  truss 
it  until  you  are  black  in  the  face,  tie  up  the  foreouarter  with  chick- 
weed,  sit  down,  and  smoke  a  pipe  ;  parboil  anything  you  like  for  a 
few  hours,  or  don't,  if  you  don*t  care  to ;  rub  the  purSe  through  a 
tammy  (I  don't  know  what  this  is) ;  flavour  with  eloow-grease,  (fg- 
faisande,  mud-salad,  and  heles  noire  ;  dredge  the  gallimaufrey,  jad 
nold  your  nose;  write  some  letters;  the  rol-au-rent  will  then 
explode ;  wrap  the  pieces  in  an  old  sock,  and  bury  for  six  weeks ; 
take  the  2.13  train  to  town,  and  have  your  hair  out,  or  pay  some 
calls ;  then  start  again  with  another  whelk,  and  proceed  as  before ; 
but  it  is  better  to  buy  the  fritters  ready-made." 

Is  not  this  a  lesson  in  deyotion  and  perseyerance  ?  Rejoice  greatly, 
and  work  out  your  sybaritic  salyation. 

And  now  that  you  haye  food  for  pious  reflection,  after  a  space  you 
shall,  to  your  exceeding  great  adyantage,  be  further  instructed  in  the 
liturgy  of  the  Winkle.                                   j      r\r\n\o 
— Digitized 'by  VjOOVJLc 
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WORST  0F£  HAVING 


DAY." 


Edith. 


'Hebe  comb  thosb  dbxadful  Bobbs,  thb  BBonsBsinrBT-^BOWNB  t     How  Taotlmu  of  thsm,  to  com  Ain>  sbb  rs  on  tbb 

ORLT  DAT  IN  THB  WXBK  WB  'BB  AT  HOMMl" 


"NOBODl  LOOKING!" 

['*  We  will  not  eracuate  M adagatcar  ...  we  will  pursue  the  ndrantagM  we 
hare  gained. .  • .  Madagascar  will  become  a  flourishiog  French  Colonj. 
^Ck^en,)  . . .  Oar  freedom  of  action  is  complete.  There  can  be  no  foreign 
interference.'*— Jf.  Hanotmux  on  the  French  Expedition  to  Madapatear,] 

Lupus,  on  theprowlf  loquUur: — 

Oh,  those  Malagasy  muttons  I    They  are  homiddal  be ists, 

Very  dangerous,  and  desperate,  and  spiteful. 
Yet,  taken  young,  they  funiish  quite  the  toothsomest  of  feasts, 

And  mj  hunger  for  a  meal  is  getting  friffhtfuL 
My  "  attitude  towards  them  "  is~oh  I  well,  the  umal  one 

Of  the  Wolf  toward  the  Lamb  the  wide  world  over ; 
The  '*  attitude  "  of  the  imprisoned  Bear  toward  the  Bun, 

And  I  'm/retf— as  free  as  8ong*s  romantic  Rover! 
Yes.  I  'm  free,  though  not  '*  afloat."    There 's  a  feeling  in  my  throat 

That  my  foes  might  call  omnivorous  voracity, 
But  it  is  a  noble  hunger ;  on  nobility  I  doat ; 

And  black  baa-lambs  are  so  given  to— pugnacity. 
So  full  of  ill-will,  too,  in  idl  drcnmstances  I    Yes, 

They  turn  nasty  at  the  thought  of  being  eaten  up  I 
But  omelettes  still  need  egn,  as  they  ever  will,  I  guess. 

And  the  egrs  have  to  be  broken  and  well  beaten  up  I 
You  can't  tie  lambs  to  treaties,  that 's  the  worst  of  the  false  things, 

Though  vou  supply  the  treaty  and  the  tether. 
They  bolt  from  my  Protectorate  as  though  the  brutes  had  wings. 

And  they  will  not  trust  a  Wolf  as  a  bell-wether  I 
It  is  very,  very  vexing !    In  such  quiet  times  as  these. 

When  ^*  the  elements  of  peace  "  are  fairly  uppermost, 
They  ought  to  be  so  willing  to  do  anuthtng  to  please. 

iGhfi'a'r'r  /    Do  I  want  "  redress,^'  now,  or  my  supper  most  P ) 
All  the  world  is  doing  homage  to  that  peaceful  oreatiure.  Bruin, 

Who  is  almost  as  unmilitiuit  as  Jam  ; 
Yet  these  Malagasy  muttons  would  the  entente  simply  ruin. 

They  're  as  fierce  as  the  ferocious  sheep  of  Biam. 
At  the  lovely  '*  words  of  concord  and  of  peace"  they  simply— ft/^o^, 

A  sound  that  fills  the  Dove— and  me— with  terror  I 
They  think,  because  he 's  gentle,  that  the  Wolf  they  'U  kill  and  eat. 

The  Wolf  must  try  to  show  them  they  're  in  error. 


A  **  policy  of  division  and  of  discord  "  must  inspire 

The  world  with  horror  aod  with  apprehensioD. 
Ol  *'  watchinff  o'er  my  interests  and  my  honour,"  I  shan* t  tire. 

And  I  toinJL  there 's  little  fear  of —intervention. 
All  the  other  brutes  are  busy  at  their  several  little  games. 

Inspired  by  va,rioufr— peaceful— emulations ! 
These  rivalnes— of  peace— will  not  set  the  world  in  fiames, 

Or  *'  compromise  "  relations  between  nations. 
So  I  think  while  no  one 's  looking,  I  may  drop  down  on  these  bheep 

With  moral  and  magnanimous  severity. 
Ah  I  there's  a  black-faced  baa-lamb  I    On  her  track  I '11  slowly  creep, 

I  can  ffo  with  boldness,  thoagh  **  without  temerity." 
A  peaceful  time  like  this  is  my  time  to  make  a  pounce ; 

Ihe  dogs  are  all  asleep,  there 's  no  one  looking. 
Ah  I  there 's  nothing  like  a  blend  of  magnanimity  and  bounce. 

Yum-yum  !    'Tis  a  choice  morsel,  scarce  needs  cooking ; 
She  comes  this  way,  amusingly  unmindful  of  her  fate. 

Aha  I  my  Hova  lambkin,  I  shall  have  you, 
I  shall  eat  you  up !    There 's  no  one  will  object,  until  too  late. 

There 's  no  one  near  will  trouble  take  to  save  you  I 

[Proirii  on, 

aUEER  aUERIES, 

The  L.  C.  C.  Aoaiv. — Is  it  possible  that  the  Government  is  about  to 
back  up  the  London  County  Council  in  another  attack  on  one  of  our 
time-hallowed  institutions  F  I  see  that  Mr.  Asqfith  told  a  deputa- 
tion that  '*  one  of  the  first  acts  of  a  Local  Authority,  if  it  had  the 
power,  would  be  to  abolish  the  Ring."  What  on  earth  has  a  Local 
Authority  to  do  with  the  mode  in  which  marriages  are  celebrated? 
Englishmen  should  rise  in  their  thousands  to  daend  the  weddinff- 
ring,  symbolising  as  it  does  the  sanctity  of  the  nuptial  tie,  and  shoiud 
hurl  from  jxiwer  a  Government  which  is  about  to  hand  us  oyer, 
fingers  and  souls,  to  a  tyrannical  set  of  County  Council  busybodies. 
Mr.  AsQUiTTi  went  on  to  talk  rather  disconnectedly,  it  seems  to  me, 
about  gambling- ;  perhaps  he  holds  the  cheap  modem  view  that 
"Marriage  is  a  Lottery.  But  I  want  to  know  why  a  Home  Secretary 
meddles  with  subjects  of  this  sort  ?  And  how  long  is  this  conspiracy 
between  a  liadical  Ministry  and  the  L.  C.  C.  to  be  allowed  to  continue  r 

Not  to  be  Caught  Nappiho. 
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MGEE  SHE-NOTES. 

{By  loPNA,  Author  of  "  A 
YdUrw  Plaster.") 

Chaptkb  L 

••  Virgin JSUB  puerisque," 
fftid  Miss  CoKSiAimA  Dem- 
FDIG ;  "  and  it 's  by  a  man  !  " 

•*By  a  man!''  echoed  the 
Awe-struck  Athaitasia. 

"  And  to  think  that  in  spite 
of  all  onr  pioneering  and  efforts 
to  confine  her  stodies  to  the 
New  Woman  Series  our  nieoe 
may  even  now  have  tasted  of 
the  tree  and  be  bnrsting  out 
into  throbbing  nerve-oentres 
aod  palpable  possibilities. 
Compare  we  two  with  her! 
Have  you  noted  her  restless 
craving  after  Philistine  de- 
lights such  as  man-worship 
and  a  literary  style  P  Thank 
Heaven,  she  never  got  that 
from  U9  or  our  books." 

The  speakers  were  a  pair  of 
old  Purgatorial  Twins,  not 
without  alleviations,  designed 
bv  Nature  to  multiply.  But 
aloofness,  coupled  in  harness 
with  anaemia,  nad  nipped  the 
wilding  shoots  in  the  oud  and 
won  hands  down  at  the  dis- 
tance. True,  in  the  scraggy 
past,  there  had  been  a  male 
creature,  less  curate  than 
Cupid,  that  each  of  them  had 
saved  her  soul  alive  in  the 
memory  of.  But  the  cares  of 
celibacy,  cruel-heavy  as  a 
portmanteau  -  metaphor,  now 
weighed  on  their  shoulders; 
they  could  not  crush  them 
with  a  burial-spade  like  com- 
plete natures;  they  stamped 
their  faces  (the  cares  did  the 
twins'  faces)  with  their  pon- 
derous crow's  feet. 

Still,  at  times,  like  spring- 
cleanings,  came  sprinir-hanker- 
ings.  A  whiff  oi  yeflow  tulio 
on  the  breeze,  and  theywoula 


ALL'S   WELL!" 


Cockney  Foluntter  {on  Sentry  go).  "  Halt  1    Who  goes  thebs  f " 

Hustic.  "  It  *8  AIL  EoioHT,  Mak.    Oi  oooms  along  *krb  iv'by  Maabkik'  I 


dying  day  the  twins  never 
forgot  the  smelL  or  ceased 
from  the  pain  of  their  in- 
capacity to  grasp  the  iredi, 
unmellowed  point  of  view. 
Points  of  view  are  the  very 
dickens. 

At  last  she  got  less  rigid, 
and  became  nastr  in  soft, 
sweet,  labial  gutturals,  lUce 
the  whoop  of  a  buU-frog  on 
the  sleepy  pool  just  above  the 
d^m. 

*'  Is  this  well-bom  and  well- 
bred  in  vou,  I  ask  P  "  There 
was  a  defiant  abasement  in 
her  tone.  *'0f  oonrse  you 
can't  help  it.  You  never 
loved  I    Pooh!" 

The  two  elder  Miss  Dem- 
HiNGS  crushed  the  fledgling 
secret  of  the  late  curate  into 
its  nest,  and  vituperated  till 
they  fell  short  of  matter, 
being  but  poorly  winded. 
**  Unregenerate— abandoned- 
viper— alleviator  I  Pass  from 
our  twin  presence ! " 

Mabokrinb  moved  toward 
the  door ;  then,  by^  a  quaint 
habit  that  was  a  third  nature 
to  her  (she  had  two  others), 
she  stood  there  absently^,  ajar 
and  aloof.  Her  air  of  distinc- 
tion came  right  out  through 
her  wretched  frock.  Then  she 
went  to  the  drawing-room, 
sinffeing  her  Paj^an  oheek 
with  the  smouldering  volume, 
her  young,  expansive  brain 
hot  with  the  thought  that 
there  were  no  other  copies  in 
the  village.  * '  Unless  he  sends 
for  another  from  town  I  shall 
never  be  able  to  keep  up  my 
unreasoning,  palpitating  ec- 
stasy. I  must  have  some 
ventilation  for  my  inevitable- 
ness,  or  burst." 

She  rang  for  fresh  tea.  The 
crumpets  were  crystal-cold. 
She  tasted  one,  and  had  a 
qualm,  as  if  her  sympathies 


driok  in  the  suolight  and  the  flowers  and  the  beasts  and  the  fishes  were  getting  enlarged.    For  a  moment  she  wondered  what  a  head- 
and  the  dew  and  the  early  worm.  ,  ache  such  as  she  had  read  about  in  books  could  be  like.    The  next. 

Even  now  as  they  peered  into  this  book  of  forbidden  sentiment  at  she  was  down  by  the  trout-stream,  familiar  in  all  she-notes,  and  lay 
the  words—'*  The  presence  of  the  two  lovers  is  so  enchanting  to  each   there  gurgling  witii  gutturab. 
^*^      '    '  "  "«    -  -    '        rpjj^  peculiarity  of  Chamois  Htds  was  that  he  could  not  bear 


other  that  it  seems  it  must  be  the  best  thing  possible  for  everybody 
else"-^from  some  faded,  twilit  cellar  of  the  past  came  the  bleatioff 
Ijrre-bird  of  carnal  reverie;  but  the  astuter  of  the  two  scented 
tangibly  the  cloven  hoof,  and  coming  to  her  better  self  with  a 
strangled  *'  Oh !  "  she  cast  the  book  into  the  stove  of  the  Queen  Anne 
parlour,  so  suggestive  of  their  own  aloofness,  void  as  it  was  of  dog  or 
waste-paper  basket,  or  English  grammar,  or  any  such  humanizing 
influenoe. 
At  that  moment  a  pair  of  swift,  Pagan  feet  sounded  in  the  passage. 

Chaptsr  II. 

When  MAitOEHiins  entered  there  was  the  usual  family 
aloofness  in  her  face,  but  also  a  new  element  of  allevia- 
tion. Always  plastic  as  the  compound  from  which  she 
derived  her  name  she  had  now  reached  five  feet  seven 
and  a  half  inches,  and  from  the  crest  of  her  unutterably 
pullulating  womanhood  could  afford  to  look  down  imper- 
sonally on  her  maiden  aunts  as  they  struggled  in  the 
trough  like  square  pegs  in  a  round  hole. 

The  spectacle  of  Duming  leather  was  in  her  nostrils, 
and  the  vile  smell  of  it  gave  her  an  insight  into  the 
situation.  Plunging  her  Aunt's  best  silver-plated  sugar- 
tongs  into  the  fiames,  she  rescued  her  shrivelled  treasure, 
waved  it  above  the  coming  tempest  like  a  brand,  and 
faced  them,  rigid  with  wrath,  half-seas^ver  with  the 
glamour  of  things. 

An  odd,  earnest,  ineffable  look  jumped  into  her  eyes, 
changing  their  grey  to  pitch-bladL,  with  po^ei  of 
ethereal  blue,  i^ere  the  soul  shone  through.    To  their 


making  other  people— college  dons,  for  instance — ridiculous.  About 
himself  it  did  not  so  much  matter.  Oxford  had  succeeded  Eton,  and 
hard  on  the  heels  of  a  good  degree  had  come  a  cropper  in  the 
hunting-field,  a  nurse,  a  complicated  kiss,  a  proposal,  marriage, 
disillusionment,  in  the  order  named.  A  poorer,  singler  man,  with 
the  same  prancing  tip-toe  spirit,  would  have  lost  all  sense  of 
decency,  and  written  a  book.  But  being  rich,  and,  by  profession, 
married,   he    also  was  on  his    wajr  to   the  usual  trout-stream. 

Which  was  a  thousand  pities,  and  comes  into  the  next 

chapter.  


PBOVSRB  FOB  CHAPSB0N8. 

Flibts  of  a  feather  spoon  together ; 
Amorous  pairs  flock  on  the  stairs. 


'?#  •::;), 


Jap  aud  Chik.— "  What  a  curious  metamorphosis  I " 
writes  to  us  our  esteemed  oontributor-at-a-distanoe, 
Hbbb  vok  Sagefbui).  '*  Herr  John  Chinaman  is  suing 
for  peace!  so  that  the  Chinese  party  becomes  the  real 
Chap'on-kneesl" 

Comment  by  a  LABOUCHKBiAir.— BesoluUons  cannot 
be  made  with  Bosebebt. 


The^Niw  Mak.— Woman. 
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Minister.  "  Oh  dear,  ko,  James.    There  'll  be  no  necessity  for  Whisky  in  Heaven." 
Parishioner  {dubiously),    "Necessity  or  no  necessity,  I  maun  say  I  aye  like  to  ^ee  it  on 
the  Table  1 " 


THE  CHRONICLES  OF  A  RURAL  PARISH. 

II.— The  Public  Mesiino. 
I  FBOMiSED  last  week  that  the  third  chapter 
should  be  devoted  to  my  meeting,  and  a  Wik- 
vnrs^s  word  is  as  good  as  his  bond,  in  point  of 
fact,  if  anything  a  trifle  better.  But  I  think  I 
ought  first  to  mention  that  since  the  account  of 
rny  interview  with  Mrs.  Lktham  Havitt  and 
Mrs.  Abble  Mabch  appeared  in  print^  I  have 
been  subjected  to  the  annoyance  of  receiving  an 
anonymous  letter.  I  should  be  the  last  to  suggest 
that  either  of  these  ladies,  for  whom  my  admira- 
tion is  equalled  only  by  my  respectful  awe,  had 
anything  to  do  with  this  missive,  but  here  is  what 
it  contajned.  '*  It  is  easy  to  jeer  at  Woman,  but 
be  warned  in  time.  Her  day  will  come.  Alr^idy, 
married  or  single,  she  may  vote,  already  County 


Councils  tremble  at  her  word.  Treat  Woman 
with  respect,  or  it  will  be  the  tcorse  for  youJ^ 
These  last  words  were  written  in  red  ins:.  I  con- 
fess I'm  not  easily  frightened,  but  I  don't  like 
this  kind  of  thing.  And  all  my  wife  says  is  that 
it  serves  me  right  for  gettin(^  mixed  up  in  these 
public  affairs  at  my  time  of  life,  and  that  I  ought 
to  know  better. 

*•  You're  not  fitted  for  it,  Tmotht,"  she  says. 
"  and  you  '11  only  be  made  a  fool  for  your  pains.'' 
I  am  very  fond  of  my  wife,  but  I  wished  she 
wasn't  a  prophetess. 

It  is  time  to  come  to  the  meeting.  It  was  held 
in  the  Voluntary  Schoolroom,  granted  to  me  by 
the  Yicar,  on  the  express  condition  that  I  should 
be  strictiy  non-politicaL  The  room  was  crammed 
with  persons,  men  and  women,  married  and  single. 
The  Vicar  brought  his  daughters,  two  fiharming 


giris.  Black  Bob  and  his  mat» 
were  there,  in  solid  rows,  whilst  Mrs. 
Hatttt  and  Mrs.  March  both  turned 
up,  attended  by  body-guards— the 
one  of  Women  liberals,  the  other 
of  Primrose  Leaguers.  When  the 
Chairman  rose  at  half -past  seven  it 
is  no  exaggeration  to  wj  that  the 
Fcene  was  striking  and  impressive. 
Then,  two  minutes  later,  I  rose,  and 
commenoed  my  magnum  opus  of 
oratory.  I  had  fif ^-two  pagee  of 
notes,  I  drank  six  glasses  of  watei% 
and  twenty-three  people  left  before  I 
had  done,  which  was  not  until  an 
hour  and  five  minutes  had  eUpaed. 
I  don't  for  a  moment  complain  U&at 
twenty-three  left ;  my  oonmlaint  is 
that  the  number  was  so  few.  Mr 
peroration,  to  which  I  had  devoted 
dap  of  care,  somehow  hardly  had  the 
effect  I  had  hoped  for. 

**  This  is  indeed  a  memorable  year/' 
I  said ;  "  a  year  of  truly  rural  sig- 
nificance. It  remains  with  yofu  to 
show  that  you  are  prepared  to  rise  to 
the  heii^ht  of  the  occasion.  If  yon 
do  thi^^  if  you  gra»p  firmly  the  hme- 
fits  which  this  Act  offers  you,  then 
when  next  New  Year's  Day  the 
gladsome  bells  ring  out  once  again 
to  tell  a  listening  world  that  one 

Smi  is  dead  and  that  another  lives^ 
ey  will  sound  all  the  dearer,  all  tlie 
more  joyous,  because  they  ring  in  a 
year  in  which  Mudford  will  fiaye  a 
Parish  Council." 

Then  I  (at  down,  amidst  subdued 
applause,  which,  I  admit,  disap- 
pointed me.  The  Yioar's  daughters 
never  even  took  the  trouble  to 
applaud  at  aU,  and  both  seoned  to 
have  something  to  confide  to  their 
handkerohiefs.  Black  Bob  whis- 
pered to  his  neighbour,  '*  Laying  it 
on  thick  to-night,  isn't  heP"  I 
wonder  what  he  meant. 

After  this  commenced  a  torrent  of 
questions,  forty-six  in  all  before  they 
were  done.  Mmy  I  never  live  to  have 
«uoh  another  experience!  All  the 
points  I  had  evaded,  because  I  hsul 
not  underdtood  them,  came  up  with 
hardly  a  single  exception.  One  man 
asked,  *'  Can  the  Parish  Council  re- 
move the  parson  h"  —  a  most  em- 
barrassing question,  which  evoked 
roars  of  laughter  from  the  audienoe, 
and  a  look  of  indignation  from  the 
Vicar.  And  the  awful  conundrums  I 
—most  of  which  I  had  to  content 
myself  with  giving  up.  Here  is  one. 
**  Supposing  only  eight  people  came 
to  the  Parish  Meeting,  and  a  Parish 
Council  of  seven  has  to  be  elected, 
and  suppose  seven  of  the  eight  are 
nominated  for  election,  and  the  seven 
are  elected  chairmen  of  the  Meeting 
in  succession,  and  have  all  to  retire 
because  they  are  candidates  for  the 
Council,  and  suppose  the  eighth  man 
cannot  read  or  write,  and  when  he's 
proposed  as  chairman,  goes  home,  how 
will  the  Parish  Coanal  be  elected  ?  " 
I  simply  eaid  I  would  consult  my 
lawyer,  and,  if  necessary,  take 
counsel*s  opimon. 

Of  course  there  was  a  vote  of 
thanks,  and  of  course  it  was  can  led. 
When  I  got  home,  my  wife,  who  had 
declined  to  go,  asked  me  how  it  had 
all  gone  off.  '*  My  dear  Mabia,"  was 
all  I  said ;  **  you  are  quite  ri^t. 
A  man  at  my  time  of  life  ought 
never  to  stait. taking  part  in  public 

»g""^"dbvLj00gIe 
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THE  DOOM  OF  THE  MINOR 
POETS. 

When  Minor  Poets  grew  bo 

rife, 
They  found  a  Minor  Poet's  life 

Was  v€ay  little  fan. 
The  Spirit  of  the  Age  they 

pra^^ed 
They  might  be  melted  down, 
and  made 
Into  a  Majoi  one. 

Each  had  a  very  little  spark 
Of  irenius,  that  in  the  dark 

Might  clearly  be  disoemed. 
But  in  a  nniversal  glare  I 
Who  oonld  perceive  a  rush- 
light, where 

By  myriads  they  burned  ? 

The  Spirit  heard  the  prayer 

thev  urjjed, 
That  all  their  merits  might  be 

merged 
In  one  enduring  Fame : 
'*  Yet,  ere  you  all  are  whelmed 

and  gone. 
Ton,''  she  declared,   *'must 

lixupon 
The  Major  Poet's  name." 

Uprose  a  mighty  clamour  then , 
For  Smith  proposed  the  cogno- 
men 
Of  Smith,  in  ardent  tones. 
**More  suitable  for  high  re- 
nown," 
Cried  Browit,  ''appears  the 
name  of  Brown.'' 
JovEs  adYocated  JoNis. 

Expecting  yet  some  verdict 

clear, 
The  Spirit  waited  half  a  year. 
Then  spread  her  wings  ana 

fled. 
But  ere  she  fled,  pronounoed 

this  cume: 


THINGS   THAT   ARE   SAID. 

'  Now,  Major  do  your  vsrt  bist  to  oomi  to  ub  0!r  Tuxsdat.    I 

SHALL  BXPECT  TOP.      BoT  IF  TOU  CAN't  COXX,   OF  COURSE  I  SHALL  MOr  BX 
DISAPPOIMTBD  I  " 


*'  Tou   all   shall    read    each 
other's  verse 
Till  all  of  you  are  dead!" 

Sjme,   overburdened   by  the 

doom, 
Sank  spef  dily  into  the  tomb. 

In  padded  cells  and  lone 

There  wander  others,  who  abuse 

All    day   the   volumes    they 

peruse. 

But  never  ope  their  own  I 


CROSSED! 

{To  a  Oirl  at  a  ZHdanee,) 

Why  must  you  go  four  thou- 
sand miles  away  ? 
It  throws  our  correspondence 
out  of  gear  I  [day — 

I  cannot  cable  to  you  ev'ry 
It's  much  too  public,  and 
it 's  rather  dear  I 


Yen.  write  for 


I  write  for  sympathy— 1 
sympathise ;    [after  date, 

Tou  get  my  answer  ten  days 
And  then,  with  spirits  sky- 
high,  you  despise 

Mypoorattemptsyour  sorrow 
to  abate  I 

Meanwhile,  to  my  hilarious 
last-but-one 
Here  comes  your  late  but 
similar  reply ; 
But  now  my  turn  at  dumps 
has  just  begun— 
I  oan*t  eigoy  your  triumphs 
while  I  sigh  I , 

Vnd  so  our  moods  go  see-saw, 
up  and  down. 
Our  letters  cross,  perversely 
cold  or  fond  I 
There's  only  one  redress— come 
back  to  town. 
And  then  we'll  meet^  and 
cease  to  correspond ! 


THE  MUSIC  WITH  A  FUTURE. 

{An  Imaginary  Sketch  of  How  Tkings  can 
not  P089ibly  he  Done.) 

Scnn — The  Cwnpoting  Room  of  an  Jllus- 
tnoosMusioian.  7%e  Illustrious  Musician 
discovered  deep  in  thought  in  front  of  a 
Piano, 

lilttetrious  Musician  (pickina  out  the  notes 
with  one  finger),  "  Damty  oumty,  dumty 
dum  dum."  No,  that  isn't  it  I  I  am  (ure  I 
had  it  JQst  now.  (Tries  again.)  "Dumty 
dumty,  dumty  dum  dum."  Ko,  that 's  not  it 
either !  I  must  try  it  again— oh,  of  course, 
with  Herr  Von  BAKOBmioT.  Now  to  sum- 
mon him.  (Blows  trumpet).  That  ought  to 
briog  my  aide-tle^amp, 
IFtourish  of  trumpets f  drums ;  doors  thrown 
open,  and  enter  a  Regiment  of  Infantry, 
with  its  full  complement  of  officers. 

Colonel  (saluting).  Your  Itugesty  required 
assistance? 

/•  3f.  (eonsiderina).  Tea,  I  knew  I  wanted 
something.  Oh«  to  he  sure.  Will  you  please 
send  Herr  Voh  BAHonofor  to  me  at  once. 

Colonel  (saluting).  Yes,  your  Migeety.   {To 
troops.)    ftiffht  about  turn. 
[Flourish  of  trumpets,  drums.    The  Reai" 
ment  retires.  ^»t^  Herr  Von  Bakouckot. 

JTerr  Von  Bangemnot  (making  obeisance). 
Your  Majestv  required  my  assistance  ? 

I.  M.  WdQ,  scarcely  that,  old  Double  Bass. 
The  fact  is,  I  *ve  just  competed  a  very  pleasing 
trifle,  but  I  can't  write  it  down  for  the  life  of 
me.  Would  vou  like  to  hear  it  P 
^  H.  V.  B.  Cntainly,your  Majesty.  I  shaU 
be  oveijoyed. 


/.  M.  Well,  it  goes  like  this—"  Dumty 
dumty,  dumty  dum  dum."  See.  "Dumty 
dumtj,  dumty  dum  dum."  Now,  you  re- 
peat it. 

H,  V.  B,  (trAo  has  been  listening  intently), 
"  Dumty  dumty— dum  dum." 

/,  M.  (interrupting).  No,  no ;  you  've  got 
it  all  wrong.  Bee  here,  "  Dumty  dumty, 
dumty  dum  dum." 

H.  V.  B.  (in  an  ecstacy).  "  Dumpty 
dumptj,  dumi>ty  dum  dum."  Perfectly 
charming !    It  is  really  excellent  I 

/.  M.  (pleased,  but  suspicious).  You  really 
think  it  good? 

H.  V.  B.  Good  I  that  isn't  the  word  for  it. 
Excellent!  first  rate!  capital! 

I.  M.  I  am  so  glad  you  like  it.  I  daresay 
you  could  write  it  out  for  me  P 

if.  r.^.  Oh, certainl7.  Beautiful!  Only 
wants  a  little  amplification  to  take  the  musi- 
cal world  by  storm. 

I.  M.  (much  pkassd).  You  really  are  ex- 
ceedingly compumentary.  You  are  indeed. 
I  suppose  it  could  be  scored  for  an  orchestra? 

M.  V.B.  I  should  think  so.  I  will  turn  it 
into  a  march  for  the  Cavalry. 

/.  M.  And  for  the  Infantry,  too  P  You 
see,  there  might  be  jealousy  if  you  didn't. 

M.  V.  B.  Quite  BO.  And  there  should  be 
marches  for  the  Artillery  and  Engineers. 
Then  of  course  we  should  have  a  version  to 
be  played  by  the  Navy,  first  in  fine  weather 
and  then  in  a  storm. 

I.  M.  I  think  we  ou^ht  to  do  as  mucL 
And  of  course  the  children  should  have  a 
version  suitable  for  their  shrill  voices.  And  it 
could  be  used  as  an  opera,  and  played  on  the 
organ.   All  this,  of  course,  you  could  manage  P 


II.  V.  B.  Certainly,  you  may  be  sure  it 
shall  become  universally  popular.  I  will 
score  it  for  every  conceivable  instrument, 
and  every  possible  audience.  It  shall  be 
played  or  sung  in  hospitals,  railway  stations, 
schools,  and  ia  fact  everywhere ! 

L  M.  It  shidl !  But  there  must  be  one 
version  teaching  a  man  how  to  play  the  tune 
with  a  solitary  finger. 

II.  V.  B.  May  I  venture  to  ask  by  whom 
that  last  version  will  be  used  ? 

/.  M.  Why,  old  Double  Bass,  csn't  you 
ffuess  P  Why,  man  alive,  I  shall  play  from 
it  myself  !  [Tableau  and  Curtain. 

NOVELTIES  IN  GASTRONOMY. 
Talk  about  the  Chinese  eating  dogs  and 
cats,  and  the  partiality  of  the  South  Sea 
Islanders  for  Missionary,   what  price  this, 
from  the  Daily  Telegraph  f — 

ROAST  COOK   (single)  WANTED,  for  large 
hoteL    State  age,  and  last  reference. 

The  cannibal  advertiser  evidently  is  a^otir- 
met,  for  he  is  particular  as  to  ago,  and  never 
eats  them  married.  Or  is  it  that  he  likes 
them  single  in  pre! erenee  to  double,  aS|  per 
contra,  one  miff nt  prefer  double  stout  to  single 
stout  Afterthis,  we  shall  expect  such  deli- 
cacies as  Boiled  Butler,  Sauce  Mattre  d*HoteL 
Fried  Footman,  garnished  with  Calvea-foot 
jelly,  or  Pickled  Fa^^eboy  with  Button  mush- 
rooms. Every  fashion  must  have  some  in- 
augurator ;  and  who  knows  but  that  we  are 
on  the  eve  of  cannibaUsni,  and  that  the 
Advertiser  and  the  Dailu  Telegraph  are  its 
joint  pioneers  I^itized  byV3 
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OUR    BOOKING-OFFICE. 

Whites  a  Baronitess,  *'  How  quaint  and  simple  appear  the  alFeota- 
tions  of  Miss  Ja^e  Austbn^s  heroines  in  Pride  and  Prejudice^ 
especially  now  that  one's  mind  is  confused  with  the  vaKaries  of  the 
newspaper-created  but  imnossible  *  New  Woman.* "  Bather  different 
days  then,  when  girls  addressed  their  mothers  as  **Ma'am^"  and 
were  afraid  of  getting  their  feet  wet.  which  was  unromantic,  and 
bread-and-butter  romance  was  the  fashion  of  those  times.  No 
matter,  these  romantic  young  women  knew  how  to  dress,  according 
to  the  exquisite  illustrations  of  Hugh  TnoMSoy.  What  could  be 
expected  but  sentiment^  when  the  joung  men  also  appeared  so  pic- 
turesquely attired.  This  new  edition  oi  an  old  work  is  charmingly 
got  up  and  published  by  Gbobob  Allait.  Turning  from  these  very 
early  nineteenth  oentuiy  attractions,  I  lind  A  Battle  and  a  Boy 
stanng  at  me  from  a  brilliant  red  binding.  The  colour  suggests  a 
gory  fight,  but  there  is  nothing  martial  about  it,  only  a  Tyrolean 
peasant-boy  in  a  j^ugUistic  attitude  with  another  bo^.    He  is  naying 


it  out  before  starnn^  on  his  battle  of  life,  which,  taking  place  in  the 

Siy  Tyrol,  where  things  happen  out-of-the-way,  Blaitche  Willis 
owAiu)  has  made  it  more  interesting  than  an  erery-day  fight. 


Most  Iut«rostii]g. 

Moat  young  women  nowadays  like  to  be  here,  there,  and  every- 
where, and  so  you  will  find  them  in  the  Fifty-two  Storiee  of  Girl-life, 
by  some  of  our  best  women  writers,  and  editdd  by  Alfred  H.  Miles. 
Messrs.  Hotchiksoit  who,  publish  this  work,  might  head  their  adver- 
tisement with  '*  Go  for  Mile»— and  you  won't  find  anything  better 
than  this.*'  Other  jokes  on  **  miles"  they  may  discover  or  invent 
for  themselves.  These  are  mostly  for  our  big  girls,  but  the  little 
ones  will  find  a  {[orgeonsly  gay  RoeeJmd  Annual  for  1895,  ouite 
a  prize-flower,  exhibited  by  Jam  is  Clabk  ft  Co. ;  whilst  Bobv  Mite ; 
or^  the  WitcKe  Spell,  by  VBiu.  Petbowha  Jelibrovskt,— this  is  a 
niee  easy  name  to  ask  for !— is  a  most  thrilling  nursery  tale  of  how  a 
little  gin,  who  ought  to  be  an  arithmetician  after  being  reduced  to 
die  size  of  her  little  finger,  is  able  to  subtract  much  adventurous 
intenst  from  among  the  insects  and  the  insect-world,  and  is  fall  of 

undivided  wonders. 
The  illustrations,  by 
T.  Pm,  show  how 
charmingly  unconven- 
tional life  can  be  in 
such  circumstances. 

So  charming,  after 
long  years  of  parting, 
to  come  again  on  Mr, 
Micawher!  Of  all 
things,  he  has  been 
writing  an  account  of 
The  Life  and  Adven- 
turee  of  Thomas  Edi- 

son  (CSATTO  AND  WlK- 

nus).  The  book  pur- 
ports to  be  the  joint 
work  of  W.  K,  L. 
DicKSoir  and  Aktokia 
DiCKSOK.  But  that  is 
only  his  modesty.  Tlie 
literary  style  is  unmis- 
takeable.  **  Keleased 
from     the     swaddling 


Bt  Ov%  Owm  Bird  Fancikb. 


dolhes  of  error  and  supert-lition,"  no  one  but  Mr,  3l,  could  have 
written,  **the  ioherent  virility  of  man  has  reasserted  ittelf,  and  to 
the  untrammelled  vision  and  ripened  energies  of  the  scientist  the 


arcana  of  nature  have  been  gradually  disclosed."    ' '  Edison's  literary 

groclivities,"  he  adds,  in  a  sentence  that  recalls  struggles  in  the 
ouse  in  Windsor  Terrace,  City  Road,  where  David  Copperfield  wu 
a  lodger,  **  were  seriously  hampered  bjr  the  collapse  of  the  family 
f  ortunesj  and  the  early  necessity  of  gaining  his  own  living.  Despite 
his  pauci^  of  years,  and  the  practical  claims  which  life  had  already 
imposed.  Edison  devoted  every  spare  moment  to  the  improvement  of 
his  mind,  and  profited  to  the  utmost  by  the  wise  and  gentle  tuition 
of  his  mother.^'  My  Baronite  can  almost  hear  Mr.  Micavoher^s 
voice  choked  by  a  sob  as  he  declaimed  this  last  sentence.  Fortunately 
(or  unfortunately)  Mr.  Micawher  does  not  last  long.  After  the  first 
chapter  his  hand  is  rarely  seen,  he  probably,  the  God  of  Da? 
gone  down  upon  him.  having  been  carried  to  the  King's  Bench 
prison.  For  tne  rest,  the  book  is  an  admirable  account  of  one  of  the 
most  marvellous  lives  the  world  has  known.  Much  of  it  is  told  in 
Edison's  own  words,  conveying  simple  records  of  magic  aohiere- 
ments.  The  book,  luxuriously  printed  on  thick  glazed  paper,  is 
adorned  by  innumerable  f ketches  and  portraits,  illustrating  the  life 
and  work  of  the  Wizard  of  the  Nineteenth  Century.     B.  db  B.-W. 


FIEST  IMPRESSIONS. 


Floilxncb  is  undoubtedly  one  of  the  best  places  in  the  world  for 
studying  pictures.  Resolve  to  visit  the  Pitti  Palace.  Now  I  shall 
see  something  like  a  palace— liie  home  of  the  MEDia,  adorned  with 
all  the  beauty  of  architecture  and  sculp- 
ture which  they  loved  so  well  I  No 
monotonous,  painted  barrack  like  Buck- 
ingham Palace,  no  shabby  brick  house 
like  St.  James's.  And  now  I  shall  see  a 
collection  of  pictures  worthily  housed  in 
a  magnificent  Duilding  I  No  contemptible 
piece  of  architecture  like  our  National 
Gallery,  where  jou  fall  over  the  staircase 
directly  you  go  in  at  the  door,  and  where, 
when  you  have  recovered  yourself,  you 
find  three  staircases,  facing  you  like  the 
heads  of  Cerberus  at  another  entrance,  and 
always  go  up  the  wrong  one,  and  have  to  ^  , ,  «  ,  r« 
come  down  again  and  clamber  up  another  ^^  *  ■  ^^^  ^*  *  ®"*- 
before  you  find  what  you  want  Even  then,  if  you  seek  the  water- 
colours  of  the  g[reatest  English  landscape  painter,  you  must  go  down 
yet  another  staircase  into  the  cellar. 

Ascertain  the  position  of  ^e  Pitti  Palace,  and  stroll  ffently 
towards  it.  There  is  nlenty  of  time,  for  the  daylight  wiU  last 
another  three  hours.  Cross  the  Ponte  Yecchio,  and  reach  a  large 
open  space  opposite  a  magnificent  jail.  Tes !  Even  the  jails  here 
are  magnificent  I  Continue  strolling  on  until  I  arrive  at  the  open 
country.  Ask  the  way  to  the  Palace,  and  am  told  that  it  is  about 
two  kilom  e tree  back  along  the  way  I  have  come.  Curious  that  I  should 
not  have  noticed  it.  Return,  looking  oarc^fuUy  right  and  left,  but  do 
not  see  it  anywhere,  and  a^n  arrive  opposite  the  jaiL  Ask  a  man  I 
meet  how  that  prison  calls  itself.  He  informs  me  courteously  that  it 
is  the  Palazzo  Pitti.  That  I  That  dismal,  monotonous,  gloomy, 
brown  structure  P  Why,  Buckingham  Palace  is  a  joy  for  ever  com- 
pared to  it,  and  even  Wormwood  Scrubbs  Prison  reveals  unsuspected 
charms  I  Would  like  to  sit  down  to  recover  from  the  shock,  but  as 
one  is  more  likely  to  find  a  public  seat  in  a  London  square  than  in  an 
Italian  piazza,  this  is  impossible.  Therefore,  totter  to  the  8:reat 
central  entrance.  Perhaps  the  grand  staircase  leading  to  the  galleries 
may  be  as  attractive  as  the  exterior  is 
forbidding. 

Discover  that  the  entrance  to  the 

falleries  is  by  a  small  side  door,  where 
leave  my  walking- stiok^jana  cUmb 
a  narrow,  steep  staircase.  Then  climb 
a  narrower  and  steeper  staircase,  and 
finally  reach  a  staircase  so  steep  and 
narrow  that  it  might  more  accurately 
be  called  a  ladder.  Begin  to  thmk  I 
have  mistaken  the  way.  Perhaps  I 
shall  find  mvself  in  the  attics  of  the 
Palace,  and  be  arrested  as  an  anarch- 
ist. Have  left  my  stick  below,  and 
have  not  even  a  passport  with  which 
to  protect  myself.  Step  cautiously 
up  the  first  rounds  of  the  ladder, 
when  snddenlv  a  large  body  com- 
pletely fills  the  space  ^  above,  and 
comes  slowly  down.  It  is  impossible 
to  go  on;  it  is  impossible  to  remain 
where  I  am.    Must  therefore  go  down  to  the  least  narrow  staircase, 

and  wait  till  the  obstruction  has  passed.    Do  so.    Awful  pause 

[What  the  obstruction  waa,  "A  FiaST  lupaBSSiONisx ','  will  tell  ui  in 
,ourncxt-ED.]  Digitized  bv  GOOg  I C 
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ICHABOD. 

As  over  London  Bridf^  I  went 

A  constable  I  spied : 
His  head  upon  his  oreast  was  bent, 
Against  the  parapet  he  leant. 
He  gazed  upon  the  stream  intent. 

And  as  I  passed  he  sighed. 

''  What  ails  thee,  officer?  "  I  cried 

In  sympathetic  tone. 
*' What  sorrow  in  thy  sool  is  bred? 
Nay,  neyer  shake  thy  moamfol 

head. 
But  tell  me  of  thy  woes  instead— 

Thou  shalt  not  weep  alone." 

He  eyed  me  for  a  moment's  space 

In  half-snspioioas  doubt ; 

Bat  reading  not  a  single  trace 

Of  anght  but  pity  in  my  face, 

He  told  me  of  nis  hapless  case 

And  poured  his  sorrows  out, 

**Time  was,  not  many  months 
ago"- 
His  Toice  began  to  quiver— 
'*When,  in  a  stately  march  and 

slow. 
The  tide  of  traffic  used  to  flow 
In  floods  as  full  as  that  below  "— 
He  pointed  to  the  river. 

*'  From  early  dawn  to  dewy  night 

It  still  blocked  up  the  way : 
The  creaking  wain,  the  hansom 

The  graudv  Dus,  in  colours  bright. 
The  g-ilded  coach,  thebuggy  slight. 
And  e'en  the  donkey-shay. 

*'Amid  the  throng  I   took  my 
stand, 

I  watched  them  come  and  go. 
Anon  the  serried  lines  I  scanned, 
Anon  I  raised  a  warning  hand, 
And  lo  I  at  my  supreme  command 

The  flood  forgot  to  flowl 

**  The  bus,  the  cab,  the  coach,  the 

fly. 

Were  motionless  and  stilL 


THE  ADyANTAGE  OF  HIGHEB  EDTTOATIOH. 

Eton  Soy  {toho  has  come  to  tee  his  Brother  at  Harrow),  "I  84T 
TBBSB  Floods  arb  stuitninoI  Wx'bb  all  sxnt  homx,  Foub 
Wbbks  bbfobb  thb  timb  !  " 

Harrow  Boy  {gloomily),  '*I  wish  to  ooodvxss  the  Goy'nob  had 
SXNT  ME  TO  Eton.    Wb  'bx  up  on  a  bbastlt  Hill  hxbb,  an'  no 

OHANOB  OF  ANY  FlOODB  1 " 


In  all  the  crowds  that  passed  me  by 
Was  no  one  of  degree  so  high 
That  dared  my  sovereignty  defy, 
Or  disobey  my  wilL 

"  The  hansom  hasting  on  her  wav 

Paused  when  she  heard  my  call. 

The  coster  checked  his  donkey - 

shay. 
The  gartered  lord  his  prancing 

bay- 
All,  all  were  subject  to  my  sway. 
My  word  was  law  to  alL 

"AlasI  alasl  'tis  thus  no  more  I 

Ghme  is  my  pride  and  power  I 
Where  thousandB  passed  in  days 

of  yore 
Across  the  bridge,  we've  scarce  a 

score. 
For  now  the  tides  of  traffic  pour 
Hound  by  the  busy  Tower. 

"  And  I  am  left  to  mourn  alone 
The  glories  that  are  fled. 

None  heed  me  now— alas  I  not  one  I 

My  life  is  lived  I  my  day  is  done ! 

Othello* s  occupation's  gone— 
Ahl  would  that  I  were  dead!" 

He  ceased.  The  manly  ydqe  broke 
down. 

I  could  no  longer  stay. 
But,  as  I  hurried  off  to  town, 
I  prised  upon  him  half-a-crown. 
And  joved  to  seethehopeless  frown 

Die  for  a  while  away. 


"The  Raidkks."— Sure  as  otir 
Baiders  know,  just  one  hundred 
and  nine  persons,  suroected  of  re- 
sorting to  the  Albert  Club,  in  Bolt 
Court,  Fleet  Street,  for  the  pur- 
poses of  betting,— much  as  their 
betters  do  elsewhere,— were  ar- 
rested by  thepdioe  and  walked  off 
toBridewelL  Ominous  names  for 
the  looility!  As  they  weren't 
sufficientlv  "fleet"  to  run  away 
they  coulctn't  "  bolt,"  and  so  were 
all**  caught!" 


NOMmiS  UMBRA. 

What  's  this  F    Discoloured,  left  by  chance 

Within  this  dusty  letter-rack— 
Dear  me  I    The  programme  of  a  dance 

Which  I  t<K>k  part  in  ten  years  back  I 
"  The  Towew,  Rigden,"  at  that  date 

The  Denven'  house.  Sir  Ch  aklxs  has  flitted 
Sinf^  then  to  some  secluded  State 

Where  creditors  are  not  admitted. 

There's  noL  observe,  a  single  blank; 

Behold  what  energy  was  mine 
Ten  years  ago  I    I  used  to  rank 

A  waltz  as  something  quite  divine ; 
All  night  its  mazes  I  pursued — 

At  least  (this  statement  more  precise  is) 
With  but  a  pleasing  interlude 

For  mild  flirtation,  "  cup,"  and  ices. 

And  then,  m^  partners— twice,  I  see. 

I  danced  witn  Florxncb  Smith,  who's  wed 
Sir  Cb(E8U8  since,  and  "  Ethel  Y." — 

Ah,  poor  Miss  Vivian,  yes  -she's  dead. 
'*  Miss  Johnson  "—I  remember  her  ! 

She  t4»ld  me  man  was  quite  demented, 
A  Sarah-Cband-Philosopher 

Before  *'  New  Women  "  were  invented. 

And  others  follow.    Though  I  'm  sure 

I  'm  fairly  certain  as  to  them. 
Here  is  a  m]^ stic  signature. 

For  who,  m  wonder's  name,  was  "  M."  P 
I  danced  with  her  four  times  I    My  word, 

What  said  her  chaperon  jadioial  ? 
"Mai"P"Mabt"F*Muhikl"P    It'sab- 

I  cannot  construe  that  initial  I  [surd, 

wt%t     nwrt 


I  wonder,  vaguely,  where  we  met, 

And  how  it  was  we  came  to  part, 
And  whether  I  have  left  her  yet 

A  permanently-iigured  \Mitt ; 
WeU,  faded  programme,  you  may  go. 

To  tear  you  up  at  once  were  better ; 
But  yet— i  'd  greatly  like  to  know 

The  meaning  of  that  mystic  letter  I 


Parliamentary  Aapiration. 

{By  Jeremy  Micowber  IHddler,) 

Of  the  (£)300,  grant  but  three, 
I  'U  make  a  shape  for  paid  M.P. 


A  LscTiTaB  ON  TaMPiRANca. 
'  My  empty  friends,  I  see  yon  were  all  dmnk  1 
night.    This  MA  not  oocnr  again  I** 


LINES  TO  A  LADY. 

{A  Muapprppriator^s  Apology,) 

My  dear  Miss  B.,  I  cannot  rest  by  dav, 
At  night  I  never  sleep, — or  not  for  long. 


» it  grieves  me  much  to  sa^, 
rhat  I *m  afraid  you'll  think  is 


The  reason  is, 
I ' ve  done  what  1  'm  afraid  you ' 
wrong. 
I  've  stolen  something— don't,  I :  beg   you, 

laugh, 
.   For  I  'm  a  thief— I  trust  I  do  not  look  it. 
Tou  missed  when  I  went  off  a  photograph  P 

Prepare  for  a  suiprise,  'twas  I  who  took  it! 
How  did  I  do  it  P    Well,  the  day  I  left 

I  got  down  early— half  an  hour  or  more 
Before  you  knew  it.     That's  why  you're 
bereft 
Of  that  one  photograph  from  out  your  store. 

Yes— I  have  sinned,  and  suffered  on  the  rack 
Of  agonised  remorse,  although  I  trust  I 

May  be  forgiven.  I  'U  send  the  portrait  back 
If  that^B  the  only  way.  But  tell  me— 
must  I? 

••  QniTB  A  LiTTLB  'OuBAT."- Last  Satur- 
day the  Time$  notified  one  *'H£NRT  Holi- 
day" officially  in  *' editorial"  tvpe  that,  as 
regards  the  **  calumny  refuted,'^  everything 
having  been  explained,  apologised  for,  and 
generally  settled  all  round,  they  meant  to  give 
the  subject  a  complete  holiday,  but  that  as  re- 
garded the  gentleman  of  that  name  who  wrote 
to  say  '*he  wasn't  satisfied,"  the  Timfii  must 
treat  Amii  as  a  **  Diet  »Mm.'»OOG 


L"  tue  l\mMi  m 

bogle 
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A   MATTER   FOR   CONSIDERATION. 

QcKSMr-'Jones  doing  Honeymoon  Driving  Tour  in  Ireland.    His  Leader  has  just  got  one  of  the  reins  under  his  tail,  and  is  laMng  out  vigorously. 
Jones,  '*Hehe  1    Hi  thers  1    CAicfi  hold  of  him  I    Hano  it  all,  catch  hold  of  him  1" 

Pat,    *'  BkgORRA  thin,   was  it  this  InD  TB  'D  be  AFTHEB  WANTIN*  MB  TO  HOTTLDf " 


THE  DAT  OF  SMALL  THINGS. 

If  yoa  want  a  reoeipt  for  that  Popular 
Mfsterr 
Known  to  tne  world  as  our  own  Grand  Old 
Man, 
Take  idl  the  Titans  and  Crichtons  of  history, 

RoDing  'em  all  into  one— if  you  can. 
Take  Julius  CvF.saa  and  Tiolath-Pileskr, 
Brasedas,  '*  BoirxT,''  and  General  Booth, 
Homer    and    Horace,   and    Tuppbr    and 
Morris, 
Cicero,  Calyin,  and  Louis  Kossuth  : 
GoRoiAS,  Baechez,  Bir  Archibald  Ausoe, 

Plato,  Auoustise,  and  W.  Stead, 
With^but  mere   catalo^e   moveth   man*M 
malison, 
Be  aU  Biography  **  taken  as  read  " ; 
Then,    if   you  ve  lumped   the   Divine  and 

Philosopher, 
Sophist,  and  Casuist  clever  to  glops  over, 
Ontor,  Essayist,  Scholar  and  Bard, 
Best  Swordsman  or  "  Pug  "  who  e*er  fenoed, 

smote,  or  sparred. 
Toppers  too  many  by  far  to  enumerate. 
Melt  them   all   down   to  a  splendid  con- 
glomerate ; — 
Then  yoa  will  find  your  ingenious  plan 
^- —  nine-tenths  of  our  own  Grand  Old  Man. 


Yes  I  Gilbert's  Heavy  Dragoon,  though  a 
paragon,  I'M  an. 

Was  not  a  patch  on  our  own  Grand  Old 
Duloet  as  hydromel,  tart  as  fresh  Tarragon ; 

Homeric  in  wrath  in  the  scrimmage's  van, 
Horatianathomeand  at  ease,— fn^rt/m  nectar, 

(As  SCAIJOER  said  of  that  sweet  Ode  to 
Pyrrha,) 
Fierce  as  Aloezo  the  Brave^s  fiery  spectre, 

Or  mOd  as  a  lute  or  the  lark's  tirra-lirra ! 


Male  Cleopatra,  whom  *'  age  cannot  wither," 
Whose  wondrous  variety  custom  can't  stale. 
All  round  the  Universe,  hither  and  thither. 

Rambles  his  genius,  aged  but  hale. 
Jam  and  geology,  pious     apologv  " 

For  tiny  flaws  m  the  arms  of  theology. 
Anti-Be»antine  attacks  on  Theosophy ; 
Obiter  dicta  on  Art  aod  Philosophy ; 
UcxLET-dtrfianoe  on  errors  of  Sdenoe, 

And 

Ah  I    What  is  this  ?    Why  an  optic  appli- 
ance! 
Nut  Milton's  great   optic  tube,  nor  Lord 

Rosse's, 
But-  somethiog  to  peer  at  a  microbe's  pro- 
boscis. 
A  marvel  of  high-polifthed  glittering  brasses. 
And.  soft-winding   screws,   and   adjustable 

glasses ; 
A  Fmafl  world  of  wheels  as  a  galaxy  shinjr, 
Admitting  the  gaze  to  a  world  yet  more  tiny 
Of  buttemy  down  and  midge-stomaohs  and 
wings! 

WeD,  William,  old  friend,  'tis  the  day  of 

small  things. 
Most  of  the  matters  on  which  prints  are  topical. 
Strike  a  large  intellect  as— Microscouical ! 
Jove — or  Achilles— the  world  now  deuyers 
To  myrmidons  ant-like  who  swarm,  fume 

and  fuss. 
Parties  s^em  split  into  sections  and  slivers. 
Each  of  which  bellow,  "'  The  first  place  for 

Us!" 
Mutually  angry  and  all-round  abuse-full. 
So  you  may  find  your  new  instrument  useful. 
To— shall  we  say— gauge  the  New  Leaders' 

authority, 
Or  look  at  that   small,  dwindling  Liberal 

majority  P 


BXTBIirSTEIN. 

Siege  Paoaeieei,  fingers  never  wroitfht 

Such  marvels  in  the  mystic  realm  oi  sound 
As  his  who  from  the  ringing  keyboard  brought 

A  world  of  wondrous  wizardrr,  which  bovmd 
E'en  ignorance  in  an  astonished  rapture. 

That  world  isdosed,  whosemagio    sosime'* 
He  only  held,  where  he  alone  ooold  capture 

The  spirits  of  strange  woe  and  witching  glee, 
And  set  them  sounding  in  dull  human  ears. 
Music  whose  memory  moves  our  smiles  and 
tears. 


New  Nursery  Khyme. 
{On  the  New  {Nursery)  Art.) 

Het!    'Tis  a  riddle, 
A  do  and  a  diddle, 

A  fad.  and  a  lunatic  lune ; 
A  scrawl  and  a  smudge, 
And  in  fact  arrant  fuoge. 

To  be  kicked  to  Art's  limbo— and  soon. 


Monetary  Midtum  in  Parvo. 

Do  not  spend  your  life  in  spending  ; 

Borrow  never,  promptly  pay : 
iSSdre— but  not  with  toil  unending ; 

G^V«— but  wisely— what  you  may : 
He  who  lends  himself  to  lending^ 

Gives  himself  away. 

The  Joumalietic  Jettatura. 

Ibsen  is  angry  that  some  Paul  Pry 
Has  *'blown  die  gaff  "  on  his  BvU  By. 
Personal  prattle  and  egotist  bounce. 
These  great  Ibsee  may  well  denounce. 
Not  to  bewitch,  but  to  swagger  and  spy. 
Is  the  basilisk  task  of  our^Evil  L" 
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LYRE   AND    LANCET. 

(A  Story  in  Scmsa,) 
PAKT  XXIL— A  DESCENT  PEOM  THE  CLOUDS. 
Sgsnib     XXXIL— /n    the    EUzdbethan    Garden.     Tnos— ^6oti< 
11  A.M. ;  Ladt  Maisie  and  Ukdsbshell  are  on  a  seat  in  the 
\        Yew  Walk. 

1     Lady  Maisie  {softly).  And  you  really  meant  to  go  away,  and  never 

'  let  oDe  of  U8  know  what  had  happened  to  you  I         „       ^        •       . 

UndersheU  (to  himself).  How  easy  it  ib^  after  all  to  be  a  hero ! 

(Alotid.)     That  certainly  teas  my  intention,  only  I  was— er — ^not 

pennitted  to  cany  it  out.    I  trust  you  don't  consider  I  should  have 

oeen  to  blame?  -    ^,     t>         i     a     -j. 

Lady  Maisie  {toith  shining  eyes).  To  blame  f    Mr.  Blaib  I    As  if 

I  could  possibly  do  that !  I    {To  herself.)    He  doesn't  even  see  how 

'splendid  it  was  of  him  I  -,      *         , 

Und.  {to  himself).  I  begin  to  believe  that  I  can  do  no  wrong  in  her 
"ejresi  {Ahud.)  It  was  not  altogether  easy,  believe  me,  to  leave 
without  even  naving  seen  your 


face ;  but  I  felt  so  strongly  that 
it  was  better  soi 

Lady  Maisie  {looking  down). 
And— do  you  still  feel  that  P 
,  Und.  I  must  confess  that  I  am 
«well  content  to  have  failed.  It 
iwas  such  unspeakable  torture  to 
Itbink  that  you,  Lady  Maisib, 
\you  of  all  people,  would  derive 
'your  sole  idea  of  my  personality 
lirom  such  an  irredeemable  vul- 
\  garian  as  that  veterinary  surgeon 
—the  man  Sfubbsix  ! 
I  Lady  Maisie  {to  herself  with 
\an  almost  imperceptible  start).  I 
{suppose  it's  only  natural  he 
4  should  feel  like  that—but  I  wish 
i — ^I  do  wish  he  had  put  it  just  a 
little  differently !  .  {Aloud.)  Poor 
'liLr.  Spttbbell;  perhaps  he  was 

not  exaotlv 

Und.  Not  exactly/  I  assure 
you,  it  is  simply  inconceivable  to 
me  that,  in  a  circle  of  an  v  preten- 
sions to  culture  and  rennement, 
an  ill-bred  boor  like  that  could 
have  been  accepted  for  a  single 
moment  as — I  won't  say  a  Man 
of  OeniuSf  but— — 

Lady  Maisie  {the  light  dying 
out.  of  her  eyes).  No,  <icm'<— oon't 
go  on,  Mr.  BlaibI  We  were  all 
exceedingly  stupid,  no  doubt,  but 
you  must  make  allowances  for  us 
^or  me,  especially.  I  have  had 
80  few  OT>portunitie8  of  meeting 
people  whoarereallydistinsuishea 
— ^in  literature,  at  least.  Most  of 
the  people  I  know  best  are— well, 
not  exactly  clever,  you  know.  I 
so  often  wish  I  was  in  a  set  that 
caied  rather  more  about  intellec- 
tual things! 

Und.  {with  infinite  pUy).  How 
you  must  have  pined  for  freer  air ! 


^ ,  How  you  must  have  starved  on 

such  mental  provender  as,  for  example,  the  vapid  and  inane  common- 
places of  that  swaffgering  carpet-soloier,  Captain— Thickskt,  isn't  it  ? 

Lady  Maisie  (drawing  back  into  her  comer).  Tou  evidently  don't 
know  wat  Captain  THicnrBSSE  distinguished  himself  greatly  in  the 
Soudan,  where  he  was  very  severely  wounded. 

Und.  Possibly ;  but  that  is  scarcely  to  the  point.  I  do  not  ques- 
tion his  efficiency  as  a  fighting  animaL  As  to  his  intelligence, 
perhaps,  the  less  said  the  better. 

Lady  Maisie  {contracting  her  brows).  Decidedly.  I  ought  to  have 
mentioned  at  once  that  Captain  Thickksssb  is  a  very  old  friend  of 
mine. 

Und.  Really  P  He,  at  least,  may  be  con^tulated.  But  pray 
don't  think  that  I  spoke  with  any  personal  animus ;  I  merely  happen 
to  entertain  a  peculiar  aversion  for  a  class  whose  profession  is  sys- 
tematic slaughter.  In  these  Demooratio  times,  wnen  Humanity  is 
advancing  by  leaps  and  bounds  towards  International  Solidiurity, 
soldiers  are  such  grotesque  and  unneoeeaary  anachronisms. 

Zoc/v  Maisie  {to  herself  with  a  little  sh*ver).  Oh,  why  does  he — 
why  does  he?  {Aloud,)  I  should  have  thought  that,  until  war 
itself  i(  an  anachronism,  men  who  are  willing  to  fight  and  die  for 
their  country  could  never  be  quite  unnecessary.    But  we  won't 


discuss  Captain  TmcxiiJWSB,  particularly  now  that  he  has  left 
Wyvem.  Suppose  we  ^  back  to  Mr.  Sfubvell.  I  know,  of  course, 
that,  in  leaving  him  in  ignorance  as  you  did,  you  acted  from  the  best 

and  nighest  motives ;  but  still 

Und.  It  is  refreshing  to  be  so  thoroughly  understood !  I  think  I 
know  what  your  "  but  still"  implies— why  did  I  not  foresee  that  he 
would  infallibly  betray  himself  before  long?  I  did.  But  I  gave 
him  credit  for  being  able  to  sustain  his  part  for  another  hour  or 
two— until  I  had  gone,  in  fact. 

Lady  Maisie.  Then  you  didn't  wish  to  spare  his  feelings  as  well 
as  ours? 

Und.  To  be  quite  frank,  I  didn't  trouble  myself  about  him :  my 
sole  object  was  to  retreat  with  dignity ;  he  had  got  himself  somehow 
or  other  into  a  false  position  he  must  get  out  of  as  best  he  could. 
After  all,  he  would  be  none  the  worse  for  having  filled  My  place  for 
a  few  hours. 

Lady  Maisie  (slowly).  I  see.  It  didn't  natter  to  you  whether  he 
was  suspected  of  being  an  impostor,  or  made  to  feel  uncomfortable, 
oi^-or  anything.    Wasn't  that  a  little  unfeeling  of  you  ? 

Und.  Unfeeling!  I  allowed 
him  to  keep  my  evening  clothes, 
which    is    more    than    a    good 

many 1 

Lady  Maisie.  At  all  events,  he 
may  have  had  to  pay  more  heavily 
than  you  imagine.  I  wonder 
whether But  I  suppose  any- 
thing so  unromantic  as  tJie  love 
affa&s  of  a  veterinary  surgeon 
would  have  no  interest  for  you  ? 

Und.  Why  not.  Lady  Maisie  ? 
To  the  Student  of  Humanity,  and 
still  more  to  the  Poet,  the  humblest 
love-story  may  have  its  interest- 
ing—even its  suggestive— aspect 
Lady  Maisie.  Well,  I  may  tell 
you  that  it  seems  Mr.  Spttbsbll 
bas  long  been  attached,  if  not 
actually  engaged,  to  a  maid  of 
mine. 

Und.  {startled  out  of  his  self- 
possession).  You— you  Qon't  mean 
to  Miss  Pmixipsoif  P 
Lady  Maisie.  That  m  her  name. 

How  verv  odd  that  you But 

perhaps  Mr.  Spttbbell  mentioned 
it  to  you  last  night  ? 

Und.  {recovering  his  sang- 
^roid).  I  am  hardly  likely  to  have 
h«urd  of  it  from  any  other  qnarter. 
Lady  Maisie.  Of  course  not 
And  did  he  tell  you  that  she  was 
here,  in  this  very  house  ? 

Und.  No,  he  never  mentioned 
that.  What  a  singular  coinci- 
dence I 

Lady  Maisie.  Yes,  rather.  The 
worst  of  it  is  that  the  f ooUsh  girl 
seems  to  have  heard  that  he  was  a 
guest  here,  and  jumped  to  the 
oonclunon  that  he  haa  ceased  to 
care  for  her;  so  she  revenged  her- 
self by  a  desperate  flirtation  with 
some  worthless  wretch  she  met  in 
the  Housekeeper's  Kcom,  whose  flattery  and  admiration,  I  'm  very 
much  afraid,  nave  completely  turned  her  head  I 

Und.  (uncwnfortably).  Ah.  well,  she  must  learn  to  fOTget  him, 

and  no  doubt,  in  time How  wondraful  the  pale  sunlignt  is  on 

that  yew  hedge  I 

Lady  Maisie.  You  are  not  very  sympathetic !  I  should  not  have 
told  you  at  all,  only  I  wanted  to  show  you  that  if  poor  Mr.  Sfubbell 

did  innocentiv  usurp  your  place,  he  may  have  lost But  I  see 

all  this  only  Dores  you. 

Und.  Candidlv,  Lady  Maisie,  I  can't  affect  a  very  keen  interest 
in  the — er — gossip  of  tibe  Housekeeper's  Boom.    Indeed  I  am  rather 

surprised  that  you  should  condescend  to  listen  to 

Lady  Maisie  (to  herself).  This  is  really  too  much!  ^  (Aloud.)  It 
never  occurred  to  me  that  I  was  "  oonaeaoending''  in  taking  an 
interest  in  a  pretty  and  wayward  ^rl  who  happens  to  be  my  maid. 
But  then  I  'm  not  a  Democrat,  Mr.  blaib, 

Und.  I — I  *m  afraid  you  oonstnied  my  remark  as  a  rebuke  ;  which 
it  was  not  at  all  intended  to  be. 

Lady  Maisie.  It  would  have  been  rather  uncalled  for  if  it  had  been, 

wouldn't  it  F     { Observing  his  growma  uneasiness,)    I  'm  afraid  you 

don't  find  this  bunch  quite  comfortable  ?  f 

Und.    i—er— moderately    so.     (To  hinyteif.)    There *#  a  female 


"  Do  come  and  search  for  snowdrops ! '' 


hirmeif.)    There 'f  a 
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fiinureooming  down  the  terraoe  steps.  Ifs  lunrribly  like But  that 

muBt  be  my  morbid  fancy ;  still,  if  I  can  get  Lad^  Mauib  away,  jnst 

in  case (Aloud.)    D— ^n't  yon  thmk  sitting  still  becomes  a 

little— er— monotonous  after  a  time  P    Couldn't  we 

[He  rises,  spasmodtcally. 

Lady  Maisie  {rmng  too).  Certainly ;  we  nave  sat  here  quite  long 
enough.    It  is  time  we  went  back. 

Und,  (to  himself).  We  shall  meet  her  I  and  I'm  almost  sure 

it's I  mtM^  prevent  any [Aloud,)   Not  6acA,  Lady  Maxbib  I 

Ton — ^you  promised  to  show  me  the  orchid-house— you  did,  indeed  1 

Lady  Maisie.  Very  well ;  we  can  go  in,  if  you  care  about  orchids. 
It 's  on  our  way  back. 

Und.  (to  himself).  This  is  too  awful !  It  is  that  girl  Phillipsov. 
She  is  looking  for  somebody  I  Me  I  {Aloud.)  On  second  thoughts, 
I  don't  think  I  do  <»re  to  see  the  orchids.  I  detest  them ;  they  are 
weird  unnatural  extravagant  things.  Let  us  turn  back  and  see  if 
there  are  any  snowdrops  on  the  lawn  behind  that  hedge.  I  love  the 
snowdrop,  it  is  so  trustful  and  innocent,  with  its  pure  green- 
veined Do  come  and  search  for  snowdrops  I 

Lady  Maisie.  Not  just  now.  I  think — {as  she  shields  her  eyes 
with  one  AamQ— I'm  not  quite  sure  yet— but  I  rather  fancy  that 
must  be  my  maid  at  the  other  end  of  the  walk. 

Und.  {eagerly).  L  assure  you.  Lady  Maish,  you  are  quite  mis- 
taken.   Not  the  least  like  her  I 

Lady  Maisie  {astonished).  Why,  how  can  you  possibly  tell  that, 
without  having  seen  her,  Mr.  Blaib  P 

Und.  I— I  meant You  described  her  as  "  pretty,"  you  know. 

This  girl  is  plain—distinctly  plain  I 

Lady  Maisie.  I  don*t  agree  at  alL  However,  it  certainly  is 
Phtllipsoiv,  and  she  reems  to  have  come  out  in  search  of  me ;  so 
I  had  better  see  if  she  has  any  message. 

Und.  She  hafqi*t.  I'm  positive  she  hasn't.  She — she  wouldn't 
walk  like  that  if  she  had.  {In  feverish  anxiety.)  Lady  Maisib,  shall 
we  turn  back  P    She— she  hasn't  seen  us  yet ! 

Lady  Maisie,  Really,  Mr.  Blaib  !  I  don't  quite  see  why  I  should 
run  away  from  my  own  maid !  .  .  .  What  is  it,  PniLLiPSOif  P 

IShe  advances  to  meet  PsiLlJPSOif,  leaving  Undsbshell  behind, 
motionless. 

Und,  {to  himself).  It 's  all  over  I  That  confounded  girl  recog- 
nises me.  I  saw  her  face  change  I  She  '11  be  jealous,  I  know  she  '11 
be  Jealous— and  then  she'll  tell  Lady  Maisib  everything!  ...  I 


wifth  to  Heaven  I  could  hear  what  she  is  sayi: 
agitated. . . .  I— I  might  stroll  gently  on 


Lady  Maisib  seems 
leave  them ;  but  it 


would  Inok  too  like  running  away^  perhaps.    No,  I  '11  stay  here  and 
face  it  put,  like  a  mwa. !    I^  won't  ^ve  up  just  yet.  ^  {He  sinks  limply 


upon  the  bench.)    After  all,  I  've  been  in  worse  holes  than  this  since 


ashamed  of . . . .  She 's  sent  away  that  girL    She  seems  to  be  expect- 
ing me  to  come  to  her. . . .  I— I  suppose  I  'd  better. 

[He  rises  with  effort,  and  ooes  towards  Lady  MAlfOB  with  a 

f  aunty  unconsciousness  that  somehow  has  the  air  of  stopping 

short  fust  above  the  knees. 

COUNTING  NOSES. 

Bbtwbkn  nose  and  nose  a  strange 
contest  arose 
Concerning  the   smeUs  from  a 
brewery.  [their  foes 

Some  thonght  them  like  Eau  de  Cologne,  whilst 
Denounced  them  as  sickly  and  sewery.    [Cologne, 
'Twixt  the  Rhine,  which  (see  Colebidob)  washes 
And  that  sweet     Cologne  water  "  that  scents  it. 
How  now  shall  the  difference  truly 
IggJiilu.         .  ••  be  known  P  [resents  it  I 

Strange  comparison !  Reason 
7  flTTi  ir  Oh  I  what  is  an  odour,  and  what  is 
''^'1'"'"  a"8tink"P  JTdubit.) 

(As  the  outspoken  schoolboy  will 
If  man's  nose  is  asked  to  dedde, 
well,  I  think, 
In  puzzlement  pure  man  must — 
rub  it  I 
If  the  fragrance  of  "grains"  will  to  some  suggest  drains. 

And  to  others  bright  Bendemeer's  roses. 
Sanitation's  big  problem  a  pozzle  remaiup, 
Binoe  it  all  seems  a  question  ci  noses. 


New  Dirbgtob  to  Rotal  Collbob  op  Music.—"  Who  would 
snooeed  tiir  Gbobob  Gbovb  P  "  that  was  the  qnestion.  The  answer 
to  the  inquiry  was,  "Who  but  PabrtP"  Whereupon  Hubbbt 
Parbt  was  appointed.  Now,  all  music  at  the  College,  of  whatever 
naticiHlity,  will  be  taught  a  la  mode  de  Parry. 


rOUR    BOOKING-OFFICE. 

SoMX  peo]^  are  disposed  to  deny  to  ^.  Gladstokb  a  sense  of 
humour.  They  will  surely  reoonsider  their  judraient  in  view  of 
the  fact  that  the  lato  Pbbmibb  made  the  author  atlFork  and  Wages 
(LoBOMANs)  a  Lord-in-waiting  to  the  Qubbn.    Hie  volume  contains 

in  handy  form  a  series 
of  addresses  and  papers 

K>ken  and  written  by 
rd  Bbassbt  during  the 
last  quarter  of  a  centary. 
They  disclose  profound 
knowledge,  not  only  of  the 
principles  that  underlie 
the  connection  between 
Work  and  Wages,  but  of 
the  ever3[day  practices 
that  sometimes  control  it. 
Throughout,  the  book  is 
marked  by  a  broad  (q>irit 
and  statesmanlike  view 
which,  if  more  common, 
would  make  strikes  much 
more  uncommon.  As  Mr. 
Gbobob  Howbll  in  his 
introduction  points  out, 
when  in  1869  the  young 
member  for  Hastings  (not  yet  Lord  Bbassbt)  addressed  the  House  of. 
Commons  on  the  subject  of  Trade  Unions  there  were  very  few  members 
who  knew  anything  about  the  subject,  except  that  they  did  not  like 
it.  Mr.  Bbassbt,  the  son  of  one  of  the  greatest  employers  of  labour 
of  the  day,  had  the  breadth  of  mind  to  recognise  the  right  of  industrisl 
organisation  representing  labour,  and  lived  to  see  the  ban  a|i:ainst 
trades  unions  removed  by  the  House  of  Commons.  The  book  is,  my 
Baronite  says,  the  most  valuable  contribution  to  the  intricate 
question  discussed  of  any  reoentiy  published.  Truly  a  most  remark- 
able work  for  an  ex-lord-in-waiting.  We  shall  next  hear  of  Mr. 
"Bobbt"  Spbngeb  coming  out  with  a  treatise  on  the  Solar 
Parallax. 

"  With  delight,"  writes  a  young  Baronite,  "  the  ordinary  schoolboy 
turns  from  even  Old  .^^p^s  words  of  wisdom  to  the  ever-blissfm 
fascinations  of  oowboys.  Red  Indians,  and  flU  the  untrammelled 
pleasures  of  ranch  life  which  are  to  be  met  with  in  following  The 
Great  Cattle  Trail,  by  Edwabd  S.  Ellis  (Cassbll  &  Co.) ;  and 
oertainly  life  appears  very,  so  very  interesting,  when  you  can  be  a 
hero  with  Buffalo  Bill  effect" 

Five  Stars  in  a  Little  Pool,  by  Edith  CABBiBGTOif  (CAflSBLL  &  Co.), 
suggests  lives  and  billiards,  but  that  is  the  wrong  cue  to  give,  except 
that  it  is  five  little  stories  in  black  on  white,  "  red"  b  added  when 
you  've  finished  the  book. 

Cassbll  &  Co.  evidently,  or,  says  a  Banmito  fresh  from  sohooL 
"  Ovidenily "put  a  new  construction  on  "  Ars  est  celare  Artem,^^ 
for  in  their  Magazine  of  Art  it  is  dearly  shown  not  only  what  Art 
does  but  how  it  does  it.  The  etchings  ana  photogravures  are  charm- 
ing. There  is  a  capital  artide  on  stage  costumes,  and  among  them 
is  found  the  original  idea  out  of  whieh  the  fashionable  Serpentine 
dance  was  twirlingly  evolved. 

Most  little  people  will  be  much  amused  by  the  waggish  tale  of 
Toby,  by  Asoott  R.  Hopb.  He  is  not  of  course  Mr.  Punches 
**Toby,''  cela  va  sans  dire.  There  cannot  be  two  Tobies.  It  is 
'*  Toby  or  not  Toby  J*'  and  tiiere  is  no  **  Question  "  about  it.  This 
Tob^,  to  whom  the  Toby  never  stood  godfather,  gives  us  the  benefit 
of  his  amusing  opinions.  He  is  broui^ht  out  bv  Innbs  (&  Co.),  and  is 
one  of  the  daintiest  dogs  in  the  Dainty  Book  Series.  So  much  for 
Toby. 

Any  who  read  the  first  series  of  Eighteenth  Century  Vignettes,  by 
Ausmr  DoBSOif ,  will  eagerly  welcome  a  second  series  issued  by  the 
same  publishers,  Messrs.  Chatto  abd  Wibbus.  Of  all  writers  at 
work  to-day,  Mr.  Ausrnr  Dobsob  is  most  profoundly  steeped  in  the 
literary  essence  of  the  Eighteenth  Century,  and  is  most  soooessful  in 
reproducing  ite  fiavour.  In  writing  about  Swift,  Richabdsok, 
Dr.  Johnson,  or  the  toiw^phy  of  Humphbbt  Clinxbb  (a  learned, 
yet  most  mellow  disquisition),  he  does  not  condescend  to  the  easily- 
acquired  trick  of  introducing  archaic  words,  or  inverting  sections  of 
];>hrases  with  which  we  are  familiar  in  the  works  of  some  other 
artists  on  the  same  broad  pavement.  Yet.  withal,  there  is  in  the 
literary  sty le  of  these  pleasant  ohate  round  about  the  old  writers, 
booksellers  and  bookbuyers,  a  certain  distinct  Eighteenth  Century 
flavour.  So  intimate  is  Mr.  Dobsob  with  the  ways,  the  personsl 
appearanee,  the  dress,  the  daily  environment,  and  the  little  gestures 
of  the  more  or  less  mighty  dead,  that  he  is  able  to  recall  them  to 
startlin^ly  vivid  life.  Hn  picture  of  Swiir  writing  to  Stblla  from 
his  bed  m  the  back  room  of  a  fint  floor  im  Bury  Street,  St.  James's,  is 
a  masterpieoe  of  live  portraiture. 

Thb  Babob  OB  BooB-WoBts. 
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A   SNUB. 

HypaJtia  JMand  (to  the  Brown's  Parlovrmaid).  "  Gall  ms  a  Hamsom,  plkabe." 
Cadby,  **l*u  qouhq  toub  way,  Mias  Roland.    Ws  might  oo  toobthsr." 


M%88  Roland,  "  Two  HAKsom^  plsasb  1" 


''ALL^S  WELL!" 

A  DOBT. 

Be-arranged  (for  Lion  and  Bear)  after  Dibden, 

["  Several  RuMian  newipapera  publish  articles 
.  .  .  declaring  that  an  Anglo-Ruesian  understand- 
ing would  be  of  enormous  advantage  to  the  respec- 
tive interests  of  the  two  nations,  besides  promoting 
European  peace." — Times.] 

Spoken. 

Russian  Bear  (with  effusion),  Now  this  is 
really  delightful  I 

British  Lion  (cordially).  Most  ohanning, 
I'm  sore! 

jR,  Bear,  What  I  'ye  longed  for  for  ages  I 

B,  Lion,  What  I  've  wished  for  centuries ! 

B,  Bear.  Strange  how  long  we  kaye  heen 
separated  bypure  prejudioe ! 

B,  Lion,  Tnougn  our  respeotiye  dens  are 
so  oonyeniently  situated  for  mutual  calls,  and 
genial  interchange  of  loye  and  liquor  I 

JR,  Bear,  Why,  I  like  you  immensely ^  now 
I  see  you  near. 

B,  Lion,  And  I'm  enormously  taken  with 
yoti,  at  dose  quarters. 

B,  Bear,  You  haye  little  of  the  lion  but 
its  ma^animous  courage. 

B,  Lion,  And  you  naye  nothing  of  the 
Bear  but  its  skin. 

B,  Bear,  The  kind  things  you  haye  been 
saying  about  me  lately  haye  quite  touched 
me. 

B,  Lion,  Don't  mention  it.    Tou  deseryed 
'em  alL    Delighted  to  render  any  little  dyili 
ties  to  a  near  neighbour,  especially  in  time  of 
trouble. 

B,  Bear  (much  moved),  A  thousand 
thanks !  Leo !  Let  me  embrace  you.  No 
lonjf er  afraid  of  my  hug,  are  you  ? 

B,  Lion,  Not  a  bit  of  it  I  Oh !  this  is 
something  like  a  **  Russian  Advance !  1 1 " 


B,  Bear,  And  this  is  indeed  a  right 
''British  GreetingI!!" 

B,  Lion  (aside).  Wonder  what  the  Chdlic 
Chanticleer  thinks  of  this  / 

B.  Bear  (aside).  Fancy  the  Teutonic 
Eaffle  eyes  us  a  leetlejealously. 

B,  Lum  (alottth.  Well,  let  us  meet  often. 
Bruin,  and  talk  thingrs  oyer  amicably. 

B.  Bear  (aloud).  We  will,  Leo,  we  wilL 
Ah  I  what  a  pity  we  didnH  know  each  other 
before  / 

B,  Lion,  Tes,  indeed.  Howeyer,  All's 
well  that  ends  well ! 

B.  Bear,  "  AU 's  Well! "  Ah !  Cue  for 
song  I    Let  us  warble ! 

They  sing:— 

Conyerted  (rather  late  than  soon). 
We  peace  proclaim,— thrice  blessed  boon ! 
We  meet,  as  friendjs,  on  common  ground ; 
On  sentry  ffo  no  more  tramp  round ; 
And  should  our  footsteps  haply  stray. 
Where  treaties  mark  the  wuaed  way, — 
"Who  goes  there?"— 

Stranger  quickly  tell, — 
"Afriendl" 

"The  word!" 

'' Comrades  r' 

"All's  WellI" 

Or,  steaming  on  the  briny  deep, 
Watch  each  on  each  we  soaroe  need  keep 
From  off  the  irondad's  steel  deck. 
Lest  mutual  foes  meet  common  wreck. 
Lordf  no  I    If  a  strange  hull  draw  near, 
k  friendly  yoioe  salutes  each  ear. 
^*  What  cheer?"— 

Ho,  brother,  quickly  tell  I— 
"Above!" 

"Below  I" 

''  MeasmaUs!'' 

"All*s  Wktx   I!" 


\st  Singer  (erwcendo),  A-a-a-a-a-&otre  / 
2nJ  Singer  (diminuendo). 

Tutu  (fortissimo).    A-a-a-a-ll  *8  Wbll  I ! ! 
["  So  mote  it  be !  '*  adds  Mr.  P.] 


OLLENDOEFIAN. 


(Example  of  the  Very  Latest  French  Ererciae.) 

OuK  neighbour  has  many  Coloniea.  The 
Colonies  of  our  neighbour  are  yery  productive. 
Why  should  we  not  haye  (some)  productive 
Cobnies  ?  The  cock  is  more  yaltant  than  the 
Uon.  Let  us  send  the  Ambassador  to  the  bad 
Queen.  The  bad  Queen  has  pulled  the  nose 
of  the  Ambassador.  She  is  yerj  obstinate, 
but  she  is  not  yery  amiable.  The  soldiers, 
the  sailors,  the  ships,  the  stores,  and  the 
ammunition  will  soon  arriye.  The  island  has 
a  yery  good  soil,  but  not  a  yery  good  dimate. 
Why  haye  the  soldiers  and  the  sailors  not 
yet  marched  to  the  capital?  Because  the 
soldiers  and  the  sailors  haye  all  got  the  fever. 
Why  have  they  got  the  fever  ?  Because  our 
neighbour  is  wicKed.  Does  it  rain  like  this 
every  day?  Yes,  it  rains  every  day  in  the 
wet  season.  Which,  then,  is  the  dry  season 
in  the  island  ?  There  is  no  dry  season  in  the 
island.  It  is  right  to  live  for  glory.  There 
iM  much  fflory  in  shooting  barbarians.  When 
the  islana  is  conquered,  who  will  go  and  live 
in  it?  My  tailor,  my  butcher,  my  wife's 
mother  (the  mother  of  my  wife),  and  all  my 
creditors,  I  hope,  will  go  and  live  in  it.  We 
are  not  so  rich  as  we  once  were.  Why  are 
we  not  so  rich  as  we  once  were?  Because  we 
have  spent  all  our  money  in  trying  to  have 
bi^  Colonies  like  our  ueighbour.  If  our 
neighbour  is  so  wicked,  \vby  should  we 
imitate  him  ?  He  is  only  wiofced  because  he 
has  (the)  big  Colj^nies. 
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POLITICS   AND    GALLANTRY. 

Fir^  *Arry,  **  Hat,  wot  's  this  'bbs  Rosxbbbt  a  tobkin'  abaat  ?     Blbss'd  ur  he  ain't 

A  OOIN*  TO  DO  AWT  WITH  THE  LOBDS  I  " 

Second  'Arry  {more  of  a  Don  Jtuin  than  a  Politician),  **  Do  awt  with  the  'ole  bloomim'  lot 

O'  LOBDS,   IF  HE  likes,    AS  LONG  AS  HE  DONT  DO  AWT  WITH  THE  LaDIES  I  " 


TALK  A  LA  MODE  DE  LONDRES. 

Scene  -Interior  of  a  Suburban  Railway 
Carriage,  Bbowk,  Joines  and  Robikson 
discovered  reading  papers, 

Broum.  Wonderful  this  war  betwef-n  China 
and  Japan.  And  all  aii^ing  ont  of  the  Corea. 
By  the  way,  where  is  the  Corea  ? 

Jones,  Oh,  close  to  Port  Arthur.  Haven't 
yon  seen  the  maps  in  the  paper  ? 

Brown,  Yes,  out  thev  bkgin^  so  to  speak,  in 
the  middle.  Of  course  I  know  where  the  Corea 
is  for  about  a  hundred  miles  all  round,  but 
what's  beyond? 

Jiobinson  {looking  over  the  top  of  h%s  paper), 
1  fancy  Busfia.  That's  evidently  wny  the 
Russians  took  such  an  interest  in  the  row. 
Ton  see^  of  course,  they  want  an  entrance  into 
the  Mediterranean  from  the  Black  Sea,  and  if 
the  Corea  were  definitely  annexed  by  the 
Japanese,  what  would  become  of  Sebastopol  F 

Brown.  Why,  you  are  thinking  of  the  Crimea. 

Bobinson,  I  suppose  I  am. 

[Besumes  the  reading  of  his  paper, 

Jones,  But  still  the  Russians  do  take  an  in- 
/  terevt  in  the  quarrel.  Or  rather  did ;  for,  now 
I  thaL  the   Muscovites   are   on    such   excellent 


terms  with  us,  it  doesn't  much  matter  what 
happens. 

Brown,  Of  course  not.  Snch  irood  taste  of 
the  Czar  to  make  the  Piince  a  (>)lonel  of  the 
Kiel  Hussars,  and  saying,  too,  that  his  bride 
was  English,  not  German.  The  new  Emperor 
thoroughly  apureciates  the  value  of  an  Engli^ 
alliance.  And  you  see  France,  too,  wants  to 
join  it. 

Jones,  Theu  that  will  put  everything  right 
about  Egypt,  Madagascar,  and  Afghanistan. 

Bobinson  {emerging  from  his  paper).  I  never 
could  see  the  use  of  the  Suez  Canal.  No  more 
could  Lord  Palmerston.  And  couldn't  we  ^et 
to  India  quite  as  qaickly  by  the  Pacific  Rtul- 
wayP 

JSroum  {doubtfully),  I  think  not;  although,  of 
oourscj  it  shortens  the  route  to  Australia.  I 
fancy  it  wou]dn*t  help  us  much  with  Egypt. 

Jones,  Why,  the  Pacific  Railway  is  in  Canada 
—isn't  it? 

Bobinson,  1  suppose  it  is. 

[Beturfis  to  the  perusal  of  his  paper. 

Brown.  Not  that  the  Pacific  Railway  inn't 
useful.  You  see,  the  Americans  are  waking 
up.  and  even  proposed  to  intervene  in  the 
Chino-Japanese  controversy.    That  shows  they 


have  abandoned  the  old  policy  of  keeping 
themselves  to  themselves. 

Jones,  Of  course  that's  impjossible. 
You  see  that  while  we  are  so  violently 
in  favour  of  free  trade,  we  must  take  an 
inti'rest  in  transatlantic  politics. 

Brown,  Yes,  there  is  a  good  deal  in 
what  you  say,  and  I  suppose  on  account 
of  the  fall  in  silver  we  aU  must  be  care- 
ful.    ^ 

Bobinson  {emergina  from  his  paper). 
Perhaps  it  is  connected  with  bi-metalJism. 
[Train  enters  tunnel^  and  in  the 
rattle  the  talk  subsides. 


THE  NOVELIST'S  VADE  MECUM. 

{Compiled  by  a  Publisher  with  strong  views 
on  the  Subject,) 

Question,  Which  do  you  prefer— a 
novel  in  three  volumes,  or  in  one  single 
tome? 

Answer,  That  is  a  matter  that  entirely 
depends  upon  terms. 

Q.  Then  you  are  indifferent  as  to 
length  P 

A.  In  everything  save  the  figures  of  a 
cheque. 

Q,  But  is  not  Art  your  first  considera- 
tion? 

A,  Certainly,  when  it  leads  to  a  sub- 
htantial  balance  at  my  bankers. 

Q,  Then  jou  write  for  your  living  ? 

A,  Certainly,  or  I  shouldn't  live  at  all. 

Q,  Which  do  you  prefer— a  story  pro- 
duced in  parts,  or  a  story  publisnra  as 
a  whole  F 

A,  Again  a  question  of  terms.  Still,  if 
remuneration  is  equal,  sketches  of  charao- 
ter  are  easier  than  constmction  of  idot. 

Q,  When  is  the  latter  necessary  r 

A,  When  the  novel  is  written  for  a 
serial,  and  is  published  with  the  standing 
announcement  (frequentll"  repeated),  **to 
be  continued  in  our  next/' 

Q.  Is  it  difficult  to  sketch  chsraoter  ? 

A,  Not  if  you  dp  not  mind  irritating 
your  friends  and  driving  your  foes  into 
lunacy. 

Q,  How  do  you  irritate  your  friends  F 

A,  By  reproducing  in  an  amusing 
maimer  their  peculiarities. 

Q.  And  how  do  you  madden  your  foes  F 

A,  By  passing  them- over  in  a  dead 
»ilenoe,  and  stermy refususgto reoognise 
their  existence. 

Q.  How  should  you  treat  your  contem- 
poraries? 

A,  If  you  appreciate  your  work  at  its 
proper  (that  is  to  say,  your  own)  value, 
you  will  not  sdmire  contemporaries. 

Q,  And  what  will  you  say  of  authors 
of  the  past  ? 

A,  That  it  is  fortunate  that  they  did 
live  in  the  pa«t,  as  they  certainly  do  not 
exist  in  the  present,  and  will  certainly 
net  revive  in  the  future. 

Q,  How  should  you  criticise  a  contem- 
porary's novel  ? 

A,  If  you  are  sure  of  his  infiuencing 
a  criticism  of  your  own  work  favourably, 
praise  his  romance  sky  hi^h.  If  he  is, 
trom  a  reviewer's  point  of  view,  a  neglig- 
able  quantity,  why,  treat  him  on  that 
basis. 

Q,  Then  what  is  your  motto  F 
A.  "  Nothing  for  nothing." 

Q,  Doyou  consider  a  novelist's  life  the 
best  possible  form  of  existence  ? 

A,  I  should  say  yes  if  I  did  not  know 

of  a  form  of  existence  to  be  even  better. 

Q,  And  what  is  that? 

A,  Inheriting  a  fortune,  DuttiDg  your 

hands  in  your  pockets,  and^for  the  rest 

of  your  life  doing  nof  ' 

Digili/ed  by 
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AMARE,  O! 

[By  an  Uther.) 

With  weary  bndn  I  hear  again 
The  drows  J  urchins  stun- 
mer,  0, 
From   men$a  cbwn  through 
every  noun         [mar,  0 ! 
That 's  in  the  Latin  gram- 
And  when  declensions  palJ, 
why  then. 
The  exercise  to  vary,  0, 
I  bid  them  show  how  well  they 
know 
My     sweet,     sweet     verb, 
Amare^  0 1 

"  Atno.  amas^—1  love  a  lass," 

Her  dainty  name  is  Nanct,0, 
And  none  but  she  shall  ever  be 

The  darling  of  my  fancy.  0 ! 
-<4fiMici— well,  in  love  I  fell, 

And  sure  'twas  no  vagary,  0, 
For  since  that  day  I  've  learnt 
the  way 

To  conjugate  Amare^  0 ! 

I  whisper  now,  "  Ama,  Love 
thou!" 
Amongst  the  fields  of  bar- 
ley, 0, 
And    ISasce    replies,    with 
brimming  ey^ 
"I     love,    I     love     thee, 
Chablie.  0 ! " 
Amo.  ama,  the  livelong  day 
I  '11    teach    my    winsome 
fairy,  0, 
For  has  not  she  resolved  with  me 
To  conjugate  Amare^  0  ? 


CAUTION. 

The  Mfjtyr.  "Don't  you  like  Liqitettbh,  Mas.  Jikes?" 
Mrs,  Jinks.  *'  Yis ;  but  tbbt  make  One  so  ukbeseryed!^ 


AD  JOVEM  PLUVIUM. 
[« Ja  Pla  has  besn  In  his  best 
form  lately.**— 4wftiiif  Hf§r.'\ 

Ekolakd  farewdl,  whn 
showenof  rain 

From  dewy  eve  to  dawnpoor, 
I  fly  across  the  heaving  main 

To  Aden  or  to  Cawnpore. 

The  deep  floods  hide  my  native 

No  more  as  land  I  rank  it, 
I  envy  on  some  foreign  strand 
The   brown    man    in    his 
blanket. 

Through  sandy  deserti  he  may 

roam^ 

But  bnght  sons  shine  for 

him  there,  Qiome 

And  if  he  wants  to  reach  his 

He  never  has  to  swim  there. 

There  would  I  dwell,  away, 
away 
I  fly,  these  floods  disdaining, 
Where  Jupiter  can  rule  the  day 
Without  a  thought  of  rain- 
ing^  

Soire  TO  BE  SuEe  at  the  Re- 
GEPnoir  OF  IL  Alphovsb  Dau- 
BET  (tcAefi  he  cornet^  and  may 
it  h€  soon/).— "We  all  love 
*Jack'^M 

Fob  Oeaxxabiaks.  —  The 
latest  Oxymoron ;— the  new 
Pianist,  Herr  Sausr,  playing 
a*'««t3e«." 


THE  CHRONICLES  OF  A  RURAL  PARISH. 
IV. — Electioneerino. 

Whatbvek  mv  wife  may  think  about  my  public  meeting,  and 
whatever  I  may  feel  ab  lut  it  myself,  one  thing  is  quite  certain— that 
it  has  left  Mudford  a  very  different  village  from  what  it  found  it. 
When  I  commf-nced  my  gre«t  efforts  in  the  cause  of  citizenship 
there  was  apathy  and  iicnurance  amongst  the  **  idiots"— as  my  friend 
Miss  Phil.  Bubtt  insists  on  calling  tiie  villagers.  Things  travel 
Quickly  nowadays,  and  at  the  present  moment  we  are  all  ablaze  with 
the  excitement  of  electioneering. 

I  ought  to  say  at  once  that  I  have  taken  as  yet  no  steps  in  my  own 
candidature.  I  feel  that,  after  the  part  I  have  played  in  the  great 
Drama  of  Village  Home  Bule,  the  next  move  ought  to  come  from 
a  grateful  and  aporeoiative  peasantry.  In  point  of  fact,  I  have  been 
expecting  every  day,  every  hour  almost,  a  deputation  to  ask  me  to 
allow  myself  to  be  put  in  nomination— I  fancy  that's  the  correct 
phrase.  So  far  the  deputations  have  been  as  conspicuous  by  their 
absence  tinee  the  meeting  as  they  were  annoying  by  their  frequency 
before.  Another  curious  fact  I  have  noticed  in  this.  We  are  to  have 
a  Parish  Council  of  seven.  Thus  far  I  have  heard  of  exactly  seven 
eandidateM  and  no  more.  This  means  that  when  I  am  nominated,  as 
1  shall  be,  of  course,  by  all  sections  (rf  the  community  (for  1  feel  in 
my  inward  heart  that  it  will  be  '*  all  right  on  the  night''),  there  will 
be  only  one  candidate  too  many.  Who  will  be  the  unsucoessf  ol  one  P 
I  wonder ! 

Of  the  seven  candidates,  I  should  flrst  mention  Mrs.  Lethak 
Havitt  and  Mrs.  Abblb  Mabch.  Both  of  these  ladies  have  started 
a  vigorous  campaign,  and— mtVafttife  dietu!  (it  makes  one  feel  so 
litenury  to  introduce  every  now  and  again  a  tag  of  Latin)— are 
running  amicably  together.  At  a  Parliamentary  election  it's  a  case 
of  war  to  the  knife,  but  now  the  lion  lies  down  with  the  lamb ;  not 
that,  for  one  single  instant,  would  I  insinuato  that  either  is  a  Hon, 
••*>,  for  the  matter  of  that,  a  lamb.  I  should  be  ashamed  to  be  so 
f  imiliar.  Mrs.  Havitt's  plaMrds  are  everywhere  on  the  walls.  The 
effect  of  contrasts  is  at  times  surprising.  For  instance^ 
Use  Baeava  Soap 
Letham  Havitt 

FOB  THE  PaBUH  OoUKCIL. 

Mrs.  Abblb  Mabch  is  no  less  enterprising,  and  has  purple  appeals 
to  you  to  voto  for  "the  March  of  Progress,"  and  **the  March  of 
Ideas."  It  may  be  very  funny,  but  I  have  no  patience  with  making 
a  joke  of  such  a  serious  matter.  No  one,  at  any  rato,  can  ever 
accuse  me  of  being  intentionally  funny. 


It  is  announced  from  the  Hall  that  the  Squire  has  very  kindlv 
consented  to  stand ;  the  Vicar  follows  his  neighbour's  example,  and 
will  no  doubt  be  returned,  if  for  nothing  else,  as  a  compliment  to  his 
two  charming  daughters.  (I  think  I  must  ask  them  to  canvass  for 
me  when  I  come  out  My  wife  declares  she  won*t,  and  that  she 
won't  let  my  ffirls  either.)  That  makes  four  candidates.  The 
other  three  sre  Black  Bob  and  two  of  hii  mates,  who  are  claiming 
support  as  the  **  People's  Three." 

And  now  comes,  perhaps,  the  most  extraordinary  thing  of  all— 
their  programme !  I  And  that  it  is  full  of  the  most  (so-caiied) 
advanced  ideas,  bat  that  the  plank  which  seems  to  be  the  most 
attractive  is  **Free  Truut-flahing  I "  1  confess  I  could  hardly 
believe  my  own  eyes  when  I  read  it.  In  the  first  ^laoe,  it  seemed  so 
farcical.  In  the  second  place,  the  only  trout-flshing  m  the  neigh- 
bourhood happens  to  belong  to  me  I  What 's  more,  I  don  t  see  anv 
way  out  of  the  difficulty.  I  met  Blace  Bob  a  day  or  two  ago  and 
asked  him  how  he  ever  got  sud)  an  absurd  notion  into  his  head  that 
the  Parish  Coundl  had  anything  to  do  with  trout-fif  hing.  **  It 's  all 
right,  Mr.  WiNKiNS,"  said  he,  '^just  remember  what  Seetiun  8  says." 
I  said  nothing  at  the  time,  because  I  thongbt  as  a  fact  that  that  section 
referred  to  Boards  of  Guardians.  When  1  looked  attheAqt.  sure  enough 
I  read,  as  being  one  of  the  powers  possessed  by  the  Parish  Council— 

"  {$)  To  uHliss  any  well,  spring,  or  strmm  withm  their pmrith**  • . .  • 

I  read  no  more.  I  had  read  enough.  How  any  Parliament  can 
ever  have  dared  to  insert  such  a  monstrous  section  I  cannot  under- 
stand. But  there  it  is.  *' Free  trout-fishing!"  Well— there  ought 
to  be  someone  on  the  Parish  Council  to  defend  the  rights  of  property. 
I  shall  be  the  man. 

Next  Tuesday  the  Parish  Meeting  in  the  Voluntary  Schoolroom  at 
7.30.    It  cannot  fail  to  be  an  eventful  night. 


Boom-attics. 

[*'  Msdsma  Patti  caught  cold  in  a  damp  srtiit's  room.'*—  JTsskly  Fieper,] 

0  xomT,  unpleasant  artist,  you  were  surely  overbold  [odld. 

When  your  rheum— (corrected  spelling)— gave  our  nightingale  a 
When  thermometers  are  falling  you  '11  discover  to  your  coat 

That  a  singer  who  has  started  damp  is  bound  to  be  a  "  froat." 

Not  a  Good  Name.— It  came  out  in  the  Haeddto-Cox  divorce 
suit  that  *'  McNab  "  was  the  Scotch  equivalent  in  hotel  visitors' 
books  for  '"Siotb"  or  "JoiasB."  It  may  be  equivalent,  but  it 
isn't  good  for  "  McNab  "  :  as  where  Sioth  and  JovEf  might  get  off, 
the  Scotchman  would  be  '^  McNabb' '  " 


^'^Itized  by  * 
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L. 


FIRST   IMPRESSIONS. 

(COXTINUED.) 

Let  me  collect  my  scattered  senses  I  Where  am  I  ?  In  Pitti  Palaoe. 
On  narrow  staircase.  Probably  on  forbidden  ground.  I  hear  footfall 
—descending.  Perhaps  it  may  be  one  of  the  officials,  and  I  shall  be 
caufirht  in  t  he  act  of  attempting  to  enter  the  royal  attios !  What  would 
be  the  punishment  ?  Death,  or  penal  servitude  ?  The  grallows  or  the 
galleys  F  Have  happily  several  one-lira  notes  in  my  pocket.  If  these 

are  not  sufficient,  five  lire,  or  even  ten 

I  But  I  shall  see  ivhat  sort  of  man  he  is. 
Perhaps  a  few  coppers  would  be  enough. 
At  this  moment  the  obstruction  descends, 
and  I  discover  that  he  is  a  fat  German 
tourist  For  the  first  time  in  my  life  am 
pleased  to  look  at  a  Qerman,  though  the 
cut  of  this  one*s  clothes  is  even  worse  than 
'l  usual.  Feel  inclined  to  fall  upon  his  neck 
and  murmur  ''MahlzeUr  or  ''Prosit!'' 
some  other  idiotic  exclamation  peculiar 
his  country.  Fortunately,  remember 
!y  that  these  are  only  said  in  connection  with 
eating  or  drinking.  Perhaps,  if  I  were  to 
remind  him  of  drink,  after  he  has  spent  hours  in  a  dry,  hot  gallery, 
it  would  not  tend  to  conciliate  him.  Therefore  muster  up  the  half- 
dozen  words  of  his  awful  lani^uage  which  years  of  anxious  study  have 
enabled  me  to  master  in  all  their  complexities  of  gender,  number, 
case,  declension,  conjugation,  agreement,  government,  &c. — not  for- 
getting the  exceptions— and,  taking  off  my  hat,  ask  htm  if  this  is  the 
entrance  to  the  galleries.  **  Ja  wohl''  says  he.  And  moreover  if  I 
go  up  these  stairs  to  the  tnp.  *^  Ja  tcohl,*'  say**  he  again.  £m- 
boldcoed  by  his  oonrteoun  atfdbility,  I  remark  that  the  staircase  is 
very  narrow.  **  Ja  wohl''  tays  he,  for  the  third  time,  and  panses 
on.  A  very  interesting  conversation  with  an  intelligent  foreigner  in 
a  country  where  we  are  both  strangern.  There  is  nothing  Uke  travel 
to  enlarge  the  mind.  Besides,  one  learns  so  much  of  foreign  languages 
when  one  hears  the  varit^d  idioms  and  phrase-*  ot  the  natives. 

Thus  meditating  1  arrive  at  the  top  of  the  ladder.  What  a  smell 
of  paint !    They  are  evidently  doing  up  the  palace.    Turn  along  a 

Eassage  about  two  feet  wide^how  that  German  got  through  it 
as  puzzled  me  ever  since — and  find  myself  in  a  magnificent 
studio,  tilled  with  painters,  easels,  palettes  and  canvases,  and 
with  the  smell  of  paint.  Th&t  German  deceived  me.  I  have 
oc^me  to  the  wrong  place  after  all.  Am  just  about  to  apologise 
and  retreat  when  I  perceived  a  tine  old  master  on  the  wall.  Peeping 
amongst  the  painters,  easels,  palette<«,  and  c  in  vases,  perceive 
other  old  roasters,  almost  entirely  hidden  by  the  various  erections  of 
the  students.  At  this  moment  an  official  rings  a  small  bell.  Ask 
him  if  I  may  be  permitted  to  look  at  some  of  the  pictures  on  the 
walls,  it  it  would  not  be  interfering  with  the  painters.  "  Certainly, 
signore,''  Favs  he.  And  ask  him  where  the  Pitti  Gallery  is.  ^  It  is 
here,"  says  he.  What?  I  have  reached  it  at  last!  But  how  can 
one  see  anything  when  the  whole  place  is  choked  up  with  these 
execrable  modern  copies  and  the  apparatus  to  supiwrt  tnem  P  How- 
ever, I  will  see  what  I  can  now  that  I  have  got  here.  Happily  the 
davhirht  will  last  tor  at  least  another  hour,  **But,'*  continues  the 
official,  as  I  meditate,  *'it  is  now  four  o* clock.  The  gallery  is 
closed.''  A  FiBST  Ikpredhionist. 


JOHN    BULL    1    LA    RU8SE. 

Th  B  Novosti  and  other  St.  Petersburg  paoers  favour 
the  notion  of  an  Anglo-Russian  entente  coraiale.  We 
shall  have  to  adapt  our  conversation  to  our  new  friends. 

As  thus:— 

HcKSE—The  Strand,     Enter  K.  and  L.  two  quondam 
Cockneys, 
Why,  there 's  young  Wotatoff  ! . . .    I  hardly  knew 
you,  little  pigeon,  in  that  fur  shubal 

Zzzdrrravstv— I  mean,  be  in  good  health,  Gospodin 
Dkopowiskv,  how  do  >ou  live  on.P, 
^^  Hliat  do  1  live  on  ?  Why,  vodka  mostly,  now  that 
we've  all  turned  Muscovites,  But  where  are  you 
aroing,  Ivan  IvanovitchF 
I'm  off  to  call  on  theP*/ mcAsA  / Redaktor, at  10,  BouverieskayaUlitsa. 
Why,  &)  am  I !  let's  hire  a  droshki. 

Khorosho  — excuse  my  sneezing!  .  ►.  Hi,  izvostchik,  drive  us  to 
the  Punohskoye  Bureau.  What  s  the  fare?  two  roubles?  oh,  non- 
sense !  you  shall  have  fifty  kopeks,  and  ten  more  for  tea-money ! 

What  an  improvement  those  bells  are,  tinkling  in  the  duga  over 
the  horse* a  neck  ! 

Yes,  but  Bozhe  moi  I  that  was  a  near  shave  with  that  runaway 

rroika,  down  Welling-ton  Street  I    How  lucky  it  is  the  poht»iya  wear 

swords  now  to  stop  the  traffic  with.  .  .  . 

Hullo,  the  Lyceum  ski  Theatre  is  closed  I _      


Yes,  don*t  you  know  Gospodin  Lkvuto  and  GK^pozha  Tjsbst  are 
on  tour  P 

Oh,  so  they  are. . .  •  Will  you  smoke  P  Here 's  a  papiroska,  with 
a  mouthpiece  I 

Thanks,  I  '11  finish  my  sweetmeats ! 

Well,  here  we  are. . . ,  What,  the  thief  of  a  vanka  wants  more 
money  P    Why,  we  *  ve  only  gone  a  verst ! 

Let 's  send  for  an  ispravnik,  and  have  him  knouted ! . . .  Have  you 
got  your  passport  ready  ? 

Yes — tchort  vozmi!  I  mean,  confound  it  I  The  dvomik  here 
says  the  Redaktor  *s  too  busy  to  see  us ! 

Ekaya  dosada — what  a  bore ! . . .  Never  mind ;  oome  and  have 
some  shtchi  and  pirogui  at  the  Gaiety  Rmtaurant !  They  've  a  very 
good  zakuska  there  to  whet  your  appetite  with ! 

All  right,  little  brother  I  . . ,  I  say^  old  man,  I  oan't  keep  this  up 
much  longer.    Let  *s  ohuok  it  and  emigrate ! 

Whereto? 

Oh,  St.  Petersburg,  where  they're  all  talking  £ng]i«>h  now,  as  a 
oompliment  to  our  **  Prints  Waleski"  and  '*  Ghertsog  Yorkski." 

Very  welL    Ta-ta !  do  svidanya  till  to-morrow ! 

AN  ENGAGEMENT. 

{A  Pagefromi  a  Diary,) 
3foii</ay.~Delightful  news  I  My  sister  Nsllis  is  engaged  to  be 
married  I  It  came  upon  us  all  as  a  great  surprise.  I  never  had  the 
slightest  suspicion  that  Nellie  cared  twopence  about  old  Goodbobt 
St.  LsoEii.  He  is  such  a  staid,  solemn  old  party, 
a  regular  fossilised  bachelor  we  all  thought.  Not 
at  all  the  sort  of  man  to  give  way  to  emotions  or 
to  be  in  love.  However,  it's  a  capital  match  for 
Nellie  as  St.  Leoek's  iirm  are  about  the  largest 
accountants  in  the  city.  My  wife  thinks  it  will 
be  a  jpood  thing  in  another  way,  too,  as  my  other 
six  sisters  may  now  have  a  chanoe  of  going  off.  It 
seems  that  when  onoe  this  kind  of  epidemic  gets 
into  a  family,  all  the  unmarried  sisters  ko  iwpping 
off  like  blazes  one  after  another.  Called  wirn  my 
wife  this  afternoon  to  congratulate  Nellie.  Rather 
a  trial  for  the  poor  ffirl,  as  all  sorts  of  female  rela- 
tives had  called  full  of  enthusiasm  and  oouffratu- 
latiouA.  GooDBOOT  wat  there  (Nelue  ealls  him 
**  Goodie  ")  and  seemed  rather  overwhelmed.  He 
went  away  early  and  didn't  kiss  Nellie.  I  thought 
this  funny,  and  chatfed  Nellie  about  it  af  terwani^. 
She  said  she  'd  soon  make  that  all  right. 

rii««(iaj^.— GooDBODT  is  getting  on.  We  had  a  family  dinner  at 
home  to-night.  He  came  rather  late  and  entered  the  drawinir-room 
with  an  air  of  great  determination,  marched  straight  up  to  Nellie 
and  kisised  her  violently.  It  was  sjjlendidly  done  and  we  all  felt  in- 
clined to  cheer.  He  kissed  her  again  when  he  went  away,  and  lin- 
ffered  so  long  in  saying  good  nirht  to  my  mother  that  we  all  thought 
he  was  going  to  kiss  her  too.  Bat  he  didu't.  My  wife  said  that  the 
sunpense  of  those  moments  was  dreadful. 

Wednesday,  —  He  has  kissed  my  mother— on  both  cheeks. 
I  must  say  the  old  lady  tO'k  it  extraordinarily  well,  though  she 
was  not  in  the  very  least  preoared  for  it.  It  happened  at  five 
o'clock  tea,  in  an  interval  of  complete  sileaoe,  and  those  two 
sounding  smacks  simply  reverberated  through  the  room.  Mother 
was  quite  cheerful  afterwards,  and  spoke  to  Nellie  about  the 
trousseau  in  her  ubual  calm  and  collected  frame  of  mind.  Still 
I  can  see  that  the  incident  has  made  a  deep  impresbion  upon  her. 
My  wife  told  Maggie  it  would  be  her  turn  next. 

Thursdat/,— It  has  been  Maggie's  turn.  Goodboot  oaUed  at 
home  on  his  way  from  the  City,  and  set  to  work  as  soon  as  he  got 
into  the  drawing-room.  He  first  kissed  Nellie,  then  repeated  the 
performance  with  my  poor  mother,  and,  finding  that  Maggie  was 
close  beoide  him,  he  kissed  her  on  me  forehead.  Where  will 
this  end? 

Friday. — He  has  regularly  broken  loose.  He  diued  at  home 
to-day,  and,  without  a  word  of  warning,  kissed  the  whole  family— 
my  mother,  Nkllie,  Maggie,  Auce,  Mabel,  Pollt,  Maud,  and 
little  Beta.  He  quite  forgot  he  had  begun  with  my  mother,  and, 
af  er  he  had  kissed  Beta,  got  conf  Uhed,  and  began  all  over  again. 
At  this  moment  my  wife  ana  I  came  in  with  Aunt  CATHERUfs  whom 
we  had  brought  in  our  carriage.  Both  my  wife  and  Aunt  GAXHEaiirE 
tried  to  escape,  but  it  was  no  good.  He  kissed  them  both,  and  wa^ 
just  advancing  towards  me,  when  the  butler  fortunately  announced 
dinner.  Matters  are  getting  quite  desperate,  and  we  none  of  us 
know  what  ought  to  be  done.  Aunt  Cathkrike  had  a  violent  fit  of 
hysterics  in  the  spare  bedroom  after  dinner. 

Saturday, — The  engagement  is  broken  off.  A  great  relief.  It 
has  been  a  lesson  for  all  of  us. 


Deab  to  DusTMEir.— *'  A  big,  bit  D  ''—'m  the  window, 


uigiTizea  oy 


t  D  "—in  the  window, 

\jQOgTc 
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A  TRIUMPH  OF  THE  SCHOOL 
BOARD. 

The  collecu>r  of  statiBtioa  was 
fairly  posed  by  the  attitude  as- 
sumed oy  his  yidtor.  The  elderly 
Jad  (or,  rather,  very  young  man) 
had  claimed  admittance  on  the 
score  that  he  was  an  **o]d  boy" 
of  the  School  Board.  He  wished 
to  give  his  evidence  anent  the  fate 
of  the  State-educated  juvenile 
population. 

And  you  say  you  are  not  one 
of  the  547  clerks  ? "  queried  the 
collector. 

"No  Sir,  I  am  not.  I  would 
rather  beg  my  bread  from  door  to 
door  than  occupy  a  lofty  stool  from 
dawn  to  sundown.*' 

**And  you  are  not  one  of  the 
413milkboyd?" 

*'A^ainj  no.  It  has  been  a 
tradition  in  our  family  for  cen- 
turies to  avoid  water,  so  how  could 
I  dabble  in  the  milk  trade  ?  " 

**  And  you  are  neither  an  actor, 
a  jockey,  nor  a  hairdresser  P  " 

"  1  am  not,**  was  again  the  reply, 
couched  in  a  tone  of  hauteur. 

'•  And  you  are  not  a  soldier- 
one  of  the  ten  that  left  the  School 
Board  for  the  more  or  less  tented 
field?" 

**  I  am  not— nor  a  sailor." 

Then  the  collector  of  statistics 
paused  for  a  moment,  and  spoke 
with  a  measure  of  hesitation. 

"  Youhavenot  gonetothebad?** 

'*  Like  my  333  schoolfellows  f  ** 

"  Yes.** 

Then  the  red  blood  of  the  visi- 
tor mounted  to  the  roots  of  his 
hair  and  suffused  his  cheeks  with 
crimson.     He  indignantly  deaied 


GOING   TO    EXTREMES. 

He   of  the  Muffled    Temper,   "  As   SUBK  's    MA   namb  'h   Tamhas 

PATSKSOff,    I  'LL   has  THE   LAW   o'    YE,   THOUGH   IT  SHOULD    008T   MB 

Hauf-a-Croon  I  " 


the  imputation.  He  might  be  poor, 
but  at  any  rate  he  was  honest. 
'*  No,  he  had  never  been  in  prison." 

** Then  what  are  you?'*  asked 
the  colleotoT,  in  a  tone  not  entirely 
free  from  traces  of  annoyance. 
*  *  Surely  you  must  be  something ! " 

**  I  am  more  than  something !  *' 
returned  the  visitor,  proudly.  *'  I 
am  unique  —I  am  a  curiosity.*' 

"Whatmayyoube?** 

"I  am  a  boy,  educated  by  the 
School  Board,  who  is  satisfied  to 
follow  in  the  footsteps  of  his 
father.  My  father  was  a  brick- 
layer, and  I  am  satisfied  to  lay 
bricks  myself.** 

'*  My  dear  Sir,**  said  the  collec- 
tor, grasping  him  cordially  by  the 
hand,  "  I  congratulate  you.  This 
is  the  first  time  I  have  met  a  boy 
who  has  been  satisfied  to  adopt 
the  trade  followed  by  his  parent. 
And  now  you  can  do  me  a  small 
favour.**  And  then  the  collector 
engaged  his  guest  to  renovate  the 
walls  of  his  bouse,  which  (on  ac- 
count of  the  scarcity  of  trained 
labour)  had  for  many  years  been 
sadly  out  of  repair. 


MoBB  Memobiks  by  Dbak 
Hole.— We  are  gradually  getting 
at  the  Hole  Truth.  Not  a  deep 
Hole,  but  a  good  all-round  Hole, 
and,  as  a  whole,  eminentlyTeadable 
when  you  have  a  half  jBoleyday 
to  spare. 

SuGGSSTiOK.— The  Egyptian 
Hall  is  advertised  as  '*  The  Home 
of  Mystery.**  Mightn't  the 
Lyceum  be  entitied,  for  adver- 
tisementpurposes,  as* 'The  Home 
of  MissT^RRT?** 


THE  CHEONICLES  OF  A  EUKAX  PAEISH. 
v.— The  Pabish  Meeting. 

Mufjford,  December  4,  11.30  p.m. 

The  Parish  Meeting— long  looked  for,  eagerlj;  expected,  anxiously 
anticipated— has  come  and  gone.  It  has  been  indeed  an  interesting 
and  eventful  night. 

The  meeting  was  called  for  half -past  seven,  and,  when  I  reached 
the  schoolroom,  at  two  minutes  before  that  time,  the  room  was 
packed  with  parochial  electors.  A  subdued  cheer  broke  out  as 
1  entered,  and,  bowing  mj  acknowledgments,  I  found  my  way  to  a 
seat  in  the  front  row,  which  a  thoughtful  overseer  had  reserved  for 
me,  his  fellow  overseer  being  stationed  at  the  door  to  see  that  only 
those  w^e  admitted  who  hsd  got  on  the  wedding  garment :  or,  to  put 
it  in  a  different  way,  whose  names  were  on  the  Register.  I  soon  saw 
that,  practically,  everyone  was  present.  There  were  the  Mabchites, 
the  Letham  Havittites,  and  Black  Bob  and  his  following,  whilst 
the  Vioar  and  the  Squire  were  there,  to  lend  an  air  of  real  intelligence 
and  respectability  to  the  whole  affair.  It  never  struck  me  before, 
though,  how  dull  a  man  the  Vicar  is  when  you  see  him  without  his 
daagbters— who,  of  course,  were  not  present. 

Ponctuslly  at  7.30  the  overseer  asked  the  meeting  to  proceed  to 
elect  a  chairman.  There  was  a  hush  of  exoectant  silence,  and  then 
Bi^cx  Bob  jumped  up  and  proposed  me.  I  nad  taken  a  great  interest 
in  the  subject,  and  the  tremendous  amount  I  knew  about  it  made  me 
the  nuMit  suitable  person  to  take  the  chair  that  evening.  A  warm 
glow  of  satisfaction  came  over  me,  which  deepened  into  a  sense  of 
burning  joy  when  Mrs.  Mabch  seconded  the  motion,  which  was 
agreed  to  unanimously. 

I  took  the  chair,  and  after  a  hurried  glance  at  my  instructions,  in- 
vited nominations  to  be  sent  in  to  me.  Seven  were  sent  in  in  the  Urst 
two  minutes— nominations  of  the  seven  who  had  previously  issued 
election  addresses.  Then  came  an  awful  and  an  awkward  pause.  I 
waited,  for  I  had  to  wait  for  a  quarter  of  an  hour— the  instructions 
told  me  to.  It  was  un  mauvais  quart  d^heure.  Of  course  I  was 
waiting  for  my  own  nomination.  It  is  a  humiliating  fact  to  have  to 
record*  but  it  did  not  come.  Then  the  whole  thing  became  dear  to 
me;  mj  election  to  the  chair  was  a  sop  to  console  me  for  being 
ahnnted  from  the  Parish  CounciL  But  I  was  not  to  he  fobbed  off  in  this 


way.  I  put  my  hand  in  my  pocket,  and  a  minute  before  the  time  was 
up  produced  a  nomination  paper  which  I  had  got  my  gardener  and 
ooadiman  to  sign.    It  is  always  well  to  be  prepared  for  accidents. 

However,  even  bad  quarters  of  an  hour  come  to  an  end,  and  at  the 
end  of  the  remaining  minute  I  announced  that  as  I  had  been  nominated 
myself,  I  could  not  stay  in  the  chair.  This  was  evidentiy  an  unex- 
pected turn,  but  Mrs.  Letham  HAynr  was  equal  to  the  occasion. 
She  proposed  the  assistant-overseer.  He  was  elected,  dedared  all  the 
dght  nomination  papers  were  in  order,  and  then  threw  the  meeting 
open  to  questions. 

The  heckling  began  at  once.  I  was  the  first  victim  over  that  con- 
founded Free  Trout-lishing.  Was  I  in  favour  of  it  F  I  said  that  as 
all  there  was  belonged  to  me,  it  was  obvious  I  could  hardly  be  ex- 
pected to  answer  the  question.  Mrs.  Abble  Mabch  and  Mrs.  Lethim 
Havht  said  they  were  prepared  to  use  all  the  powers  the  Act  con- 
ferred as  to  free  fishing.  I  noticed  that  a  curious  smile  lurked 
round  the  mouths  of  both,  and  I  should  have  said,  if  I  had  not 
thought  it  to  be  too  incredible  to  be  true,  that  Mrs.  Mabch  almost 
winked  her  eye.  Anyhow,  tiie  meeting  cheered,  and  seemed  satisfied. 
Black  Bob  made  a  long  and  impassioned  speech,  in  which  he  called 
the  Act  the  Charter  of  the  Peasants*  Liberty.  This,  too,  evoked  great 
enthusiasm.  Finally  the  questioning  flickered  out,  no  one  withdrew 
their  candidature,  and  the  voting  commenced.  I  had  previoudy 
noticed  that  there  were  173  electors  present.  My  name— Wimcnrs- 
came  last.  Marvellous  to  rcdate,  173  hands  were  held  up  for  each  of 
the  first  seven  candidates— for  I  thought  it  only  a  courteous  thing  to 
vote  for  my  opponents.  When  my  name  was  put,  only  59  hands  went 
up.  It  will  be  noticed  that  the  total  number  of  votes  was  more  than 
seven  times  the  number  of  votes,  and  no  one  ought  to  have  voted 
more  than  seven  times!  The  snow  of  hands  was  a  fraud  and  a 
farce,  so  it  was  only  in  common  justice  to  the  parish  and  myself 
that  I  should  demand  a  polL  A  poll  I  did  demand,  and  we  are  to 
have  an  election  on  Monday  week. 

When  I  got  home  I  found  a  letter  from  the  Local  Government 
Board,  referring  me  on  the  trout-fishing  point  to  the  words  of  the 
Act,  to  which  accordingly  I  at  once  turned.  Then  I  saw  that  the 
clause  was  **  to  utilize  any  . . .  stream  within  their  parish  . .  .  but  so 
OS  not  to  interfere  with  the  rights  of  any  corporation  or  person  . .  .*' 
I  had  stopped  short  before  at  these  last  words.  I  understand  at  last 
why  Mrs.  Abblb  Mabch  wicked— for  wink  I  now  know  she  did. 
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AND 

SpOTttman  (who  has  given  a  mount  to  a  Nervoui  Friend), 


"  Let  her  head  oo  t 
Cat  if  you  don't/" 


DOES — ? 

Let  heb  oo,  Man  I 


She  'll  be  a  beoulab  Wild 


'THE  JTIDGMEHT  OF  *PASI8H."* 

{A  very  long  v?ay  after  the  late  Laureate's 
Version,) 

[On  December  4,  erery  rural  paiiih  will, 
for  the  first  time,  "aaeemble  for  the  purpoae  of 
managing,  in  some  organised  and  systematic  way, 
its  own  i^airs." — Dailg  Netps, 

"  He  invited  them  to  choose  men,  and  women 
too,  who  they  believed  would  manage  their  parish 
affidrs  best. ...  If  the  leading  landowner  de- 
sired to  have  a  large  influence  in  parish  affairs, 
and  if  he  were  a  fit  man,  by  all  means  give 
him  the  power ;  but  if  he  was  not  a  fit  man,  put 
in  the  agricultural  labourer.'*  (Laughter  and 
cheers.) — Lord  Ripen  at  Ncwimry.'] 

Spirit  of  the  Good  Old  Times  lamenUth:— 

PiCTUBSBQUE    Parifih,    thankless-hearted 

Pariah, 
Holdiiig  a  pippin  big  as  a  pine-apple. 
Came  ap  upon  the  fourth  to  judge  and  Tote. 
Fnmting  tne  dawn  he  moved;  his  Sunday 

smook 
Draping  his  shoulders,  and  his  sun-burnt 

hair 
Chistered  about  his  forehead,  freshly  oiled : 
And  his  cheek  brighten*d  as  a  cheek  will 

brighten 
After  brisk  towel  friction ;  and  my  heart 
Misgaye  me  as  to  what  might  be  ms  game. 

He  smiled,  and  op  euing  out  his  horny  palm, 
Showed  me  the  ii  uit  of  lung,  Heroe  party 

fight. 
The  Power-Pippin,  and  what  time  I  look*d. 
And  listened,  fas  full-flowing  river  of  spetoh 
Game  heavy  on  my  heart. 

''  Wha'  cheer  old  'Ooman ! 
Old  frump  o'  the  Old  Times  as  f ules  ca*d  good. 
Just  twig  this  fruit  t    It 's  gotten  to  be  given 
*  To  the  most  fit.'    At  present  thof ,  'tis  mwe, 
Ard  1 11  consider  ere  I  pairt  wi'  un  I " 


And  added  **  This  wur  cast  upon  the  board 
By  FowLEB  when  the  full-faced  M.P.  lot 
Ranged  in  the  Halls  of  Stephen ;  wheerupon 
Bose  row,  with  question  unto  whom  'twere 

due; 
But  artful  'Ekbbt  quickly  settled  thmi^ 
Delivering  this  to  me  by  t'  common  voice 
Selected  oommre.    Passon  cooms  to-day, 
Varmer,  an'  Grocer-ohap,  demanding  each 
This  fruit  as   '  fittest.'^    Ho  1  ho  I  ho  !— to 

Me!!! 
Ne'er  thought  to  see  sic  spoort  till  Latter 

Lammas! 
Squoire  will  look  on  as  red  as  any  fox. 
An'   as  fur  Passon*8    missus,— grutherem- 

grouts! 
Wunt  ihe  fume  foinely  P 

I  e  'd  best  stand  asoide ; 
Hide  your  old-f arrant  face  behind  yon  ellum. 
Hear  all,  and  see  your  Parish  judge  the  nobs! '' 

'Twas  as  he  said.    To  woo  his  voice  they  came, 
£[umble  they  came  to   that   smooth  rustic 

sward. 
And  at  their  feet  the  daisies  seemed  to  droop 
At  the  un-Enj^lish,  strange,  new-f  angledness 
Of  such  a  notion  as  for  Church,  and  Land, 
And  Trade  to  **  tuck  their  tuppennies  in"  to 

—what  ? 
This  rubtio  Parish,  once  their  humble  slave 
Now  their  authoritative  arbiter, 
And  ohuokliug  critic. 

Fools  to  Parish  make 
ProfiTer  of  plenteous  power,  ample  rule 
Unquestion'd,  overflowing  revenue 
Wherewith  to  embelliah  village   state  and 

make 
The  rustic  home  a  rural  paradise. 
What  tommy-iot  it  is  I 

So '"Passon"  says 
(In  sleeker  language,  be  it  understood),  j 

But  offers  him  fair  creeds  and  catechisms. 


And  nice  long  sermons,  and  benevolent  doles ; 
Tendance  in  sickness,  help  at  marriage-time, 
A  **  gentlemanly  presence,"  crowning  boon! — 
At  church  a  happy  place — ^in  the  free  seata, 
Behind  the  pillar,  with  undying  bliss 
In  knowledge  of  True-Blue  Supremacy. 

He  ceased,  and  Parish  held  the  costly  fruit 
More  closely  cuddled. 

**  Varmer  "  next  spake  out 
**  You  know  m*,  HoDOS :  I  woo  you  not  with 

gifts. 
Long  generations  have  not  altered  me, 
And  Parish  Meetings  shall  not.    Trubt  your 

boss, 
They  're  bosh,  lad !    Judge  thou  me  by  what 

I  am, 
And  you  will  find  me  fittest.    But  allow 
Those  dashed  Bad  agitators  to  upset 
Our  old  relationp.  fill  your  ndnd  with  fudge 
Concerning  healthier  acmes  and  higher  w>-ge« 
And  it 's  lul  np  M^iih  England,  Me—  and  Yoa ! 
Tip  me  the  Pippiu ! " 

Parish  cccked  a  snook, 
And  held  the  apple  lighter. 

As  for  him. 
The  sleek  mild  grocer.  Parish  shut  him  up 
Almost  'ere  he  had  ^poken.    *'  I  promiFC  thee 

A  good  cheap  article  and  lots  of  tick " 

But  Parish  said,  **  Talk  not  to  me  of  tick  I 
I  shall  not  need  'un  wi  my  whacking  wage. 
And  *  overflowing  revenue' ;  new  cottage. 
Allotment  patch,  three  acres  and  a  coo. 
And  a'  the  rest  o'  't    As  for  this  here  Pippin, 
I  've  grupped  at  last,  'tis  mine,  an'  I  dunno 
As  I  wonH  havefirU  bile  at  '»m  myseP .'" 

He  spoke  and  laushi  d.  I  shut  my  eyes  in  fear. 
But  when  I  lcok*d.  Paiish  had  raised  his  hand. 
And  I  btheld  the  Parson's  angrv  eyes. 
The  Farmer's  furious  glance,  and,  weazel-like. 
The  glittering  of  the  Qrocer-man*8 
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LYRE   AND    LANCET. 

{A  Story  mi  Soma,) 

PAKT  XXm.— 8HBINKAGE. 

ScEKB  XXXm.— T»«  Tew  Walk. 

Lady  Maine  {to  herseff^  aa  she  watches  Undsrshell  approaching). 
How  badly  lie  walks,  and  what  does  be  mean  by  smiluu^  at  me  like 
that  P  (Aloud,  coldly,)  I  am  sorry,  Mr.  Bliir,  but  I  must  leave 
yon  to  finish  yonr  stroll  alone ;  my  maid  has  just  told  me 

Undershell  (vehemently),  Lady'MAisis,  I  tML  you,  in  oommon  fair- 
ness, not  to  iudge  me  untQ  yon  have  heard  my  version.  Ton  will 
not  allow  the  faict  that  I'travelled  down  here  in  the  same  compart- 
ment with  your  maid,  Phuupsof t 

Lady  Maine  (wide-eyed).  The  same  !  But  tre  came  by  that  train. 
I  thonitht  you  missed  it  ? 

Und,  I— I  was  not  so  fortu- 
nate. It  is  ratiier  a  lon^  and 
eomplioated  story,  but 

Ijady  Maine,  I'm  afraid  I 
really  ean*t  listen  to  you  now^ 
Mr.  BL4IK,  after  what  I  have 
hflsffd  from  Phuxifsof 

Und,  I  imidore  you  not  to  ffo 
witlioat  hearmg  both  aides.  Sit 
downafam— if  only  for  aminute. 
I  fed  eoofident  that  I  ean  explain 
ererytimur  satufaetorQy. 

lidy^  Maine  (siUinq  dbtm). 
I  eaa't  imagine  what  there  is  to 
explain— and  really  I  ought,  if 
Phuufsof— ^ 

Und,  You  know  what  maids 
are^  Ladv  Mauis.  Thev  em- 
broider. Unintentionally,  t  dare- 
My,  but  still,  they  do  embroider. 

Lady  Maine  (puxxled).  She 
is  very  dever  at  mending  laoe, 
I  know,  though  what  that  has 
to  do  with  it 

Und,  Listen  to  me,  Lady 
Mauh.  I  came  to  this  house 
at  your  bidding.  Yes,  but  for 
vour  written  appeal,  I  should 
have  treated  the  invitation  I  re- 
ceived from  your  Aunt  with 
sQent  oontempt.  Had  I  obeyed 
my  first  impulse  and  ignored 
it,  I  should  have  been  spared 
humiliations  and  indignities 
which  ought  rather  to>' excite 
your  |)ity  than— than  any  other 
sensation.  Think— try  to  realise 
what  my  feelings  must  have  been 
when  I  found  myself  expected 
by  the  butler  here  to  sit  down 
to  supper  with  him  and  the 
upper  servants  in  the  House- 
keeper's Room ! 

Lady  Maisie  (shocked).  Oh, 
Mr.  Blair!  Indeed,  I  had  no 
-^—  You  weren't  r*<i% .'  How 
eou^they?   What  ifufvou  say? 

Und,  (haughtily),  I  oelieve  1 
let  him  know  my  opinion  of  the 
snobbery  of  his  employers  in 
treating  a;  guest  of  theirs  so 
cavalierly. 

Lady  Maisie  (distressed).  But  surely — sureli 
that'onr  Uncle  aud  Aunt  were  capable  of f 

Una."Wha,t  else  could  I  suppose  under  the  circumstances  ?  It  is 
true  I  have  since  learnt  that  I  was  mistaken  in  this  particular 
fnstancf' ;  but  I  am  not  irnorant  of  the  ingrained  oontempt  you 
Aristocrat*  have  for  all  who  live  by  exercising  their  intellect-  the 
bitter  9»fm  of  Birth  for  Brains ! 

fxidy  Maine,  I  am  afraid  the— the  contempt  is  all  on  the  other 
md^ ;  hnt  if  (hat  is  how  you  feel  about  it,  I  don't  wonder  that  you 
w*r*  in^iftntuit, 

f'nd.  fodirnant!  I  was  furious.  In  fact,  nothing  would  have 
tfvli/j^  m*f  t/i  «it  down  to  supper  at  all,  if  it  hadn't  been  for 

/^Uy  Maine  (in  a  small  roice).  Theo,  you  did  sit  down  P  With 
f Imt  mrvmnU !    r>h,  Mr.  Blaik  ! 

//W.  I  ihfmtfiit  rou  were  already  aware  of  it  Yes,  Lady  Maisie, 
f  *twif^f«4  «r4Ni  tiiAt.2  B(it  (with  magnaninvity)  you  must  not 
4ijAfmm  pmnM  about  it  now.    If  /  can  forget  it,  surely  you  can 


How  rery  sweet  of  you,  Mr.  Blair, 
you  couldn't  suppose 


Lady  Maisie,  Can  I P  That  you  should  have  oonsented,  for  any 
consideration  whatever ;  how  could  you— how  could  you  P 

Und,  (to  himself).  She  admires  me  all  the  more  for  it.  But  I 
knew  she  would  t»ke  the  right  view !  (Altmd,  with  pathos,)  I  was 
onlv  compelled  by  absolute  starvation.  I  had  had  an  unusually 
light  lunch,  and  I  was  so  hungry ! 

Lady  Maisie  (after  a  pause).  That  explains  it,  of  course. ...  I 
hope  they  gave  you  a  good  supper ! 

und.  Excellent,  thank  you.  Indeed,  I  was  astonished  at  the 
variety  and  even  luxury  of  the  table.  There  was  a  pyramid  of 
quails 

Lady  Maisie,  I  am  pleased  to  hear  it.  But  I  thought  there  was 
something  you  were  going  to  explain. 

Und,  I  have  been  endeavouring  to  explain  to  the  best  of  my 
ability  that  if  I  have  undesignedly  been  the  cause  of — er— a  tern- 

S»rarv  diversion  in  the  state  of 
iss  PffiLLiPSOir's  affections,  no 
one  could  regret  more  deeply 
than  I  that  the — er— ordinary 
amenities  of  the  supper-table 
should  have  been  mistaken 
for 

Lady  Maisie  (fiorrifled).  Oh, 
stop  Mr,  Blair,  please  stdp  I  I 
don't  want  to  hear  any  more.  I 
see  now.    It  was  you  who— 

Und,  Of  course  it  was  I. 
Surely  the  girl  herself  has  been 
tellinr  you  ao  just  now ! 

Lady  Matsie.  You  really 
thought  that  possible,  tooP  She 
simply  came  with  a  message 
from  my  mother. 

Und,  (slightly  disconcerted). 
Oh!  If  I  had  known  it  was 
merely  that.  However,  I  am 
sure  I  need  not  ask  you  to  treat 
my — my  communication  in  the 
strictest  confidence.  Lady 
Maiseb. 

Lady  Maisie,  Indeed,  that  is 
perfectly  unnecessary,  Mr. 
Blair. 

Und,  Yes,  I  felt  from  the 
first  that  I  could  trust  you— 
even  with  my  life.  And  I  can- 
not regret  having  told  you,  if  it 
has  enabled  you  to  understand 
me  more  thoroughly.  It  is  such 
a  relief  that  you  Imow  all,  and 
that  there  are  no  more  secrets 
between  us.  You  do  feel  that  I 
only  acted  as  was  natural  and 
inevitable  under  the  circum- 
stances P 

Lady  Maisie,  Oh.  yes,  yes. 
I — I  daresay  you  oould  not  hdp 
it.  I  moan  you  did  quite,  quite 
right! 

Und,  Ah,  how  you  comfort 

me  with  your  fresh  girlish 

You  are  not  goina,  Ladv  MaisibP 

Lady  Maisie  (rising),  I  must. 
I  ought  to  have  gone  before. 
My  mother  wants  me.  No,  you 
are  not  to  come  too ;  you  can  go 
on  and  gather  those  snowdrops, 
you  know. 
[She  waUcn  sloicly  back  to  the  hottse, 
Und,  (looking  after  her).  She  took  it  wonderfuUy  well.  I've  made 
it  all  right,  or  she  wouldn't  have  said  that  about  the  snowdrops. 
Yes,  she  shall  not  be  disappointed ;  she  shall  have  ber  posy ! 

Scene  XXXIV.— JA^  Morning  Room,     Half  an  hour  later. 

Lady  Maisie  {alone— to  herself).  Thank  Ooodnew,  that* 8  over! 
It  wtM  awful,  I  don't  think  I  ever  saw  Mamma  a  deeper  shade  of 
plum  colour !  How  I  have  been  mistaken  in  Mr.  Blair  I  That  he 
could  write  those  lines : — 

**  Aspiring  unto  that  far-off  Ideal, 
How  should  I  stoop  to  any  meaner  love  P  " 
and  yet  philander  with  my  poor  foolish  Phillippok  the  moment  he 
met  ner  I  And  then  to  tell  Mamma  about  my  letter  like  that !  Why, 
even  Mr.  Spurrell  had  more  discretion— to  be  sure,  he  knew 
nothing  about  it— but  thai  makes  no  difference  I  RHonA  was  mht ; 
I  ought  to  have  allowed  a  margin;  only  I  should  never  have 


Are  they  really  for  me  f  " 
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allowed  enough  !  The  wont  of  it  is  tbat,  if  Mamma  was  anjust  in 
some  thing^  whe  said,  she  was  right  about  one.  I  hatfe  disgrnsted 
Oekald.  He  mayn't  be  brilliant,  but  at  least  he's  straight- 
forward and  loyal  and  a  gentleman,  and — and  he  did  like  me  once. 
He  doesn't  any  more,  or  he  wouldn't  have  gone  away.  And  it  may 
be  ages  before  I  ever  get  a  ohanoe  to  let  him  see  how  dreadfully 

sorry (She  turns,  and  $ee$  Captain  Thigkhsssb.)    Oh,  haven't 

you  gone  t/et  f 

Capf4iin  ThteknesBe,  Tes,  I  went,  but  I  'ye  oome  baok  again.  I— 
I  ormldn't  help  it ;  'pon  my  word  I  couldn't. 

Lady  Maisie  (with  a  sudden  flush).  You— you  weren't  sen/ for— 
by — by  anrone  ? 

Capt,  nick.  So  likely  anyone  would  send  for  me,  isn't  it  ? 

Lady  Maisie,  I  don't  Imow  why  I  said  that;  it  was  silly,  of 
course.    But  how ? 

Capt.  Thick,  Ran  it  a  bit  too  fine ;  got  to  Shuntin'bridge  just  in 
time  to  see  the  tail  end  of  die  train  disappearin' ;  wasn't  another 
for  hours— not  much  to  do  there^  don't  you  Know. 

Lady  Maisie.  Ton  might  have  taken  a  walk — or  gone  to  Church. 

Capt.  Thick.  So  I  might,  didn't  occur  to  me ;  and  besides,  I — I 
remembered  I  never  said  good-bye  to  you. 

Lady  Maisie.  Didn't  you  ?    And  whose  fault  was  that  P 

C<fpt.  Thick,  Not  mine,  anyhow.  You  were  somewhere  about  the 
grounds  with  Mr.  Blaib. 

Lady  Maisie.  Now  you  mention  it,  I  believe  I  was.  We  had — 
rather  an  interesting  conversation.  Still,  you  might  have  come  to 
look  for  me ! 

Capt.  Thick.  Perhaps  you  wouldn't  have  been  over  and  above  glad 
to  nee  me. 

Lady  Maisie.  Oh,  yes,  I  should ! — ^When  it  was  to  say  good-bye, 
you  know ! 

Capt.  Thick.  Ah !  Well,  I  suppose  I  shall  only  be  in  the  way  if  I 
stop  here  any  longer  now. 

Lady  Maisie.  Do  yon  P    What  makes  you  say  that  P 

Capt.  Thiek,  Notliin' !  Saw  your  friend,  the  Bard,  hurryin'  along 
the  terrace  with  a  bunch  of  snowdrops ;  he'll  be  here  in  another 

Lady  Maisie  (in  unmistakable  horror).  Gebald,  why  didn't  you 
tell  me  before  P    There 's  only  just  time  I 

[She  Hies  to  a  door  and  opens  U, 

Capt.  Thick.  But  I  say,  you  know !    Maisis.  may  I  come  too  P 

Lady  Maisie.  Don't  be  a  goose,  Gsilald.  Of  course  you  can,  if 
you  like.  [-S'^  disappears  in  the  Conservatory. 

Capt,  Thick  (to  himself).  Can't  quite  make  this  out.  but  I'm  no 
end  glsd  I  came  back !  \ He  follows  quickly. 

Under  shell  (enterina).  I  hoped  I  should  find  her  here.  (He  looks 
round.)  Her  mother ^b  gone— that's  something!  I  daresay  Lady 
Maisis  wDl  come  in  presently.  (He  sits  down,  and  re-arranges  hts 
snowdrops,)  It  will  be  sweet  to  see  her  face  light  up  wheni  o£Per 
her  these  as  a  symbol  of  the  new  and  closer  svmpathy  between  us ! 
(He  hears  the  sound  of  drapery  behind  him.)  Ah,  already! 
(Rising^  and  presenting  his  flowers  with  downcast  eyes.)  1 — I  have 
venturod  to  gather  these— for  you.     (He  raises  his  eyes,)     Miss 

SPKT.WAlfB  I 

Miss  Spelwane  {taking  them  graciously).  How  very  sweet  of  you, 
Mr.  Blaib.    Are  they  really  for  me  P 

Und,  (concealing  his  disappointment^.  Oh— er— jres.  If  you  will 
give  me  the  pleasure  of  accepting  them. 

Miss  Spelw.  I  feel  immensely  proud.  I  was  so  afraid  you  must 
have  thought  I  was  rather  cross  to  you  last  night.  I  didn't  mean  to 
be.  I  was  feeling  a  little  overdone,  that  was  all.  But  you  have 
chosen  a  charming  way  of  letting  me  see  that  I  am  forgiven.  ( To 
herself.)  It 's  really  to<t  touching.  He  certainly  is  a  great  improve- 
ment on  the  other  wretch  I 

Und.  (dolefully).  I— I  had  no  such  intention,  I  assure  you.    (To 
himself.)     I  hope  to  goodness  Lady  Maisib  won't  come  in  before 
I  can  get  rid  of  this  girl.    I  seem  fated  to  be  misunderstood  here ! 
(To  he  excluded.) 


OUR    BOOKING-OFFICE. 

A  Strange  Career  is  the  title  of  a  bonk  recently  issued  by 
Blackwoot>«  and  it  sets  forth  the  life  and  adventures  of  John 
Glapwyit  Jkbb.  Mr.  Ribbb  Haggaiu)  supplies  an  introduction, 
in  which  he  testifies  touching  Mr.  Jbbb  that  of  '*a]l  friends  he 
was  the  gentlest  and  truest,  of  all  men  the  most  tmstfuL"  At 
first  reading  this  testimony  is  almost  necessary,  for  60  wild  were  Mr. 
Jbbb*s  adventures  in  Mexico,  po  imminent  his  frequent  ])eril,  imd  so 
miraoolons  his  inevitable  escape,  that  one  seems  to  be  reading  a 
work  by  Mr.  Louis  STBVKKiSON,  or  the  author  of  She.  In  merit  of 
graphic  power  and  style  the  work  need  not  shrink  from  compariflon 
even  with  these  masters  of  the  art.  It  purports  to  be  written  by 
Mr,  Jxbb's  widow,  but  as  the  ladv  did  not  become  his  wife  till  his 
•fruifl^  career  had  several  times  Deen  nearly  brought  to  an  abrupt 
4aMrMr.  Jkbb  must  have  been  as  effective  with  his  pen  as  he  was 
intA  his  gnn.    The  picture  of  the  eclipse  of  the  sun  seen  frtm  one 


of  tiie  highest  peaks  of  the  Rocky  Mountains ;  the  discovery  of  the 
pipe-stem  when  digging  round  the  snow-submerged  site  of  a  hut  in 
the  mountains^  a  discovery  which,  carefully  followed  up,  brought  to 
light  '*the  whiteish-grey  fingers  of  the  dead  man  closdy  clutching 
the  bowl  of  the  pipe '' ;  the  account  of  the  revolt  in  the  streets  of  the 
city  of  Mexico ;  and  the  story  of  the  coach  party  robbed  by  bandits 

four  times  in  a  single  day  on  a 
journey  from  Puebla  to  Vera  Cruz 
—these  are  amon(?  the  frequent 
flashes  in  one  of  the  most  stirring 
narratives  that  has  for  a  long  time 
come  in  my  Baronite*8  way. 

Evidently  "Mars,"  in  return  for 
onr  late  curiosity,  has  been  keeping 
bis  eye  on  this  gay  little  planet  of 
ours.  His  experiences,  published 
by  the  Parisian  firm  of  Phn^ 
^ourrit  et  Cie,  are  pict^rially 
related  in  La  Vie  de  Londres, 
Needless  to  remark  it  was  our 
C6(h  Hants  which  struck  him. 

The  Baron  cannot  finish  his 
notes  of  admiration  without  giving 
one  of  them,  and  that  a  big  one,  to 
Phil  May's  Annual,  That  May 
ehould  appear  to  brighten  up  December  fogs  is  nice  in  itself  ;  and  it 
is  phill  a  with  the  best  of  May  produce.  "Another  thing,"  quoth 
the  Baron,  "about  this  annual  by  Phil  Mat  is,  that  all  mesfiUes 
can  read  it  and  see  it  with  plea*fure." 

At  this  time  of  year  the  Baron  examines  the  **  Hardy  Annuals" 
that  are  heaped  upon  his  table.  At  the  first  examination  he  gives  the 
apple  to  the  "  Pip,"  i.e,,  to  the  The  Pt^nny  lilustrated  Paper,  that 
is,  as  represented  by  it  Christmas  number  called  Chriffmns  Cards. 
Charming  picture,  too,  of  *'  The  O-fr^n  nf  ^?flrr/»,"  photographed 
from  the  life— ".may  she  Hve  long  and  prosper  t  "—and  the  story 
by  the  indefatigable  Johk  Latet  ''^will  delight  the  most 


re-lateVd    . 

insatiable  story-devourer,'' quoth 


The  Babok  ds  Book-Wokic8. 


IMPROVED  AND  IMPROVING  DIALOGUES. 

(Arranged  on  the  stridest  Lines  of  Truth,) 
At  Mrs.  Somebody's  on  **At  Home**  Day. 

Mrs.  Somebody.  Well,  I  am  pleased  you  have  oome  at  last,  as  I 
wanted  you  to  notice  that,  although  you  have  a  slightly  better  address, 
my  drawing-room  is  far  larger  than  your  own. 

Mrs.  Caller.  You  are  most  kind  to  say  so ;  and  I  may  add  that 
we  should  not  have  dreamed  to  oome  to  this  out-of-the-way  part  of 
the  world  had  we  not  wished  to  purchase  some  cheap  carpets  in  the 
neighbourhood. 

Miss  Caller,  1  suppose  your  extremely  plain  daughter  Abamdita  is 
awav  from  home ;  she  seldom  contrives  to  hit  it  off  with  her  mother. 

Mrs.  Somebody.  Ton  have  guessed  rightly ;  but  I  may  say  that 
she  is  staying  at  Lady  Dashawat's  place  in  the  cotmtry.  I  mention 
the  fact  oasually,  although  I  am  glad  to  get  in  a  title  somehow  in 
tiie  course  of  my  conversation. 

Mrs  Caller,  If  |ou  are  obliging  enough  to  give  me  the  oppofv 
tunity,  I  will  get  in  a  dozen  persons  with  handles  to  their  names: 
Yon  will  pardon  the  vulgarity  ? 

Mrs.  Somebody.  Most  certainly,  as  knowing  that  your  father  was 
a  bootmaker  in  a  large  way,  and  your  mother  the  daughter  of  a 
milliner,  nothing  else  could  be  reasonably  expected. 

Mrs.  Caller.  Aware  that  you  may  know  something  of  my  imme- 
diate ancestry,  I  will  leave  no  stone  unturned  to  find  an  opening  for 
some  reference  to  my  uncle  the  curate. 

Miss  Caller.  Being  glad  to  add  on  every  conceivable  oocasion  to 
the  list  of  my  partners  at  any  promiscuous  charity  ball  that  I  may 
patronise  with  my  presence,  I  will  ask  after  your  eldest  un- 
married son  ? 

Mrs.  Somebody,  I  thank  yon,  my  dear  child,  but  as  I  intend  him 
to  look  rather  higher  than  yourself  for  a  matrimonial  alliance,  I  will 
meet  3rour  politic  inquiry  with  a  pailful  of  polite  cold  wat<rr. 

Mrs.  Caller.  Having  now  consumed  the  regulation  cup  of  cold 
weak  tea  and  section  of  luke-warm  muffin,  T  will  say  go^d-hye,  and 
take  my  departure.  But  before  lea\ing  1  ^  ill  make  special  reference 
to  my  brougham. 

Miss  Caller.  And  I  will  add  my  adieux,  after  givio^  a  go  d  long 
look  at  your  hair,  which  seems  to  require  attention  at  the  roots. 

Mrs.  Somebody.  1  will  warmly  spetd  your  parting,  reflecting  the 
while,  as  a  sop  to  my  woonded  feelings,  that  you  are  both  locking 
dreadfully  old,  and  that  your  conveyance  is  merely  a  hirt<l  brooghaih 
BTo  doubt  your  stay  would  have  been  longer  if  the  cbarre  per  h^ur 
had  bten  what  your  vulgarian  of  a  husband  and  father  {%Ik>,  thank 
goodness,  has  not  odled)  would  term  *'  earier." 
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ASSOCIATION  V.   RUGBY. 

•:^a^»^  •*  Wqczd  ft  cmt  toc  T»mY  hitch  out  of  pkacticb  if  wi  wbbi  to  Davci 

*  SOCKFK  *  ▲  IITTL*  f  * 


-SriJLtT!' 
ITb^i^**'-*  2^^«»  •  '^^  ^*  ^^^ 


I  >WI 


bt  a  but  TmiTcn«I  iniw; 

B^  wufsk*  mairiia*  ««i»  to  bM  beriA 

K^w  a^vftt  ^  Iv«i4.    WlMtfm'fromgTmoe 

T^MT  twts&*i  Seot  comt  forth  a  true-blue 

\m  Wotf^r  ^nftr  eitinas,  an*  doaoe, 

Vx«  Wtluk'*  Ws  to  the  greet  CoimoQ- 

0«T«  UWtT  «e*  Lew  to  iteii*  etoat  sentry, 
£6^;  9CattMi^  wrkr-heedei  rreeeless  gentry, 
TV  hirnrewnt  end  ruin  o' the  country, 
Wm  «»«t«  thnr  T^^tee.  tad  Sootia  aid  affords 
T^^  that  tttd  ffihied  eell,  the  House  o'  Lords  I 

W«e(«  vW!  wr  TbM  we'll  have  to  warstle 

1^  u>aAiT  doare,  e>n  although  a'  free  wrang; 
$ta»Jb»  ^>tlaBd  where  she  did  P    That  maun 

W  liifd.  [^^®j 

rV*^  WK^cty  a  year  thou  St  stood  the  fl  od  and 
A»u4  Brvrg) ;  end  though  wi'  Forfar  sair 

f «rf«iru,  1,  in  . 

M?  Kav  1  Here  must  tent  and  soon  sball  lairn. 
I  kviiUM  noo,  no  much  abmt  the  matter, 
Hut  twa-thwe  footsteps  will  inform  me  better. 
v<U4%*  MTffarsfraefriendan'fcel'lloover. 
But,  uke  piiir  Tam,  I  wad  I  were  weel  owre  I 

Waif  inn  Sthat.-A  wy  touching  ind- 
d«ftt  was  recently  recorded  in  the  Tunes,  it 
ajH^^^  that  news  WM  received  from  thu^^^^ 
at^if^  station  at  Kiel  to  the  effect  that  a 
Y^cT  faint  comet  had  been  discovered  bv  Mr. 
KowAiD  Smith.  It  was  moving  slowly  to- 
wards  the  east."  Wounded  it  may  be  by  a 
SSSinir  star,  and  "moving,"  perhaps  crawl- 
Sn  te^iik  it«  existence  in  &e  eajt  Was 
J.xW  heaid  amore  moving  tale  than  ^  of  the 
»\mwliMroometI  Alaal  Erenow  it  may  be 
hutthe  aubject  ia  too  pathetic  for  words. 


THE  HOUSE-AGENT'S  DREAM, 

Thx  dreary  fog  envelopes  all  the  street 
The  dingy  chambers  seem  more  dingy  stilL — 
To  advertise  them  as  a  **  charming  mite  *' 
Would  tax  e*en  my  imarinative  skill ! — 
But  when  I  feel  dejeotea,  sad,  or  ill. 
In  swift  imagination  I  can  fly 
To  that  sweet  residence  which  some  day  will 
A  home  to  Phyllis  and  myself  suppler. 

When  fortuncL  long-delayed,  shall  join  us 
by-and-oy. 
**  Delightful  scenery  "  the  spot  surrounds 
Where  that ''  palatial  edifice"  will  stand. 
Secluded  pleasantlyin'^park-Hke  grounds," 
(Whioh  means  an  acre  of  neglected  land,) 
Shooting  and  hunting  will  be^*  near  at  hand," 
(Provided  you  inteii^t  rightly  **  near.") 
The  bracing  dimate,  too,  is  simply  grand — 
Its  title  to  the  epithet  is  dear,         [phere ! 

Compared,  at  least,  with  this  appalling  atmoe- 

"  Reception  halls  "  there  certainly  will  be, 
**  Elegant  bouddrs,"  too,  where  we  shall  ait 
And  entertain  acquaintances  with  tea, 
A  "  library  "—I  doubt  my  using  it, 
But  every  mansion  has  one,  you  '11  admit — 
Stabling  that's  ^'excellent,"  but  not  too  big, 
(A  cupboard  for  my  bioyde,  to  wit,) 
*'  Shelter  for  stock  "-  a  solitary  jrig— 

"And  spadous  flower-beds"— which  I  fchall 
have  to  dig ! 
So,  Phyllis,  from  all  murmuring  refrain. 
Nor  let  the  thought  of  poverty  annoy, 
Although  you  view  a  **  villa  "  with  disdain. 
And  sigh  for  riches  as  your  chief  est  ioy, 
While  monetary  pleasures  quickly  cloy. , 
*'  Sweet  are  the  uses  of  advertisement," 
The  magic  of  my  calling  I  employ, 
And  lo  fa  home  that  might  a  prince  content. 

Though  fifty  pounds  a  vear  may  pay  its  modest 
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Toung  Lady  (on  the  road  to  School — to  Friend,  who,  /earing  to  be  left 
behind,  has  been  calling  her  by  Name  to  wait  for  her).  **  Ho  !  comb 
'lono,  Belinda,  do— an*  don'  keep  hon  callin'  hout  my  Naimb; 
Hi  don'  want  baUs  London  teb  know  hit  !  " 


THE  FOOL'S  VADE  MECUM. 

{ExeerplB  from  a  Handbook  for  (he  Majority, ) 

If  ]roa  have  reason  to  suspect  a  gun  of  being  unloaded,  make  sure 
by  finng  at  your  friend's  bead. 

If  you  find  Him  and  Her  teU-d-tete,  join  tbe  little  party.  Tbis 
wiU  show  a  sympatbetic  nature,  and  take  all  tbe  awkwardness  out 
of  tbe  situation. 

If  you  are  a  woman,  always  flop  dnwn  in  a  smoking-carriage, 
without  noticing  tbe  obvious  label  and  tbe  looks  of  tbe  occupants. 
Wben  made  aware  of  tbe  situation,  say,  *'0b,  I  don't  mind 
smoking,"  and  consider  tbe  question  solved. 

If  a  man,  select  carefully  a  compartment  in  wbiob  Two  Young 
People  are  ostentatiously  tiding  to  look  as  if  tbev  don't  find  tbeir 
own  company  quite  sufSctent  for  a  journey  of  any  duration. 

If  you  are  burrying  for  a  train,  and  want  an  easy,  always  slacken 
just  as  yon  catch  another  person  up,  and  walk  close  behind  him, 
panting  and  puffing  till  you  are  ready  for  another  spurt. 

Always  read,  or  recite,  your  compositions  to  your  friends.  Believe 
them  when  they  protest  they  would  really  like  you  to  do  so. 

Engage  in  serious  argument  with  a  woman  with  whom  you  wish 
to  be  on  really  good  terms— a  rich  relation  for  choice. 

Always  curse  the  waiters  if  tbe  cook  has  failed  in  bis  treatment  of 
your  chop  or  steak. 

Always  act  contrary  to  the  directions  in  crowded  places  of  public 
interest.  This  shows  an  imperial  spirit,  and  will  make  you,  for  the 
time,  an  object  of  general  interest. 

Alwa3rs  stay  to  tbe  very  end  on  any  occasion  wben  you  have  been 
invited  at  the  last  moment. 

Always  talk  loud,  and,  as  far  as  possible,  always  talk  about 
yooraelf. 

Fbov  a  CoBRWPowDEKT.— ••  Sir,— Seeing  the  advertisement  of  a 
book  entitled  Poe$8  an  PoeU^  I  should  much  like  to  know  yrbat  has 
beoome  of  a  once  much-quoted  wtvrk  entitled  PeUan  on  0»»a  t  Who 
WM  'Pelkm'P  and  what  did  'Ossa'  write?— Tours,  T.  NoomnXiB." 


FIRST   IMPRESSIONS. 

I  'Pisa,  placid  Pisa,  only  awakened  at  half-past  eleven  by  tbe  rushing 
tourist  who  traverses  your  sleepy  streets.  By  the  half-past  two 
train  be  starts  afresh,  and  leaves  you  to  doze  as  peacefully  as  before. 
My  train  arrives  with  amazing  punctuality,  and  I  reach  the  hotel 
earlier  than  was  ever  known ;  11.35  A.K.,  and  apparently  nobody  up 
vet.  The  retturino  loudly  cracks  his  whip,  but  to  no  purpose. 
Suddenly  I  notice  some  electric  bell-pushes.  Ring  one.  King 
another.  Finally,  ring  them  all.  Then  at  last  rushes  out  an 
elegant  gentleman,  probablj  tbe  manager,  who  excitedly  endeavours 
to  speak,  and  to  apologise,  in  four  language*!  at  once.  Reduce  him 
to  calmness,  and  to  two  languages,  with  a  few  words  from  a  third 
thrown  in  occasionally,  and  demand  dSieuner,  Another  delay.  The 
elegant  gentleman  does  not  explain ;  out  evidently  tbe  cook  is  still 
asleep,  and  tbe  waiters  only  just  up.  But  at  la»t  I  am  served,  and 
excellently  too.  and  go  off  to  see  tbe  sights. 

Unfortunately  am  seized  with  an  insane  wish  to  ascend  the 
Leaning  Tower,  wben  I  might  have  remained  comfortably  on 
the  bcAutiful  turf  at  tbe  foot  of  it.  Rouse  tbe  official  at  the  door. 
He  says  I  cannot  go  up  alone.  Remember  that  sort  of  trick, 
so  tell  him  be  may  accompany  me.  He  savs  he  must  stay  below. 
Remember  also  that  sort  of  trick,  and  offer  him  a  lira.  He  is 
still  unconvinced  I  Do  not  remember  any  trick  of  that  sort.  An 
extraordinary  cuatodel  What  will  convince  him?  Am  just  ask- 
ing where  I  can  find  a  companion,  when  a  small,  quiet  man 
strolls  up.  For  fifty  oentesimi  he  will  aocomnany  me.  That's 
cheap  enough,  so  follow  him  at  once.  Tbe  steps  l^^an  first  one  way 
and  then  the  other  as  one  goes  round  tbe  towfr.  It  is  like  climbing 
tbe  companion  way,  as  I  think  one  should  call  it — say  the  staircase, 
in  plain  English — of  a  steamer  in  a  storm.  Begin  to  dislike  the 
sensation,  when  my  guide  suddenly  stojM.  He  snirgests  that  the 
tower  is  very  high  and  fifty  oentesimi  very  low.  Tell  him  I  don't 
mind  sixty  or  seventy,  and  on  we  go,  round  and  round.  Bf  gin  to  feel 
almost  giddy — ^imagine  a  circular  staircase  in  a  steamer  in  a  storm ! 
— ^when  he  stops  again.  Notice  in  the  dim  light  that  he  is  broad- 
shouldered  ana  muscular,  though  short.  Pleasant  sort  of  ^ace  for  a 
fight  with  a  reckless  ruffian !  Perhapw  he  has  weapons  I  He  says  I  < 
ouffht  to  pay  him  a  lira.    Agree  to  this  at  once.  I 

Up  again,  round  and  round.    Think  of  all  tbe  mysterious  murders 
one  reads  of,  and  wish  I  bad  never  come.    Look  up  at  him.    He  is 
certainly  bigger  than  I  am.    And  what  is  that  long  straight  thing 
which  makes  his  pocket  stick  out?    Oh,  horror!    It  must  be  a 
knife,  or  a  dagger  in  a  sheath  I    Ju  st  then  he  stops,  and  says  be  would 
like  a  cup  of  coffee  wben  we  get  down  again.    How  I  wish  we  were 
down  again !    Agree  at  once.    Up  a  few  more  steps,  and  then  he  ' 
stops  again  and  says  it  is  very  hot,  and  he  would  like  a  bottle  of  , 
wine  as  well.    Agree  to  this  also  at  once.    Up  again,  round  and 
round  and  round,  and  at  last  reach  an  outside  gaillery.    Peep  out 
through  the  doorway.    Refuse  to  tni»t  myself  beyond.    There  is  i 
only  a  single  iron  rail,  and  that  not  all  round.    Guide  says  I  might  ' 
as  well  give  him  five  lire,  to  include  the  wine  and  coffee.    Agree  to  I 
this  also,  and  feebly  suggest  that  I  have  seen  enough.    But  he  is  I 
inexorable,  and  on  we  vo  again. 

At  last  at  the  top.    Look  over  at  happy,  sleepy  Pi^a,  and  wish  I 
was  down  there.    So  I  should  be,  pretty  soon,  if  ne  threw  me  over ! 
Just  then  he  says  be  would  like  a  few  cigars.    Tell  him  I  will 
make  it  six  lire,  and  that  I  ehould  now  like  to  go  down.    No  t    1 
must  see  Livomo.    Hang  livomo !    But  obey  him  meekly.    Then  be  ' 
says  be  has  some  antiquities  for  sale,  amonr  them  some  swords  and 
dagirers.    Ah  I    Just  what  I  thought.     Glance  nervously  at  the 
straight  thing  in  his  pocket,  and  say  I  will  look  at  them.    Then  he 
wants  me  to  look  over  the  iron  railing  at  tbe  sloping  base  below. 
Hang  over  in  the  air  ?    Never !    But  he  will  hold  my  legs.    What  ? 
Balance  myself  on  a  slender  bar,  while  a  brigand,  as  he  probably  is,  I 
tilts  me  over  by  the  boots  ?    Would  sooner  buy  all  the  antiquities  in  ' 
Pisa.    Good  idea.    Tell  him  I  will  buy  his  swords  if  I  can  go  at  onoe 
to  see  them.    Whereupon  he  hurries  down  so  fast  that  I  cannot  keep 
pace  with  him.    But  I  feel  happier  as  I  get 
nearer  tbe  outer  world,  and  at  last  step  out 
safely  on  to  tbe  level  earth.    Look  joyously 
at  the  beautiful  irrass  and  the  road  to  tbe 
railway  station.    Then  perceive  the  custf}de 
and  a  little  man  with  him.    Can  that  be  my 
guide?     Why,  I  could  knock  him  down 
easily !    What  a  fool  I  was  to  be  afraid  of 
him!    Still,  that  dagger— I  must  pay  him 
the  six  lire  as  I  have  promised  them.    He 
reminds  me  that  I  also  promised  to  buy  his 
swords.     Feel  inclined  to  dispute  this,  but 
cannot.    So  settle  it  by  giving  him  six  lire 
more.^   Then,  before  bunring  to  the  station, 

ask  him  to  show  me  the  thing  in  bis  pocket.     **  Si^  signore"  says 
he,  in  a  medc,  deferential  tone,  and  pmls  it  oat.    It  u  a  flute. 

A  PntflT  IxmsflioinBT. 
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Temperance  Enihusiast.    "  Look  at  tbe  beautiful   Lives   oue  First  Faeekti  led. 

Do  YOU  8UPP08B  TBMT  EVER  GAVE  WAY  TO  StRONO   DkINK  ?  " 

The  ReprobaU.  *<  I  'xpect  Eye  must  'a*  done.    She  saw  Snakes  ! " 


THE  SEASONa 

Whsv  Winter  flies,  and  sonny  skies 

Invite  the  lark  to  sing,  my  dear, 
My  heart  in  exultation  crieSj 

Ah !  give  me  balmy  Spring,  my  dear ! " 

When  soented  Summer  fills  the  air 
With  zephyrs  from  the  West,  my  dear, 

I  stretoh  me  on  the  grass  and  swear 
I  love  the  Summer  best,  my  dear. 

When  gorgeous  Autumn  paints  the  wood 
In  red  and  gold,  and  green,  my  dear, 

I  ory  delighted,  "  By  the  Bood, 
But  Autumn  is  the  Queen,  my  dear  I " 

And  yet,  when  throuffh  the  leafless  trees 
Skirls  loud  the  icf  blast,  my  dear, 

We,  baskinir  by  the  fire  at  ease. 
Do  hear  it  sweeping  past,  my  dear ; 

And  when  tuu  mix,  as  well  you  know. 
My  tumbler  reeking  hot,  my  dear. 

Why  tht  n.  what  matter  ice  and  snow  P— 
Bleak  W  inter  beats  the  lot,  my  dear  I 


DIAKY  OF  A  DUCK, 

["  It  is  even  hinted  that  the  London  County 
Council  may  fill  the  lakes  and  ponds  of  the  Metro- 
politan Parks  with  sea  water.''--i)ai/y  Paper.l 

Monday, — Curious  what  a  lot  of  human 
beings  have  oome  to  the  water*s  edge  to-day. 
What 's  going  to  happen  P  St  James*s  Park 
orammed  with  them.  We  don't  mind,  of 
course.  The  more  loafers,  the  more  bits  of 
loaf  and  biscuit  for  U9,  Immense  amount  of 
guaoking  goinff  on,  too.  up  at  Spring  Gardens. 
What  can  it  all  mean  r 

TWfday.— Headache.  My  liver  must  have 
gone  wrong,  I  f  anoy ,  as  a  result  of  yesterday's 
unusual  supply  of  eatables.  What  stale  bis- 
ouits  some  people  do  ohu<^  into  the  water ! 
Those  Ihard  crusts,  ioo.donH  agree  with  me. 
Same  crowd  as  yesterday.  Tliey  seem  to  be 
waiting  for  something.  Ask  a  goose  what's 
going  on.  Goope  says, ''Dinner,'' and  gobblea 
up  a  bisouit.    Stupid  creature ! 

Wedne$day,—kpw^\9  all  right  again-- 
but  must  be  caref  uL    Fortunately  can  pick 


and  choose  ntno.  Won't  look  at  a  crust  In- 
clined to  insist  on  fancy  bread.  Friendly 
wild-fowl  says  just  the  same  crowd  waiting 
round  Serpentine,  which  hat  been  emptied. 
Will  they  empty  ue  t 

nursday.— they  wiUI  ^o  doubt 'about 
it  Level  steadily  sinking.  Crowd  as  usnaL 
None  of  us  wiU  touch  anything  under  a  bath 
ban.  What  a  slimy  place  we  do  fteem  to  live 
in,  now  it 's  being  uncovered !  Where 's  the 
inspector  of  nuisances,  I  wonder  P 

Auiay.— Water  off  I  What '11  be  the  next 
move  P  Offered  a  Huntley  and^Palmer  witii 
no  s^igar  on  it  I    Scandalous !  . 

Saturday.  —  More  quacking  at7  Spring 
Gardens.  Then  a  sort  of  procession  down  to 
the  banks  by  members  of  the  L.  C.  C.  Aik 
goose  what  a  member  of  the  L.  C.  C.  means. 
Goose  says  "  Quack ! "  Idiotic  bird.  Water 
really  coming  in  now.  Hurrah !  Sure  to  be 
fresh,  anyhow.  Have  mv  first  dive.  How 
my  eyes  smart!  What  funny  water  it  is! 
Taste  some.  Why,— «f's  salt!  Just  won- 
dering what  this  means,  when  a  man  comes 
alon^,  daps  me  into  a  hamper  with  all  my 
relations,  and  takes  me  off  to  LeadenhaU 
Market-so  he  calls  it  Told  that  the  L.  C.  C. 
has  filled  all  the  park  ponds  with  sea-water  I 
No  more  use  for  tit— going  to  have  a  lot  of 
sea-gulls  instead.  What  treachery  I  {Later.) 
Sold 


SOUNDING  THE  ANTITOXIN ! 

{See  Dr,  Bobeon  Roose'e  exoellent  article  <m"The 
Spread  of  Diphtheria"  in  the  Fortnightly 
Review  for  December^  1894.) 

Thx  Antitoxin  sounds  I     "And  what  the 
doose 

Is  Antitoxin  P  "  cries  the  reader,  lightly. 
But  he  '11  not  chaff  if  he  reads  Bobson  Boose 

Upon  Diphtheria  in  the  new  Fortnightly, 
Then    he ^11  learn    how    the    "Antitoxic 


Attacks  bacilli  with  a  view  to  queer  'em. 

The  Antitoxin  sounds  to  a  new  war 
On    diphtheritic    microbes,     which    are 
rum'uns; 

And  Doctor  Booss,  perched  «>n  Hygeia*s  car. 
Bides  forth  in  battle-rig  to   spread  the 
summons. 

An  I   the  old  conquerors  were  mere  death- 
dealers, 

But   greatest    of    Earth's  heroes   are  the 
healers  I 

Their  war  is  on  man's  foes,  not  on  mankind. 

Hygpia  is  Humanity*s  "Little  Sister." 
Funds  for  her  service,  though. '  ti^  hard  to  find ; 

Hence  thisappealof  good  Sir  Joseph  Lisikr* 
For  money-aia,  successfully  t'>  urge 
The  war  of  the  new  cure  on  the  new  soourge. 

It  spreads,  it  strikes,  it  slays  our  little  ones 
In   legions;  deaths  in  twenty  years  it 
doubles ; 
Now  LoFFLER,  Klebs,  Boux,  Tebsin,  all 
great  guns. 
Attack  the  toxic  source  of  dread  throat- 
troubles. 
As    BoBsoN    Boose   expkins.     Bead— and 

remember- 
All  in  the  new  Fortnightly  for  December ! 

*  Chairman  of  the  Couneil  of  the  Britiih  In- 
stitute of  PrereotiTe  Medicine,  who  has  as  yet 
reoeived  only  £500  out  of  the  £2000  required  to 
prepare  the  Antitoxin  on  an  adequate  scale. 

Chbistmas  Diarit*.— 3fr.  PiiwcA  suggests 
that  the  publisher  of  these  should  pntfix  as 
an  advertisement  to  these  little  diaries, 
dainty  diaries,  pocket  companions,  and  so 
forth,  aU  delightful  Uttle  gifts,  Ovheka'i 
words,  "  Here 's  (De  la)  Bue  for  you/' 
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WORDS  TO  THE  WISE  WOMEN. 

Woman,  ia  unmeet  subjeots  oradely  taught, 
Stung  by  the  splendour  of  a  well- worn  thought, 
First  slirieks.  as  she  had  sat  iipon  a  irin. 
Then,  like  a  hen  amid  her  caoluing  kin. 
Fills  a  bewildered  world  with  loud,  officious 

din. 
In  time  inconstant  eren  to  abuse 
Oar  rebel  sisters  hoist  a  flag  of  truce. 
Through  deafened  ears  steala  Nature's  saner 

Yoioe, 
Bending  the  will  to  Mrs.  HoBSOir's  ohmoe. 
And,  half-ashuned,  with  truer  glance  they 

scan 
The  fancy-monster  they  have  made  of  Man. 
Left  to  herself,  with  ample  len^  of  rope, 
The  Pioneer,  relenting,  bids  him  nope, 
And  Man,  though  <3  his  manhood  nowise 

cured. 
Learns  that  by  women  he  may  be  endured. 
But  still,  ungrateful  or  aooustom'd  grown. 
He  leaves  the  thorny  sisterhood  alone. 
And,  bold  because  nis  oonscienoe  knows  no 

fear. 
Whispers  soft  counsel  to  the  Pioneer. 
First,   your   ioi-dUant  woman-slaTes   to 

raise, 
You  oopy  silly  men*s  most  feilly  ways. 
As  the  nbh  upstart  who  to  (on  aspires 
Keyeals  the  sordid  source  of  his  desires 
By  fehunning  culture,  dignity,  and  grace. 
To  follow  Folly*s  lead,  and  go  the  pace. 
So  boys,  first  freed  from  tutelage  and  rules. 
Set  forth  to  paint  the  city  totalgulea. 
With  this  excuse  for  draining  Folly's  cup, 
**  Boys  will  be  boys,"— but  you  are  quite  grown 

up. 
Too  onscious  still,  and  still  the  sUtcs  of  fuss, 
Tou  take  example  by  the  dregs  of  us. 
The  lantern- jaw*d  £ffeminat«i,  who  tell 
How  Truth  hes  wallowing  in  the  foulest  well ; 
The  critic  Zanies,  who  admire  a  poet. 
Only,  it  seems,  for  other  fools  to  know  it. 
Ana  found  Societies  of  glorious  name 
That  a  pri^c  President  may  filch  some  fame. 
Man,  still  more  human  as  he  learns  the 

more,  fioor. 

Seeks,  like  a  sportsman  true,  new  tasks  to 
Lane  wisdom  gathers  as  he  cracks  a  bottle 
With  Sages  who  'ye  ne'er  heard  of  Aristotub, 
Rates  at  their  proper  low  stage  in  creation 
The  prim  apostles  of  Examination. 
And  whether  learning  brings  him  tame,  or  no. 
Is  hapnier,  humbler,  gentler,  wiser  so. 
Ah,  leam  whate'er  you  will,  yet  spare  our 

hearts 
A  home-grown,  feminine  Baboo  of  Arts. 
BeUeye  it,  enyious  maids,  the  men  you  spurn. 
Think  little  of  the  honours  that  they  earn. 
Too  well  they  're  taught  in  common  sense's 

rules 
To  dwell  upon  their  triumphs  in  the  Schools, 
And  chiefly  prize  the  Baccalaureate  fur 
Because,  in  Ioye*s  young  days,  it  pleases  Her. 
But  3^,  in  purpose  tynnnously  strong. 
Get,  in  each  effort,  your  perspectiye  wron^. 
Learn  all  you  wish  to  learn,  exidtin  learning. 
For  Hsrmen's  torch  keep  midnight  oil  a- 

bumin^. 
Bulge  your  f  sir  foreheads  with  those  threaten- 
ing bumps, 
UBgraoeiul  as  an  intellectual  mumps, 
Be  blatant,  rude,  self-conscious  as  you  can. 
Be  all  you  feign— and  imitate —in  Man. 
Spurn  all  the  flne  traditions  of  the  past. 
Be  New  or  nothing— what 's  the  gam  at  last  P 

Toa  know  as  much,  with  hard-eyed,  harsh- 

yoicedjoy,  [boy; 

As  tiie  shock-headed,  shambling  flfth-form 

Adding,  what  his  sound  mind  would  neyer 

please. 
An  Asiatic  hunger  for  degrees. 
True  learning's  that  alone  whereon  are  based 
Clear  insight,  reason,  sympathy,  and  taste. 


GIVING   ONESELF   AWAY. 


The  Admiral  {standing  beside  his  portrait).   '*  You  'ys  no  idea  how  a  Bkard  chanoss 

THB  CHAKAOTEB  OF  A  Man's  PROFILE,   MlSS  SANDERSON.      JUST  LOOK  HERS  1 " 

Mise  Sanderson,  **  A— a— I  see  what  tou  mean." 


Not  relic- worshipping  of  bones  long  dry, 
A?  and  J/, 
fair  world  through 

do  the  sums  you  do. 

Still  less,  the  uttle,  little  world  of  cliques. 
Where  Mutual  Admiration  dons  the  breeks. 
And  then  proceeds  kind  tolerant  man  to  floutr— 
A  petulaniL  unresented  Barring-out. 

Meanwhile  our  faith  looks  on,  deyoid  of  fear. 
Facing  the  hatchet  of  the  Pioneer. 
Still  will  the  storm,  in  Nature's  potent  plan, 
Be  temper'd  to  the  shorn,  or  bearded|  man. 
Your  sex  will  still  be  perfect  in  its  place, 
With  Toioe  of  melody  and  soul  of  grace. 
Pose,  lecture,  worry,  copy  as  you  will« 
Man  will  be  man,  and  woman  woman  still  I 


The  Oams  of  Christmas  Cards.— That 
Father  Christmas  is  coining  to  town  with  his 
usual  entertainment  is  eyident  from  the  cards 
and  adyertisements  sent  eyerywhere  in  ad- 
yance.  What  is  the  impossible  future  of  the 
Christmas  card?  This  is  a  question  suggested 
by  the  modem  way  of  looking  at  things,  and 
especially  at  the  maryellous  ingenuity  with 
which  Raphaii«  Tuok  and  Son  haye  sayed 
their  cards  from  dwindling  into  the  obscurity 
of  dull  avero^tfnsss.  They  are  in  their  pristine 
freshness  scintillating  with  that  adhesiy e  frost 
on  simnle  summer  flowers  so  entirely  meta- 
phoriosl  of  the  season.  Their  dainty,  artistic, 
and  useful  calendars  inspire  one  with  a  cheer- 
ful fascination  to  begin  the  New  Year. 
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MORE    SHE-NOTES. 

{By  loPNA,  AtUhor  0/ **  A  Vellwr  PkuUr.") 
Chaptek  hi. 
CoLOUB-BLiivD  from  hirt  tenth  year,  Chamois  Htde  (late  of  Christ*!. 
Oxford,  not  to  be  confased  with  Cbristohoroh,  Cambridge),  had 
hitherto  ignored  details  rf  "ceaery ;  but  now  the  vermiliony  petal 
of  the  pimpernel,  the  rubicund  radix  of  the  carrot,  the  blue  of  the 
iasenwte  botUe-fly — these  reminded  him  respeotivdy  of  the  cheeks 
of  Ma&gjebihe,  her  hair,  the  spots  in  her  grey  eyes  where,  as  we 
said,  the  8oal  looked  throoffh.  Theharvest- 
pheaves  again  were,  broadly  speaking,  her 
iigure. 

Till  now  he  had  been  impervious  to  the 
new  femalehood,  rising  like  Proteus  from 
the  azure  f  lam ;  dumbly  he  had  waited  for  a 
woman  with  po:»sible  potentialities,  or,  fail- 
ing this,  with  potential  i>osf>ibilities. 

M.AB6ERINE,  whom  we  left  a  fortnight  ago 
inarticulately  gurgling  bjr  the  trout-stream, 
c-iught  the  note  of  a  step  in  the  briar-patch. 
With  her  budding  instinct  she  oould  tell  her 
lover's  footfall  half  a  mile  away,  waking  the 
age-echo  in  her  chest.  This  one  was  lifter 
and  less  gregarious.  In  her  sphinxy  way 
she  divined  that  it  belonged  to  a  woman 
with  Puritan  impossibilities  and  a  yellow 
plaster  next  her  heart. 

Under  a  ma<«k  of  habitual  and  hereditary 
reticence,  the  step  came  on,  revealing  a 
finished  creature,  gowned  beyond  all  mend- 
ing. Mabgebine,  whose  face  was  her  ewe- 
lamb,  became  sub-acutely  aware  of  her  own 
half-made  frock,  and  yearned  a  little  in  the 
other's  direction. 
'*  Oh !  "  she  said ;  '*  how  did  you  get  it  built  that  way  Y  1  mean 
the  gown."  The  woman's  voice  came  through  the  envelope  of 
MAROE&urB's  sub-consciousnens,  steely  clear  as  a  cheese-cutter. 
*'  My  name  is  Mrs.  Chamois  Htde.  In  other  words,  I  am  the  wife 
of  Mr.  Chamois  Hyde  ! " 

**  The  wife  of  Chamois  Hyde  ?  "  said  the  innocent  girl ;  "  I  do 
not  follow  you." 

'*  Let  me  explain,"  said  the  other,  unsparingly.  **  Chamois  Hyde, 
who  is  now  due  at  your  trout-stream"  (Mabgabine  smiled 
stoopingly),  **  is  my  husband.  I  say,  he  married  me.  Once  I  had 
a  maiden  name.  That  is  all  past.  I  changed  it  when  I  married. 
All  honourable  women  do.  /  am  honourable.  /  changed  mine. 
Now  I  am  Mrs.  Chamois  Hyde     See?" 

**  Can't  help  that,"  said  Mahgbbine  cheerfully;  '*he  loves  m«." 
This  was  the  folded-lamb's  point  of  view. 

**  Girl,  have  vou  no  shame  ?  "  This  was  the  other  woman's. 
"Rather  I  blush  for  you,'*  said  the  unfinished  creature.  **You 
couldn't  make  him  love  you,  you  cmldn't ;  you  're  the  hankering 
feminine  camterpart  of  the  man  in  the  other  book,  the  Yellow 
Plaster  book.  Now  it  is  too  late.  We  love  each  other.  The  matter 
is  taken  out  of  our  hands.  We  are  merelv  impassive,  irresponsible, 
agents.  Do  try  and  look  at  the  case  as  I  do,  from  an  unbiasbcd,  im- 
personal, point  of  view ;  and  see  that  th«  fault  U  utterly  your  own." 
The  girl's  regard  for  her  lover  had  suffered  no  transitional  throw- 
ing-back  at  the  news  of  his  deception.  She  was  overwhelming  with 
her  palpabilites.  Ah!  it  is  the^e  that  men  love -palpabilities. 
•'And  have  I  none?"  moaned  the  unhappy  wife.  '*  It  I  could 
blush,  could  only  blu^h !  He  would  have  loved  me  then.  But  stay, 
he  is  colour-blind ;  I  forgot." 

*'  I  said  jubt  now  I  would  blush 
for  you,"  replied  the  other,  who 
had  been  under  the  eaves  over- 
hearing her  thoughts.  *'  And  to 
think  of  the  chances  you  have 
miFsed,  and  with  a  gown  like 
that  I  Why,  if  you  are  his 
wife,  you  must  often  have  met 
him  about,  and  not  had  to  make 
arrangements  at  a  trout-stream 
like  me.  Conceivably  he  has 
even  kissed  you.  I  read  once  of 
a  married  man  who  kissed  his 
wife."  She  suddenly  stopped; 
not  that  one  of  her  intoxicating 


IWorth  re-tailing. 


gutturals  had  come  loose ;  but  an  odd  fiood  of  pathos  was  playing  on  the 
other's  brow  as  she  caught  sight  of  Chamois  whistling  aloofly  behind 
a  sycamore,  and  went  in  thought  all  over  that  first  kiss,  complicated, 
perhaps,  perhaps  rather  billiardy,  but  still  a  thing  to  remember. 

Like  a  cloud  the  stigma  lifted,  and  Mabobbinb  guessed  her  horrid 
secret.    "  You  love  him  too  ?   I  never  thought  of  that.    How  forget- 


ful of  me  I  But  if  you  love  him  and  /  love  him,  why.  we  both  love 
him !  This  is  too  much !  "  For  a  moment  both  of  them  pulsated 
even  as  one  tuning-fork.  Though  sundered  by  the  estranging  ocean 
of  the  past  that  had  closed  its  Ud  between  them,  leaving  them  like 
shuttlecocks,  eiok  with  strong  do^es  of  womanhood  and  expmence, 
now  that  Chamois,  steadied  by  his  breeding,  was  rapidly  joining 
the  party,  the  two  women  leaned  against  one  another  (how  seldom 
womi-n  do  this !),  and  waited,  containedly  restless.  But  the  man,  as 
I  said  before,  comes  into  the  next  chapter,  if  we  ever  get  as  far. 


TRUE  GLORY. 


["  For  assistiog  in  destroying  a  legeod,  the  Rdv.  Dr.  Nicholson,  who 
pulverised  Ignatius  Donnelly's  celebrated  cryptogram,  is  to  be  presented 
with  an  iliumiuated  address.'' — Dailjf  TeUgraph,  Nov.  28.] 

I've  always  been  courageous,  in  a 

modest  sort  of  way, 
And  sought  an  opportunity  my 

valour  to  display, 
There's  nothing  I^d  like  better 

than  to  lead  a  cmqueringhost. 
If  Stsvenson  or  Conan  Dotls 

would  offer  me  a  post. 

But,  in  real  life,  such  chances  are 

extremely  hard  to  find. 
They  disregard  the  model,  too, 

^ou  've  carefully  designed, 
For  if  a  foe — a  barglar,  say— you 

venture  to  attack, 
Thedibagreeable  sc  jundrel's  rather 

apt  to  hit  you  back. 

But  here  *s  a  way— it 's  safer  far, 

as  you  will  soon  confess, — 
To  have  your  courage  recognised 

and  praised  in  an  Address ; 
It 's  a  sort  of  learned  skittles,  and  the  method  of  it 's  plain — 
You  gravely  set  a  dummy  up,  and  knock  it  down  again. 

Just  gt^t  a  friend  to  postulate  that  Tennyson  's  a  sham. 

That  Martin  Tuppeh  wrote  the  whole  of  In  Memoriam^ 

Or  else,  that  Robkkt  Browning's  greatest  work  was  Nancy  Lee, 

And  then — you  prove  your  friend  is  wrong — and  there  you  are,  you  see. 

They  Ml  give  you  testimonials,  many  speakers  will  allude 
In  tines  of  deep  emotion  to  *'  a  nation's  gratitude  "  ; 
So  if  you  sigh  tor  (?lorj,  I  can  rec  »mmend  the  game, 
For  literary  ninepins  is  a  speedy  path  to  fame ! 


NEW  HONOURS. 

Last  week  Solicitor-Qeneral  Frank  Lockwood,  Q.C,  M.P.,  was 
knighted.  So.  was  the  High  Sheriff  of  Surrey,  Mr.  Fred  Wioan. 
Quite  ^propriate  that  Queen*8  Counsel  Luckwoob  should  M)pear 
with  Wig-an*— the  g«»wn  too,  of  cmrse.  After  this  J.  Weeks 
SzLUMPER  was  made  a  knight,  and  has  now  another  *'  s"  added  to  his 
name.  All  hail.  Sir  Szlumpeb,  or  **Zir  Zlumpek!"  As  the  ex- 
mayor  of  Richmond  quitted  (backwards)  the  Royal  Presence,  did  a 
concealed  choir  sing  a  verse  of  the  aocient  ballad  commencing 
**  Slumber  my  darliug,'*  and  for  this  occision  altered  to 
**  SzLUMPBR  my  darliog ! " 


LATEST  WAR  INTELLIGENCE. 
In  the  House  of  Commons,  and  elxewhere,  the  Sbcretart  op  State 
POR  War  is  accustomed  to  have  appeals  made  to  him 
to  assist  in  providing  facilities  for  the  engagement 
and  remunerative  occupation  of  soldiers  and  non- 
flommistioned  officers  no  lon^^er  on  active  service. 
We  are  glad  to  notice,  from  the  subjoined  adverti:»e- 
ment,  which  appeared  in  the  Daily  N'ews  of  Thurs- 
day, that  the  public  are  themselves  taking  the  matter 
in  hand: — 


TWO  GENERALS  WANTED.  a«  Conk  and  Uou,emaid, 
for  one  ladf.    Light,  comfortable  situatioa.     Good 
wag**B. — Apply,  &c. 

The  advertiser,  it  will  be  observed,  flies  at  higher 
rank  than  that  usually  c«»nsidered  in  this  connection.  ^. 
But  the  situation  is  **  light  "and  **  comfortable,"  with 
**good  wages"  pertaining,  and  she  hai  some  right  to 
look  for  applicants  of  superior  station.  We  presume 
that  on  festive  occasions  the  gallant  officers  would*be  expected  to 
don  their  uniforms.  Few  things  would  be  more  striking  than  to  see 
a  general,  probably  wearing  his  war  medals,  sweeping^the  front  door- 
step, whilst  through  the  kitchen  window  a  glimpse^was  caught  of  a 
brotoer  officer,  in  zull  tog,  lardiog  a  ph( 
Diyili/ud 


IdT^oogle — 
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DE    GUSTIBUS. 

"Six  'mr,  as  jitst  pabst  usf    That's  Miss  Sklina  Dbybbbttic, 

%8  SIHOS    AT    TBB    NOBTB    LONDON    TlYOLl.       ShK  's    THE    POOriBST 

Gal  in  Gamdbn  Town,  that  littlb  Tabt  is  t " 

"Grr  ALONG  wirn  ybb  1     She  's  oot  a  Chest  like  a  Shillin' 
R4BBrr  I  •' 


A  TREE  WITH  VAKIEGATED  LEAVES. 

Ths  following  oommunications  haye  found  their  way  into  the 
Editor's  box  at  85,  Fleet  Street,  and  are  published  that  their  writers 
may  claim  them.  As  most  of  the  signatures  were  more  or  less 
illegible,  it  has  been  oonsidered  advisable  to  suppress  them,  to 
preyent  the  possibility  of  mistakes.  Hie  only  exception  that  has 
been  made  to  this  rale  is  in  the  case  of  the  last  letter,  wherein 
seemingly  is  summed  up  the  moral  of  the  controversy. 

Communication  No.  1,  dated  Tuesday, 
Is  it  not  time,  considering  that  there  is  nothing  of  particular 
interest  attracting  public  attention,  that  a  protest  should  be  raised 
against  the  *'  Society  '^  plays  which  occupy  tne  stages  of  some  of  our 
best  theatres  ?  Ton  see  I  pave  the  way  to  my  gentle  reproof  by  but- 
tering up  vested  interests.  To  do  this  the  better,  I  will  say  something 
nice  about  '*our  most  capable  actors,"  and  write  "I  remember 
Buckstonb,  and  Sotheen,  the  Bancbofts,  and,  aye,  Mr.  Tbxb 
himself."  This  will  prove  that  there  is  no  malice  in  my  suggestions. 
Let  me  describe  the  piece  to  which,  ia  the  dead  season  of  the  year, 
I  object.  Tlie  plot  is  centred  in  the  love  for  each  other  of  a  par- 
tiaUy-reclaimed  ladjr  and  an  opium-drinking  gentleman ;  I  might 
use  stronger  expressions,  but  I  Know  your  paper  is  intended  for  the 
family  rather  than  the  oress-circle,  and  my  language  is  therefore 
modulated  to  meet  the  modest  requirements  of  the  case.  Take  it 
from  me,  Sir,  that  the  story  of  these  two  iodividuals  i^  nauseous  and 
degrading.  I  say  that  its  unravelling  should  not  be  fuisted  on  the 
public  in  a  modem  play.  But  that  you  may  not  consider  mv  impres- 
sions libellous,  I  add  that  the  piece  is  Unely  staged,  and  in  parts 
well  written.  For  all  that,  I  cannot  imagine  why  the  manager,  with 
his  lofty  ideas  of  the  function  of  a  theatre  as  a  medium  of  education, 
has  permitted  himself  to  produce  it.  And  if  that  observation  does 
not  draw  the  manager  in  question,  my  name  is  not  X.  Y.  Z. 

Communication  No,  2,  dated  Wednesday, 
Your  anonymous  contributor  '*of  London"  (mark  the  sarcasm!) 


was  right  in  imagining  that  I  would  be  drawn.  1  consider  it  my 
duty  to  Mr.  Henbt  Akthub  Jones  to  say  something  about  his 
"  accustomed  combative  {[eniaUty^"  and  to  Mr.  Haddon  Chajcbebs  to 
refer  to  his  '*  cheery  stoicism."  I  will  also  allude  to  Mr.  Pinbbo,  but 
as  he  is  not  writing  for  my  theatre  just  now,  merely  record  my  oon- 
viction  that  he  will  be  able  to  survive  the  sneers  against  The  Second 
Mrs,  Tanqueray—*'  a  play  which  has  made  a  deep  and  lasting  im- 
pression on  the  thinking  public."  And  when  I  write  *' lasting," 
I  am  the  more  obliging,  as  I  assume  the  role  of  a  prophet.  It  will  be 
*'  lasting,"  I  am  sure.  The  **  thinking  public,"  of  course,  are  those 
admirable  and  intellectual  persons  who  fill  the  stalls  and  boxes  of  my 
theatre,  and  the  stalls  and  boxes  of  kindred  establishments. 

And,  while  I  am  talking  of  '*  thinking,"  let  me  insist  that  the 
criticism  of  the  piece  by  the  anonymous  one  "  of  London  "  (mark  the 
irony !)  is  not  a  personal  matter,  but  a  question  that  affects  the 
freedom  of  the  thinking  community.  This  is  a  generation  that  has 
outgrown  "  the  skirts  of  the  young  lady  of  fifteen  " ;  and  it  behoves 
all  to  understand  the  meaning  of  that  apt  sentence,  and  to  regard 
with  a  jealous  eye  any  attempt  to  crib,  cabin,  and  confine  the 
devebpment  of  contemporary  thought.  **  Crib,  cabin^  and  confine  " 
is  also  good,  and  entirely  worthy  of  your  serious  consideration.  At 
a  time  when  the  stalls  are  10«.  6d,,  and  the  family-circle  available 
to  those  who  will  not  run  to  gold,  is  a  literary  dand^  (in  whose 
stained  forefinger  I  seem  to  detect  the  sign  of  an  old  journalistic 
hand)  to  pass  a  vote  of  censure  on  Shakspbabe  because,  forsooth, 
Hamlet  was  not  forgotten  f  1  trust  not.  And  shall  the  pubUo 
(mark  you  the  intellectual,  the  praiseworthy— in  a  word,  the 
'* thinking  public")  be  debarred  from  taking  their  piece  in  their 
favourite  theatre  because,  forsooth,  there  is  an  interesting  corre- 
spondence in  newspapers  in  the  dullest  season  of  the  decrepit  old 
year  P    Again— I  trust  not 

Communication  No,  3— once  more  dated  Wednesday, 

I  beg  to  ask  your  permission,  as  an  old  playgoer,  to  see  myself  in 
print.  I  do  not  pretend  to  be  able  to  write  myself,  but  an  eminent 
Utth-ateur^  in  a  recent  number  of  a  popular  monthlv  magazine,  has 
done  good  service  by  enforcing  the  untruthful  cnaracter  of  the 
*  *  problem  "  pieces  recently  presented  to  the  public  audiences.  I  have 
not  the  ability  to  comment  on  this  unpleasant  phase  of  the  histrionic 
profession,  so  merely  observe  (with  a  recollection  of  an  old-world 
story)  '*  them 's  my  sentiments." 

Communication  No,  4,  dated  Thursday, 

No  doubt  this  letter  will  reach  you  with  many  others,  with  signa- 
tures anonvmous  and  otherwise.  Bdn^  a  bit  spiteful  I  will  confine 
myself  to  five  lines  in  the  hope  of  gaining  insertion.  Are  not  pieces 
with  "  girls  with  a  past "  played  out  ?  Then  why  slay  the  slain  ?  I 
am  sure  healthier  work  will  now  be  submitted  to  the  public.  And 
when  that  happy  time  arrives  there  will  be  found  on  my  bookshelves 
certain  brown-paper-coyered  tomes  that  are  waiting  the  inspection 
of  every  actor-manager  in  London.  Need  I  say  more  P  You  yourself. 
Sir,  win  practically  answer  the  question. 

Communication  No,  5,  dated  Friday, 

Permit  me  to  keep  the  ball  a  rolling.  Whv  is  the  **  youn^  lady 
of  fifteen "  to  be  alone  protected  ?  Are  not  the  boys  and  girls  of 
an  older  growth  to  be  also  preserved  from  contamination  F  What  is 
to  be  done  for  that  large  class  of  playgoers  who  have  entered  their 
second  childhood  P 

Communication  No,  6,  dated  ScUurday, 

Now  that  a  piece  at  present  beinff  played  at  a  West-End  theatre 
has  been  well  advertised  for  a  wnde  week  in  the  more  largely- 
read  columns  of  a  most  infiuential  daily  pap^,  it  is  to  be  sincerely 
hoped  that  Box  and  Cox  are  satisfied.  {Signed)         Bounceb. 


WITH  KIND  REGARDS. 


•*  With  kind  regards  " — *tis  good  to  see  your  writing 

Even  on  meagre  correspondence-cards. 
But  would  more  matter  you  had  been  inditing 
With  kind  regards ! 

Below  you  add  that  you  are  *'  mine  sincerely," 
I  wonder  if  in  those  two  words  you  wrote 

A  sweet  confession  that  you  care— or  merely 
The  usual  ending  to  a  friendly  note  P 

I  wonder  if  that  week  you  still  remember. 
The  ^ootinff  lunches  and  round  gaines  of  cards. 

Our  walks  and  talks  that  wonderful  September — 
I  wonder  what  you  meant  by  **  kind  regards  *' ! 

With  kind  regards,  and  eyes  that,  reading,  soften 

I  read  your  note,  most  blessed  among  cards. 
And  think  of  you — I  dare  not  say  how  often — 
With  kind  regards. 


Appbopbiatb.>-7^  Command  of  the  Sea,  by  WiLKDreoN  Shaw. 
The  author  will  be  hereafter  known  as  "  Sea-Shaw." 
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DeapenUe  PonHon  o/Meur$,  Dufer  amd  Fhiunk,  toKo  are  rival  aapiranii/or  the  hand  of  Mies  Di. 
Mies  Di(unabU  Ui  get  her  Horde  U>  fau  the  water  ae  a  jwtt^)^  "Oh,  do  plbasi,  onx  of  toi7,  jvst  tet  if  that  Pulob  is  fobdabuiI" 

[N.B,—^aid  "  PIom  "  is  reptyrUd  to  be  a  good  twelve  feet  dsqt  bmforb  you  oome  to  the  mud. 


LOVE'S  LABOUE  NOT  LOST! 

(A  Dramatic  Scene,  with  Suggestions  from  Shakspeare,) 

Qcxxn.'-A  British  Quay.  Enter  The  Visible  Prinoe  (like  the  King 
and  his  companions  in  ** Zove*s  Labour's  Lost^*)  "m  Bussian 
habits,"  but  oeariny  a  true  British  face^  not  masked.  To  him 
enters  the  most  loyal  and  loving  of  his  subjects  and  sage  coun- 
seUors^  Mr.  Panoh. 
Mr,  Punch  {joyously),  **A11  hail  the  pleasantest  Prinoe  upon  the 

earth!" 
Prince  (gaily),  "  Behayionr,  what  wert  thou,  till  this  man  8how*d 

tfieeP" 
Mr,  Punch,  Well  capped,  my  Prinoe ! 
Prince,  Be  you  the  same,  good  friend  I 

*'  Your  bonnet  to  its  right  use ;  'tis  for  the  head," 

(As  Hamlet  said)^  and  **  'tis  indifferent  oold." 
Mr,  Punch,  *'  It  is  a  mpping  and  an  eager  air  " — 

As  not  unusual  in  our  Isle's  December ! 
Prince,  *'  The  air  bites  shrewdly :  it  is  very  cold." 

I  feel  it,  Punchy  through  ail  my  Russian  sables, 

lliough  I  'm  from  Muscovy. 
Mr,  Punch,  What  met  you  there.  Sir  P 

Prince  (promptly),  "Nothhto  but  peace,  akd  gbhtle  visitation  I" 
Mr,  Punch  [applauding).  Most  aptly  quoted.  Sir  I    The  happiest 
"lift,^* 

From  him  the  ever  applicable  bard, 

I  've  met  this  many  a  moon. 
Prtnce,  Olad  to  be  back 

To  English  shores— and  you— for  all  the  love 

I  leave  behind,  and  all  the  cold  I  oome  to. 
Mr.  Punch.  Not  in  our  hearts,  my  Prince,  not  in  our  hearts  I 
Prince.  Nay,  that  I  '11  swear.    Witness  your  presence  here 

This  chilling  day,    '*  How  many  weary  steps 

Of  many  weary  miles  you  have  o*ergone ! " 
Mr,  Punch.  "  We  number  nothing  that  we  spend  for  you : 

Our  duty  is  so  rich,  so  infinite, 

That  we  may  do  it  still  without  account." 

When  you  "  vouchsafe  the  sunshine  of  your  face." 
Prince  [laughing).  Punch,  know  you  all  the  Swan  ? 
Mr,  Punch,  E'en  as  the  Swan 

Knows  all  hia  Punch,  whicn  is  his  favourite  reading 


In  the  Elyilan  Fields ;  and  one  good  turn 

Deserves  another  I    But,  m]r  At.biet  Sdwa£d. 

**  What  did  the  Russian  whisper  in  your  ear  P  " 
Prince,  Punchius,  '*  He  swore  that  ne  did  hold  me  dear 

As  precious  eyesight,  and  did  value  me 

Above  this  world ;  adding  thereto,  moreover. 

That  he  would  ever  live  our  England's  lover.'' 
Mr.  Punch,  "  Gk)d  give  thee  joy  of  him  I    The  noble  Tsah 

Most  honourably  will  uphold  his  word  " 

As  I  doubt  not.    I  'm  happy  o'  your  visit. 

•'  But  what.  Sir,  purpose  uiey  to  visit  us  P" 
Prince,  "  They  do,  they  do.  and  all  apparel'd  thuB 

like  Muscovites,  or  Russians,  as  I  dress. 

Their  purpose  is  to  parle,  to  court,  to  dance. 

And  every  one  his  love-feat  will  advance." 
Mr.  Punch,  As  you  have  done,  my  Prince,  at  sorrow's  flood 

Takinff  the  tide  of  frank  affection,  like 

A  skilled  and  trusty  pilot    Such  a  Prinoe, 

Good  faith,  is  worth  a  dozen  diplomats 

And  many  full-aimed  legions. 
Prince.  May  it  prove  so  I 

Mr,  Punch.  Well,  let  them  come !    '*  Disgms'd  like  Muscovites  ' 

(As  Rosaline  said)  we  'U  know  them  still  as  friends ; 

And  they  '11  find  here,  as  you  there  found,  my  Prince, 

**  Nothing  but  peace,  aitd  gentle  visiTATioir  III"* 

[Exeunt  together, 
•  Zov^e  LabourU  Lost,  Act  Y.,  Scene  2. 

MUCHrADO  ABOUT  NOTHING. 
A  TEMPEST  in  a  teapot  stands,  one  knows, 
For  noisy  nothing  in  the  realms  of  prose. 
But  what  is  that  to  the  prodigious  pother 
When  Minor  Poets  pulverise  each  other  P 
'•  Birds  in  their  little  nests  aaree,"— all  riyhtl 
Bards  in  their  little  books  fall  out  and  fight 
The  birds  of  which  the  pious  rhymster  sings 
Sure  were  not  **  singing  birds  "—those  angrv  things  I 
Who  TOune  themselves  and  peck  each  other  frightfully. 
Alas  tnat  warblers  should  contend  so  spitefully. 
AU— save  the  cynic— mourn  the  Muse's  losi* 
When  Gosfis  snubs  Gale,  or  Gale  be-Uiziaids  Goan ! 

)gTe — 
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pleasures  of  antioipation  as  long  as  possible.    (To  the  rest,)    Well, 

are  you  ooming  ?  [All  except  VvjosBSSELLfoUow  their  ho$t  out 

Und.  {alone,  to  himself ),  If  thejr  tliiiik  I'm  goimr  to  be  po/ro- 

nised,  or  suppress  my  honest  oonviotionB !    Now  I  '11  go  and  pick 

those (Lady  Maisix  enters  from  the  Conservatory,)    Ah,  iSdy 

Maisie,  I  have  been  trying  to  find  you.     I  had  plucked  a  few 


LYRE   AND    LANCET. 

{A  Story  in  Scenes.) 
PART  XHV.— THE  HAPPY  DISPATCH. 

"  Perhaps  it  wM.right  to  dinemble  your  lore,  but " 

Scene  XXXV,— TAu  Morning  Boom,    Tjmr— About  1  p.m. 
Under  shell  Uo  himself  alone).  I  'm  rather  sorry  that  that  Miss 

Spelwake  couldn't  stay.  ** She's  a  trifle  angular— but  clever.    It  ^  ^, 

was  distinctly  sharp  of  her  to  see  through  that  fellow  Spubeell  from   you  should  have  given  yourself  such  unnecessary  troublcc 
the  first,  and  lav  such  an  ingenious  little  trap  for  him.    And  she !      Utid,  [detaining  her,  as  she  seemed  about  to  pass  on).  I  have 
has  a  great  feeung.  for  Literature— knows  my  verses  bv  heart,  1 1  another  piece  of  intelligence  which  you  may  hear  less— «r—philo- 
discovered.  quite  accidentally.    All  the  same,  I  wish  she  hadn't  I  sophically,  Lady  Maibis.    Your  bete  noire  has  returned, 
intercepted  tnose  snowdrops.    Now  I  shall  have  to  go  out  and  pick       Lady  Maisieiwith  lifted  eyebrows).  Mv  bete  noire,  Mr.  Blaie  Y 
some  more.  (Sounds  outside  in  the  entrance  hall.)  Too  late — ^they  've  !      Vnd.  Why  affect  not  to  underbtand  ?   1  have  an  infallible  instinct 


snow^ps,  which  I  promised  myself  the  pleasure  of  presenting  to 
you.    Unfortunately  they — er— failed  to  reach  their  destination. 
Lady  Maisie  (distantly).  Thanks,  Mr.  Blair;  I  am  only  sorry 


got  back  from  church ! 

Mrs.  Brooke- Chatteris  Entering 
with  Lady  Rhoda,  Sir  Rupebt, 
anef  Bkaepark).  Such  a  nice,  i)lain, 
simple  service— I  'm  positively 
ravenous  ! 

Lady  jRAf^rfoJStruck  me  some  of 
those  chubby  choir-boys  wanted 
smackin'.  What  a  business  it 
seems  to  get  the  servants  nroi)erly 
into  their  pew ;  as  bad  as  ooxin'  a 
string  of  hunters!  As  for  you, 
Archie,  the  way  you  fidgeted 
durin'  the  sermon  was  down  right 
dipgraceful  1  ...  So  there  you  are, 
Mr.  Blair  ;  not  been  to  Church ; 
but  I  forgot— p*raps  you  're  a  Dis- 
senter, or  somethin'  r 

Und,  (annoyed).  Only,  Lady 
HuoDA,  in  the  sense  that  I  have 
hitherto  failed  to  discover  any  form 
of  creed  that  commands  my  in- 
tellectual assent. 

LadyBhoda  (unimpressed).  I  ex- 
pect you  haven't  tried.  Are  you  a — 
what  d'ye  call  it  ? — aLaoedemoniac  ? 

Und,  (with  lofty  t(^lerance),  I  pre- 
sume you  mean  a  *'  Laodicean." 
No,  I  should  rather  describe  myself 
as  a  Deist 

Archie  (in  a  surly  undertone). 
What's  a  Ifeast  when  he's  at 
home  ?  If  he  'd  said  a  Beast  now  I 
(Aloud,  as  PlLLlNRR  enters  with 
Captain  Thicknesse.)  Hullo,  why 
here 's  Thickxesse!  So  you  havetiH 
gone  after  all,  then  ? 

Captain  Thicknesse.  What  an 
observant  young  beggar  you  are, 
Beabpare!  Nothin'  escapes  you. 
No,  I  haven't.  (To  Sir  Rupert, 
rather  sheepishly}^  Fact  is,  Sir^  I 
—I  somehow  ju8t  missed  the  tram, 
and — and — thought  I  might  as  well 
come  back,  instead  of  waitin'  about, 
don't  you  know. 

Sir:Bupert  (heartily).  Why,  of 
course,  my  dear  boy,  of  course! 
Never  have  forgiven  you  if  you 
hadn't,     -  * 


in  all  matters  concerning  you,  and, 
sweetly  tolerant  as  you  are,  I  in- 
stantly divined  what  an  insuffer- 
able nuisance  you  found  our  mili- 
tarv  friend.  Captain  Thicknssss. 

Lady  Maisie.  There  are  limits 
even  to  mu  tolerance,  Mr.  Blair. 
I  admit  I  nod  some  people  insuffer- 
able—but Captain  Thicknesse  is 
not  one  of  them. 

Und,  Then  appearances  are  de- 
ceptive   indeed.       Come,       Lady 
Maisie,  surelv  you  can  trust  Me ! 
[Lady  Cantirb  enters. 

Lady  Cantire  (tn  her  most  awful 
tones),  Maisie,  my  dear,  I  app<'ar 
to  have  interrupted  an  interview  of 
a  somewhat  confidential  duuracter. 
If  so,  pray  let  me  know  it,  and  I 
will  go  elsewhere. 

Lady  Maisie  (calmly).  Not  in  the 
very  least,  Mamma.  Mr.  Blatr 
was  merely  trying  to  prepare  me 
for  the  fact  that  Captain  Thice- 
iTESSE  has  come  back;  which  was 
quite  needless,  a**  I  happen  to  have 
heard  it  already  from  his  own  lips. 

Lady  Cant.  ([Captain  Thickkxsse 
come  back  I  (To  Undeeshell.)  I 
wish  to  speak  to  my  daughter. 
May  I  ask  you  to  leave  us  ? 

Und.  With  pleasure.  Lady  Cak- 
TIRE.  (To  himself,  as  he  retires.) 
What  a  confoimmate  actress  that 
girl  is  I    And  what  a  coquette  I 

Lady  Cant,  (after  a  silence). 
Maisie,  what  does  all  this  mean  ? 
No  nonsense  now !  Wha  brought 
Gerald  Thicenesse  back 

Lady  Maisie.  I  suppose  the  dog- 
cart, Mamma.  He  missed  Ms  train, 
you  know.  I  don't  think  he  minds 
— much. 

Lady  Cant.  Let  me  tell  you 
this,  my  dear.    It  is  a  great  deal 

more  than  you  deserve  after 

How  long  has  he  come  back  for  f 

Lady  Maisie,  Only  a  few  hours : 
but— but  from  things  he  said,  1 


"  Perhaps  -  when  you  come  to  think  over  it  all  quietly— you  wifl. 

Great  nuisance  for  you,  though.    Hope  you  blew  the  fool ,  fancy  he  would  stay  on  longer— if  Aunt  Alboia  sskej  him, 
of  a  man  up ;  he  ought  to  have  been  round  in  plenty  of  time.  Lady  Cant,  Th<m  we  may  consider  that  settl  d  ;  he  stays.    (Lady 

Capt.  Thick,  Not  the  groom's  fault.  Sir.    I  kept  him  waitin'  a  Ctjlverin  appears)     Here  is  your  Aunt.    You  bad  better  leave  us, 
bit,  and— and  we  had  to  stop  to  shift  the  seat  and  that,  and  so 

Utid.  [to  himself).  Great  blundering  booby !    Can't  ne  see  nobody 

mts  him  Iiere  :    A«*  if  he  hadn't  bored  poor  Lady  Maisie  enough 


wants 

at  breakfast! 
I  suppose ! 
Sir  Bnp.  JR^  an  hour  to  lunch  I 


I  my  dear. 

!     Somewhat  Later; 


THE  Partt  have  Assekcbled  fob  Lukch. 


Ah,  well,  I  must  come  to  her  rescue  once  more. 
Anybody  like  to  come  round  to 


the  stables  ?    I  'm  going  to  see  how  my  wife's  horse  Deerfoot  is  |  with  Deerfoot 


Sir  Bup.  (to  his  wife).  Well,  my  dear,  I've  seen  that  young 
Spubebll  (smart  fellow  he  is  too,  thortiughly  up  in  his  business), 
and  you'll  be  glad  to  hear  he  can't  find  anything  seriously  wnmg 


getting  on.    Fond  of  horses,  eh,  Mr.— ^  -Undebshell  ?    Care  to 
come  with  us  ? 

Und,  (to  himself).  I  've  seen  quite  enough  of  that  beast  already ! 

kiloud,    with  sotne  asperity,)  You  must   reaUy  excuse   me,    Sir 
UPERT.    I  am  at  one  with  Mr.  Rusicek— I  detest  horses. 
Sir  Bup.  Ah  ?    Pity.    We  're  rather  fond  of  'em  here.    But  we 
can*t  expect  a  poet  to  be  a  sportsman,  eh  P 

Und,  Tor  my  own  poor  part,  I  confess  I  look  forward  to  a  day. 
not  far  distant,  whHu  the  spread  of  civilisation  will  have  aboliBhed 
ever^  form  of  so-called  Sport. 

Str  Bup,  Do  you,  though?  (After  conquering  a  choke  with 
difficuHy.)    Allow  me  to  hope  that  you  will  continue  to  eigoy  the 


Und.  (fn  the  background,  to  himself).  No  more  could  I,  for  that 
matter  I 

Sir  Bup,  He 's  dear  it  isn't  navicular,  which  Adams  wbji  afraid 
of,  and  he  thinks,  with  care  and  rest,  you  know,  the  horse  will  be  as 
fit  as  a  fiddle  in  a  very  few  days. 

Und.  (to  himself).  Just  exactly  what  I  told  them ;  but  the  fools 
wouldn't  believe  me  / 

Lady  Culverin.  Oh,  RuPERT,  I  am  so  glad.  How  clever  of  that 
nice  M.r.  Spurrbll  !  I  was  afraid  my  poor  Deerfoot  would  have  to 
be  shot. 

Und.  (io  htmseff).  She  may  thank  me  that  he  wasn't.  And  this 
fellow  gets  ail  the  a 


other  i 


)  credit  for  it.    How  like  life  I 
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Lady  Maitte."  And^  Uncle  Rupsbt,  how  about— «l)(mt  PHiLUPflGir, 
yoo^ow  ?    Is  it  all  rifrht.? 

c  Sir  jRup.  PHiLLiPSOMff    Ohflwhy,  'pon  my  word,  my  dear,  didn't 
think  of  asking. 

Lady  Rhoda,  Bnt'/'did,  Maish.  And  they  met  thiBmnrnin', 
and  it's  all  settled,  and  they're  as  happy  as  they  can  be.  Ezoept 
that  he''B  on  the  look  out  for  a  mysterious  stranger,  who  disappeared 
last  night,  after  tryin'  to  make  desperate  lore  to  her.  He  is  deter- 
mined, if  he  can  find  him,  to  give  him  a  ])ieoe  of  his  mind. 

[Undbbshsll  disguisea  his  §xtrems  uneaainesi, 

PUUner.  And  the  whole  of  a  horsewhip.  He  inyited  my  opinion 
of  it  as  an  implement  of  castigation.  Kind  of  thing,  you  know,  that 
would  impart  *'  proficiency  in  the  trois  temps^  as  danced  in  the  most 
select  drolefl,"  in  a  single  lesson  to  a  lame  Mar. 

Und,  (to  himself),  1  don't  stir  a  step  out  of  this  house  while  I  'm 
here,  that 'sail  I 

Sir  JRuv.  Ha-ha  t  Athletic  young  chap  that.  Glad  to  see  him 
in  the  field  next  Tuesday.  By  the  way,  Albdoa,  you  've  heard 
how  THicKifESSE  here  contriyed  to  miss  his  train  this  morning  P 
Onr  gain,  of  course ;  but  still  we  must  manage  to  get  you  back  to 
Aldershot  to-niffht,  my  boy,  or  you  '11  get  called  over  the  coals  by 
your  Colonel  when  you  do  put  in  an  appearance,  hey  ?  Now,  let 's 
see ;  what  train  ought  you  to  catch  ? 

{He  takes  up  '*  Bradshato**  from  a  terittng-tabie. 

Lady  Cant  {possessing  herself  of  the  volume).  Allow  me,  Rupkbt, 
my  eyes  are  Wtfr  tiian  yours.  I  will  look  out  his  trairfl  for  him. 
(After  cotuulting  various  pages,)  Just  as  1  thought!  Quite  im- 
possible for  him  to  reach  North  Camp  to-night  now.  There  isn't  a 
train  till  idz,  and  that  gets  to  town  just  too  late  for  him  to  drive 
across  to  Waterloo  and  catch  the  last  Aldershot  train.  So  there 's  no 
more  to  be  said.  [She  puts  "  Bradshaw  "  away. 

Capt.  Thick,  (unth  undisguised  relief).  Oh,  well,  dessay  they 
won't  kick  up  much  of  a  row  if  I  don't  get  back  till  to-morrow,— or 
the  day  after ^  if  it  comes  to  that. 

Und,  (to  himself).  It  shanH  oome  to  that— if  I  can  prevent  it ! 
Lady  Maibie  is  quite  in  despair,  1  can  see.  (Aloud.)  Indeed? 
I  was— a— not  aware  that  discipline  was  quite  so  lax  as  that  in  the 

British  Army.    And  surely  officers  should  set  an  example  of 

[He  finds  that  his  intervention  has  nroduced  a  distinct  sensation^ 
and^  taking  up  the  discarded  '*  Bradshaw ^^^  becomes 
enarossed  in  its  study, ' 

Capt.  Thick,  (ignoring  him  completely).  It 's  like  this.  Lady  CuL- 
vxRor.  Somehow  I— 1  muddled  up  the  dates,  don't  you  know.  Mean 
to  say,  got  it  into  my  head  to-day  was  the  20th,  instead  of  only 
the  18th.    (Lamelu.)    That 'show  it  tra«. 

Lady  Cuh,  Delightful,  my  dear  Oekald.  Then  we  shall  keep 
you  here  till  Tuesday,  of  course  f 

Und,  (looking  up  from  **  Bradshaw**  impulsively).  Lady  CuL- 
vsRiK,  I  see  thrre  's  a  very  good  train  which  leaves  ShuntLngbridge 

at  3.15  this  afterooon,  and  gets 

[  7^  rest  rtgard  him  unth  unaffected  surprise  and  disapproval, 

Ladff  Cant,  'raising  her  glasses).  Upon  my  word,  Mr.  BlaibI  If 
you  will  kindly  leave  Captain  Thicknesss  to  make  his  own 
arrangementa  — ! 

Ladu  Maisie  (interposing  hastily).  But,  Mamma,  you  muM;  have 
misunderstood  Mr.  Blaib  !  As  if  he  would  dream  o^ — .  He  was 
merely  mentioning  the  train  he  wishes  to  go  by  himself.  WerenH 
you.  Mr.  Blatr  ? 

Und.  (blinking  and  aasping),  I  -  eh  ?  Just  so,  that— that  was  mj 
intention,  certainly.  (To  himself,)  Does  she  at  all  realise  what  this 
will  cost  aer  F 

Ltuly  Culv,  M^  dear  Mr.  Bl4XR,  I — I  'd  no  notion  we  were  to  lose 
you  so  soon  ;  but  if  you  're  really  quite  sure  you  must  yo 

Lady  Cant,  (sharply),  Reallv,  ALsnaA,  we  must  give  him  credit 
for  knowing  his  own  mind.    He  tells  you  he  is  obliged  to  go  ! 

Lady  Culv.  Then  of  course  we  must  let  you  do  exactly  as  you 
please.  (All^  except  Miss  Spelwane,  breathe  more  freely ;  Tbed- 
WELL  appears,)  Oh,  lunch,  is  it,  Teedwell  ?  Very  well.  By-the- 
bye,  see  that  some  one  packs  Mr.  Undebshell's  things  for  him,  and 
tell  them  to  send  the  dorcart  round  after  lunch  in  time  to  catch 
the  3.15  from  Shuntingbridge. 

Pill,  (sotto  voce,  to  Abchie).  And  let  us  pray  that  the  cart  is 
properly  balanced  before  starting,  this  time ! 

Miss  Spelwane  (to  herself  piqued),  Cknng  already  I  I  wish  I  had 
never  touched  his  ridiculous  snowdrops ! 

Lady  Cuir,  Well,  shall  we  go  in  to  lunch,  everybody  P 

[They  more  in  irregular  order  towards  the  Dining  Hall, 

Und.  (m  an  undertone  to  Lad^  Maisie,  as  theyfollotc  last),  JasAy 
Maisie,  1— er— this  is  just  a  lUtle  une]q>ected.  I  confess  F  don't 
Quite  understand  your  precise  motive  in  suggesting  so— so  hasty  a 
dep^ture 

Lady  Maisie  (without  looking  at  him).  Don't  you,  Mr.  Blaib  F 
Perha|i0— when  you  oome  to  think  over  it  all  auietiy— 3rou  will. 

{She  passes  on^-  leaving  him  perplexed. 
certainlyean'tsayl^just Why. 

je§,Ido  /f  I  That  ImUy  Sfubbeli  with  his  beastly  horsewhip !    She 


dreads  an  enoounter  between  ua— and  I  ahould  much  prefer  to  avoid  it 
myself.  Yea,  that's  it,  of  course ;  she  is  willing  to  sacrifice  anything 
rather  than  endanger  my  personal  safetv  I  what  unselfish  angels 
some  women  are !    Even  that  sneering  fellow  Dbtbdalb  will  be  im- 

Jreaaed  when  I  tell  him  this. . . ,  Tee,  it 's  best  that  I  should  go— 
see  that  now.  1  don't  so  much  mind  leaving.  Without  any  false 
humiHtv,  1  can  hardly  avoid  seeing  that,  even  in  the  short  time 
1  have  heen  amon^  these  people,  I  have  produced  a  decided  impres- 
sion. And  there  u  at  least  one— perhaps  two — who  will  miss  me 
when  I  am  gone. 

iHe  goes  into  the  Dining  Hall,  with  restored  equanimity, 

THE  END. 


ROBEET  ON  HUNIFIKASHUN ! 

1  HAVE  bin  a  having  quite  a  long  tork  with  a  most  respeoful  look- 
ing Gent  who  tells  me  he  is  a  reel  County  Counseller,  and  that  they 
has  a  Oildhall  of  their  own  at  Charing  Cross,  where  they  meets  ewery 
week,  the  same  as  the  Common  Counsellers  does  at  their  reel  GildhaU 
in  the  Citty,  and  that  they  ban  quite  made  up 
their  minds  to  make  the  two  Gildhalls  into  one 
and  have  them  both  for  theirselves,  and  that 
that  will  be  what  they  calls  Hunifikashun, 
which  means  everything  for  them  and  not 
nothink  for  nobody  else. 

Not  oontent  with  what  they  have  «>t  allreddy 
they  means  to  have  all  the  Citty  Perlice,  and 
the  Manshun  House,  and  all  the  Citty's  Money, 
and  the  rite  to  all  the  Tems  Water,  and  to  tbe 
LoBB  Mabb  and  6herryf s  Carrid/(es,  and  to  the 
Old  Bayley,  and  to  more  other  things  than  I  can 
manage  to  remember  I  And  he  really  speaks  of 
all  these  warious  matters  jest  as  if  he  was  ouite 
in  emest,  and  acshally  exi>ected  as  it  wouol  all 
be  done  by  the  next  Parlement  when  they  met 
next  year!  And  when  he  found  as  I  reelly 
didn't  beleeve  a  word  of  his  wunderful  stories, 
he  acshally  arsked  me  to  go  with  him  to  their 
Gildhall  at  Charing  Cross,  and  there  he  put  me 
in  a  nice  seat,  and  then  I  heard  em  all  torldng 
away,  jest  as  if  they  were  quite  in  ernest,  all  about  the  many 
wunderful  things  as  tney  was  about  to  do  soon !  Oh,  I  wunders  how 
long  it  will  be  oefore  any  on  em  reelly  happens  ?  Not  in  my  life 
time  1*11  be  bound,  nor  most  likelv  in  nobody  elsea!  Did  any 
reesonable  man,  woman  or  child  ever  hear  such  a  pack  of  nonsense  ? 
To  acshally  defraud  the  grand  old  Citty  of  Lundon,  that  is  only  iest 
about  seven  hunderd  year  old,  of  all  their  priwilegee  and  all  their 
rites  and  all  their  money !  and  then  I  shoud  like  to  know  what  is  to 
become  of  me,  and  the  duzzens  like  me  F  Nice  lots  of  Lord  Marew 
and  Alldermen  these  County  CounseUers  woud  make!  Why  1 
aoshally  douts  whether  they  ooud  even  manage  to  mske  up  a  decent 
lot  of  Common  Counselmen  under  at  least  a  year. 

There  was  one  thing  ns  I  heard  them  pquabling  about  while  I  was 
there,  and  that  was  the  nesseesity  of  having  some  more  lunatic 
asylums,  which  did  not  much  surprise  me,  as  1  shoud  think  they 
wul  soon  want  a  pretty  good  number  for  theirselves,  if  they  con- 
tinues to  go  on  as  tney  are  going. 

Bbowv  tojd  me  a  rayther  funny  story  about  the  dredful  solemnity 
of  these  wunderful  Countv  CounseUers.  He  says  they  have  by  sum 
means  or  other  got  the  rigrnt  of  insistin  that  there  shall  be  no  fun  in 
the  theaters,  and  no  warkinfr  about  between  the  haots ;  and  that  the 
publick  got  so  disgusted  with  the  silly  regerlations,  that  in  many 
cases  they  left  off  »)ing  to  them  for  ewer  so  long ;  but  they  are 
better  now,  and  will  most  likely  soon  go  back  to  their  old  armless 


^<^ 


jokes. 


Robebt. 


AN  EXTRACT. 


{From  some  hitherto  Unpublished  CorrespouUnee.) 
["  Photographs  of  ladies*  feet  are  now  taken  in  New  York  as  touifenir*  for 
their  admirers."— G'/b^,  Bee,  6.] 

...  It  is  real  kind  of  you.  dearest,  to  mail  your  own  laddie  those 
half-  dozen  lovely  photo^phs,  or  should  I  call  them  footographs  ?  I 
can't  say  right  here  which  I  like  best— they  're  all  just  fetching,  any- 
way. You  bet,  I  '11  treasure  them  some  !  I  '11  wear  the  midget 
proiile  as  a  diest-protector  right  along,  and  put  the  full-foot 
vignette  under  ray  pillow  nights.  And  the  three-quarter  platino 
shall  go  on  mv  chimney  rack — there 's  a  oonf^iderable  suucy  look  about 
the  big  toe  wnioh  I  'm  mashed  on  horrid.  1  gnebs  you  won't  see  such 
a  number-one  instep  as  yours  an«-  time  on  these  efTfte  old  London 
side-walks.  To  look  at  the  Britishers'  foot-cases  in  Piccadilly  makes 
me  tired,  when  1  think  of  you  any.  1  '11  send  views  of  mine  soon  in 
exdhange,  but  1  reckon  the  naked  truth  might  give  you  fits,  ao  1  '11  just 
sit  with  mv  rubbers  on,  and  get  the  oameraF>man  to  map  you  ml  a 
walking  likeness  of  my  right  daiay-eruaher.    (My  left  is  a  trifle  out 
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A  ^BLOODTHIRSTY    BARITONE. 
WmMomA.  "yfaifT  rovBisa  aoianraa,  Mk.  Osnarf" 

l%e  OwnOt.  "  I  nkynfr  BBOxrsHT  irr  Miraio.    But,  if  tot  know  thk  AoooMPAKmirr,  Ain>  would  plat  it,  I  thihk  I  oomj) 
■iNo  '  Tat  SuaAnft  RtVMtiQt '  /" 


"AN  OLD  OFFENDEE." 

[**  It  ia'impoMible,  we  fear,  to  etcmpe  from  the 
eonolunon  that  there  ii  a  lubetantial  nana  of  fact 
for  tile  mmours ...  of  atrocitiea  ^rpetrated  hy 
Turkish  troopi  on  the  Ghrutian  inhabitants  of 
Armenia.  ...  By  one  of  the  Articles  of  the 
Treaty  of  Berlin  the  Porte  undertook  '  to  carry  out 
without  delay  the  improTements  and  reforms  de- 
manded by  local  requirements  in  the  provinoes 
inhabited  by  the  Armenians,  and  to  guarantee 
their  security  against  the  Circassians  and  the 
Kurds.' »»— "  Timet "  Zmd^r,  D^ernnb^r  4.] 

AeADT  I    Is  there  nothing  can  hamanise  erer 
The  heart  of  Islam,  that  red-rayening  wolf  ? 
Will  bonds  of  'oonvention  and  treaty  bridge 
never 
Between  Turk  and  Christian  the  broadening 
gulf? 
Will  no  lesson  teaoh,  and  will  no  promise 
tether, 
The  Ottoman  hordes  when  let  loose  on  the 
foe? 

Must  slaughter,   and  rapine,  and  outrage 
together. 
The  old  yile  triumvirate,  fetterless  go  P, 

Time's  fool  seems  the  Turk,  stem,  unteaoh- 
able,  savage. 
The  fiercest  fool-fighter  on  history's  rolL 
All  indolent  rest  or  undisciplined  ravage. 
The  varnish  of  manner  soaks  not  to  his 
soul. 
Red  Man  of  the  Orient,  ruthless,  untamable, 
Neighbour,  by  fortune,  in  nothing  near  Idn. 
Humanity's  brotherhood  surdy  is  blameable, 
Leaving  him  free  from  Law's  bondage 
towini 

In  sheer  self-defence  we  must]  muzzle  and 
shackle 
This  wolf  of  the  world ;  snatch  its  poor 
^:Z~  prostrate  prey 


From  its  crimsoning  fangs.    The  old  cynical 
cackle 
Of  "  coffee-house  babble  "  is  silent  to-day ; 
And  a  weapon's  at  hand,  too  long  left  there 
unliited,  ' 
That  Law  and  that  Justice  alike  now  com- 
mend 
To  the  grip  of  Europa.    Be  murder  short- 
shriited 
And  bestial  outrage  meet  summary  end ! 

Not  again  must  hot  Islamite  hate  be  permitted 

In  chase  cdP  creed-vengeance  the  East  to 

embroil; 

Not'again  must  its  prey  fall  unaided,  unpitied. 

The  Gallio's  mock,  and  the  miscreant's 

spoiL 

TWtfhAngsthegoodBerlin-blade,  consecrated 

B^  common  agreement  to  Justice's  work ! 
Be  its  blow  not  this  time,  as  aforetime,  be- 
lated! 
Let  Europe  not  bleed  for  the  sin  of  the  Turk  I 


THE  VILLAGE  BLACKSMITH. 

New  Parish-Oouscil  Vemiok. 

{By  aLwMordomdLoverofthe  Good  Old  Times.) 

[At  Merton,  Surrey,  where  Mr.  William 
MoR&is  has  his  factory,  a  blacksmith  was  highest 
of  the 'fifteen  successful  candidates  for  the  Parish 
Council,  the  vicar  being  eighth.] 

OvEK  the  vicar,  top  o'  the  tree. 

The  Village  Blacksmith  stands ; 
Thei  mith  u  mighty  man  is  he, 

W  tn  power  in  his  strong  hands ; 
And  his  victory  well  may  stir  alarms 

In  Squire-Parsonic  bands. 

The  R(g[uire  looks  black,  his  face  is  long,— 

'*  Vicar  not  in  the  van  ? 
Oh!  things  are  going  to  the  doose 

As  fast  as  e*er  they  can ! 


The  blacksmith  with  his  grimy  face 
•*'.  Has  proved  to  be  best  man  I 

"  Week^n,  week  out.  he!'ll  spout  and  fight  I 
We  shall  hear  him  bluff  and  blow. 

He  'U  vote  the  good  old  times  all  wrong, 
Tbe  good  old  fashions  slow ; 

And  won't  he  run  the  rates  rigkt  up, 
And  keep  tithe-charges  low  ? 

'*  He  '11  have  his  finger  in  the  School, 

He  'U  open  wide  its  door ; 
He'll  keep  the  Voluntaries  starved. 

And  let  the  Sohool-Board  soore. 
And  he'll  want  baths  and  waahhouses 

And  villas  for  the  poor  I 

"  Then  he  may  '  go  for '  the  Old  Church, 

And  rouse  ike  village  boys 
To  listen,  not  to  Parson's  drone. 

But  Agitation's  voice. 
And  'stead  o'  singing  in  the  choir 

He'll  swell  Rail  ranters'  noise. 

*'  'Twill  sound  to  him  like  Wisdom's  voice. 

Preaching  of  Paradise, 
As  though  the  thing  were  at  his  door ; 

Plumbed  with  Progressive  lies. 
He  '11  think  his  hard,  rough  hand  will  wipe 

The  Squire's  and  Parson's  eyes. 

"  Broiling — orating— borrowing, 

Swelling  the  rates,  he  trees. 
Reform's  raw  task  he  will  begin, 

But  who  shall  see  it  close  ? 
Church  will  be  robbed,  and  Land  be'sold. 

Farewell  old-time  repose  I 

"  'Tis  thanks  to  you.  my  loud  Had  friends, 

These  lessouR  t/ou  nave  taught  I 
By  folly  from  the  fiaming  forge 

Our  f  OTtunes  must  be  wrought. 
And  foonH  there  be  a  blessed  mess 

Before  the  fight  is  fought ! " 
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MARY  JONES. 

{£y  Ktr  Huabamd,) 

As  I  *m  daily  jolted  down 
On  the  early  dub  to  town, 
Through  the  yellow  fog  and 
brown, 

O'er  the  stones, 
I  inhale  the  tawn^  air. 
And  I  deem  it  ether  rare. 
For  my  soul  is  full  of  fair 

Mabt  Joins. 

Fellow-passengers  are  fain 
To  abuse  the  wind  and  rain, 
And  the  weather,  they  com- 
plain. 

Chills  their  bones : 
But  I  lauirh  at  snow  and  sleet 
As  I  bump  UDon  my  seat, 
For  I  *m  tninKing  of  my  swee^ 

Makt  Jones. 

Wit^  «  lightsome  heart  an« 

gay 

To  tiie  Bank  I  wend  my  way. 
Where  1  calculate  all  day 

Debts  and  loans ; 
Though  anon  my  fancies  flee 
From  the  rows  of  £«.</., 
And  they  wander  off  to  thee, 

Mabt  Jo»£8. 

And  I  cannot  blame  their  taste. 
Though  a  littletimethey  waste 
For  m?    Mabt   would   havt 

graced 

Monarohe'  thrones. 
What  are  pounds  and  pence  to 

herP— 
No.  I  cannot  but  concur 
With  their  choice  whenlthey 

prefer 

Mabt  Jones. 

Then  I  hurry  home  to  tea, 
And  I  paaa  an  A.  B.  C, 


A   VERY   VULGAR    BOY. 

Askin'  tsb  pabdon,  Miss,  but  mioht  that  'bbb  littlb  Doo'h  Tail 
ha'  bbbn  cut  off  ob  dbuv'  in  ? " 


Where  I  nurchase  two  or  three 

Oakes  and  scones : 
For  I  love  the  smiles  that  rise 
In  your  laughing  hazel  eyes 
When  I  offtr  you  my  prize, 
M\rt  Jones. 

And  when  tea  is  cleared  away. 
And  you  kindle  me  my  clay. 
As  I  listen  to  your  gay 

Dulcet  tones. 
Then  I  sometimes  wonder  who 
In  the  world  *  s  the  best  to  do  ? — 
*Gad,  it 's  either  I  or  you, 

Mabt  Jones! 


THE  MODERN  SOCIETY 

PLAY. 
It  surely  should  not  be  al- 

The  Modern  Society  Play, 
That  dreadfully  shocking  Kate 
Cloud, 
That  bad  Mr».  P.  Tanque- 
rat/. 
That's  what  said 
X.  Y.  Z. 

It  f-levates  everyone. 

The  Modem  Society  Play, 
You  stupid  old  son  of  a  gun. 
Replied,  bursting  into  tlie 
fray, 
Fearless,  free, 
H.  B.  Tbee. 

Why  make  such  a  clamour? 
p-'^*^  Oh,  blow 
^  ITheJModem  Society  Play ! 
As  nothing    compels  you   to 

X.  Y.  k.,  you  can]  just  stop 
away; 
Don't  you  see  F 
So  say  we. 


LOST  IN  LONDON. 

1.  Hynin-book  stolen.  Original  price,  in 
superior  binding,  llfd, 

2.  Hymn-bor»k  pawnf'd  for  2id,hy  thief. 

3.  Pawnbroker,  flnding  my  name  inside, 
telk  Police. 

4.  Police  inform  me  I  can  have  the  book 
restored  to  me  '*  on  application/' 

5.  Go  to  Scotland  Yard.  Told  hymn-book  i** 
at  Bow  Street.  Cost  of  my  journey  so  far,  Aid. 

6.  At  Bow  Street  have  to  take  out  summons 
against  Chief  Commissioner!  This  is  "the 
invariable  rule,"  I  am  informed.  Cost  of 
summons  and  '*  service " — not  the  Church 
Service  —3*.  Could  have  got  three  new  hymn^ 
booki  with  the  sum. 

7.  Have  to  attend  week  later  at  hearing  of 
summons.  Joumev  again  4.W.  Bow  Street 
not  a  nice  oourt    Hymn>book  restored  to  me. 

^   Chief  Commissioner  appeals!     Believes 


INTER-UNIVERSITY  FOOTBALL. 

[Yale  V.  Princeton  Universitv.  "Before  the 
game  commenced  an  Inspector  or  police,  who  wm 
on  the  ground,  addressed  the  two  teams,  and 
cautioned  them  against  violent  play.  This  waro- 
ing  is  without  precedent  in  tne  history  of  the 
University  contests." — Heuter,] 


I 


8. 


there  is  another  person  of  my  name  to  whom 
book  may  belong.  "  If  I  give  it  up  quietlv, 
shall  hear  no  more  about  it"  Give  up  my 
own  hymn-book !    Xever ! 

9.  Appeal  dismissed.  Attendance  and  costs 
amount  to  £45.  And  I  am  the  winning  party ! 

10.  Chief  Commissioner  **carriea  me"  to 
House  of  Lords,  but  does  not  pay  carriage. 
Preliminary  costs,  £80. 

11.  Lonir  Vacation. 

12.  House  of  Lords  aits.  '*  Has  no  doubt 
hymn-book  belongs  to  other  person  of  my 
name."    I  to  pay  all  ooeta  in  all  Courts  I 

13.  fiuinnl! 


*'I  SHALL  he  all  nxht  again  aoon,  I'll  be 
boondf  "aaadilapaiated  First  Editionobflerved. 


ScEFTB— Qi«»ffn'»  Cluh,  Oxford  and  Cam- 
bridge Football  Match,  Teams  under- 
going modem  torture  of  ordeal  by  pedo- 
graph. Enter  Police- Inspector,  rampant, 
supported  by  two  Peelers  proper,  Ht 
**  addresses  the  two  teams  "  .* — 

I  'm  an  Inspector  bold,  yet  wary. 
So,  gents,  you  most  ail  take  oare, 

For  I  'm  here  to  boaa  this  battle. 
And  see  that  you  all  fight  fair. 

Now  fisting,  ana  scragging,  and  hacking. 
Are  all  fior  en<mgh,  we  say, 


But'if  gents  exceed  the  limits 

Of  legitimate  violent  play. 
We'll  run  them  in,  we  '11  run  them  in. 

As  sure  as  we  're  standing  here. 
We  '11  run  them  in,  we  'U  run  them  in, 

For  Uie  Peeler  knows  no  fear  !- 

Of  course  you  may  fight  each  other. 

But  you  mustn't  attack  the  crowd. 
For  we  can*t  have  unlimited  bloodshed. 

And  weapons  are  not  allowed. 
So,  gents,  I  must  kindly  ask  you 

To  enter  the  field  without 
Tour  bludgeons  and  knives  and  pistols. 

Or  else,  beyond  all  doubt. 

We  '11  run  you  in,  &c.,  &c. 
[Teams  join  in  chorus.     Exit  Inspector  to 

look  after  the  ambulance  arrangements. 


THE  SUNDAY  LECTURE  CASE. 

Ths  Lord's  Day  Observance  Society 
Would  make  us  all  ninks  of  propriety- 
All  nu)delB  of  mental  sobriety. 

That  is  Stiggins  and  CAa<^n<^  combined. 
They  gain,  doubtless,  some  notoriety 
By  such  overwhelming  anxiety 
To  force  on  us  thtir  sort  of  piety 

Of  a  most  puritanical  kind. 
This  Sunday  at  Home  mental  diet,  I 
DisUke,  I  would  rather  not  try  it ;  I 
Suggest  that,  by  way  of  variety. 

Their  own  buBine«8  now  they  should  mind. 


Prise  Gk>Qiindrum  before  Ohristmas. 

How  to  Make  Life  Happy.— ksi  Infallible 
Recipe  :~Add  fifty-nine  to  the  latter  half 
of  it    *•*  SohUion  will  be  given  next  week.^ 


le 
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it... 


THE    PLUNGER. 

FirtlBayitMichinUresUdinthsgameo/Bviiont),  **'Ab  'm  lost?" 

Sicond  Ditto.  ''Tbb;   's  lost  all  thkm  BnTTOVs  what  'b  won  orr  Tommt  Cbowthxb 

TXSTBBDAT,  AN*  THIK  'S  CUT  ALL  THI  BUTTONS  0F7  'iS  GlOTHIS,  AND  'iS  LOST  THBM  TOO  1  " 


V0TICE8  TO  C0SBESP0VDEVT8. 

Kelt  and  Salted, — ^It  may  be  true,  as  yon  have 
heard,  that  Mr.  8TAin)i8H  0*Gradt  intends  to 
supplement  his  series  of  Ossianic  stories, /inn 
anahU  Comvanions^  by  a  work  entitled  ^tVi  an* 
Haddock,  fiut,  we  confess,  the  story  seems  a 
little  fishy. 

A  Brummagem  Spoon, — You  are  qnite  wrong. 
The  creation  ot  the  character  of  Bip  Van  Winkle 
was,  in  point  of  time,  far  anterior  to  the  inven- 
tion of  the  Self-worlonff  Noiseless  Screw.  Mr. 
Chambeblain's  playful  application  of  the  term 
to  Lord  Habtikotoit  did  not  imply  any  pro- 
prietorship in  the  article.  The  right  hon.  gen- 
tleman was  under  the  impression  that  he  had 
come  across  the  character  in  the  course  of  Ids 
reading  of  Dickens'  Christmas  stories,  and, 
wanting  to  say  something  nice  of  his  noble 
friend,  he  just  mentioned  it.  It  led  to  some 
misunderstanding  at  the  time,  but  has  now.been 
forgotten.  Bee  our  answer  to  "  Three  Cows  and 
an  Acre  "  in  the  Christmas  Number. 


Besiduary  Legatee,  —  Certainly  you  may 
recover,  especiaUv  if  j(m  can  get  A.  to  refund 
the  money.  Don't  hesitate  to  sue.  We  make  a 
practice  of  never  accepting  fees.  The  6s.  Sd, 
you  enclosed  (in  stami>s,  postal  order  preferable) 
we  shall,  at  the  first  opportunity,  place  in  the 
Poor  Box. 

Perplexed,'-''WhB,t  do  jrou  mean  bv  asking  us 
to  tell  you  **  If  a  herring  and  a-half  costs  three 
hapence,  how  much  will  a  dozen  run  you  in 
for  P  "  This  is  just  one  of  those  simple  problems 
you  can  solve  for  jrourself  on  reference  to  an 
ordinarv  book  of  arithmetic.  Do  vou  suppose 
we  sit  nere  to  save  the  time  of  idle  persons  ? 
Our  mission  is  to  supply  information  drawn 
from  authorities  not  accessible  to  the  average 
subscriber. 

Algernon  and  Sibj/l,— Consult  Sir  GsoBos 
Licwis,  Ely  Place,  fiolbom,  E.C.  We  never 
advise  on  delicate  subjects  such  as  yours.  It  is 
impossible  for  us  to  reply  to  correspondents 
through  the  post  Our  motto  is  Audi  akem 
parterem.    As  the  lidy  may  not  be  familiar 


with  the  dead  bmffuagea,  we  may  perhaps 
do  well  to  tatmsute.  Freely  rflndered, 
it  means,  '*We  desire  that  all  parties 
(altem  parterem)  may  hear  and  profit 
Dy  our  advice." 

Ons-trAo-Aos-  had^no-reet^tO'epeak' 
of-frr'flfteen'yearB'Owing-iO'neuralgic- 
pmne-and'  a  -nexi-^bor-neigbbour'wko- 
plau»'the-pianO'^igkt''and-d4nf. — Ko. 

Second  the  Dreame  of  Avarice, — 
Your  record  of  an  inddent  in  the  early 
life  of  Mr.  W.  Abtob  is  verv  interesting. 
**  Musing  bv  the  waters  of  the  mighty 
Hudson  he^^'  you  say,  **oonoetTed  the 
ambitian  of  becoming  one  of  the  richest 
men  in  the  world."  It  is  jdeasing  to 
know  that  his  recent  entrance  upon  jour- 
ualistio  enterprise  is  likely  to  realise  his 
boyhood's  dream.        ^ x        c        *  c 

Adveriieement  Agent,— There  is.  we 
fear,  no  onening  {or  you  in  thu  direo- 
tion.  **Silonio"  is  not  the  name  of  a 
new  shaving  soap,  as  70U  surmise.  It 
is  the  title  of  honour  given  bv  the  dele- 
gates of  a  remote  but  respectable  African 
race  to  a  great  and  good  British  states- 
Its  litsral  translation  into  the 


English  tongue  is,  we  are  interned, 
**(K[)en-mouthed." 

A  Subeeriber  for  SwmUy  Year:— 
Your  poem,  oommenoing, 

DiooLS  DiooLS  den. 

How  ii  Brother  Bknk  P 

Bsslly,  Mr.  Rilbt, 

Ain't  you  rather  wily  P 

is  perhaps  a  little  monotonous  in  its  in- 
terrogative form.  But  it  is  not  with- 
out merit,  especially  from  one  of  your 
advanced  age.  A  fatal  objection  is  that 
it  should  be  out  of  date.  The  School- 
Board  Elections,  we  are  glad  to  say,  were 
completed  a  fortnight  ago.  Try 
for  some  other  paper. 


THE  NEW  NECTAJL 


[Professor  Huxlst,  at  the  snnirensry 
meeting  of  the  Boyal  Society,  suggested  thst 
in  the  fdture  imscvistiTe  speaking  at  their 
dtnnen  might  be  stimulated  by  the  drinking 
of  liquid  oxygen,  b%mfreppi,'\ 

Air—**  Take  hence  the  Bowl  /  '* 

Taxb  hence  the  bowl:  though  beam- 
Bristly  as  bowl  r  er  shone,    [ing 

WithTizz  sublimely  oreaming. 
Or  Port  or  Zoedone. 

lliere  is  a  new  potation 
To  warm  the  hearts  of 

And  wake  imagination — 
In  Liquid  Oxygen ! 

Each  oup  I  drain,  hien  frappi. 

My  tcmgue  pat  talk  can  teach ; 
It  helps  to  make  me  happy 

In  after-dinner  speech. 
At  banquet,  or  at  jgfala, 

I  match  such  mighty  men 
As  GLADSTOirs,  Cabb,  or  Sala, 

On  Liquid  Oxygen ! 

A  fig  for  Mumm  or  Massio, 

Falemian  and  such  fudffe ; 
(Thin  stuff  those  tipples  dassio 

If  I  am  any  judge.) 
But  burning  thoughts  crane  o*er  me 

And  fire  my  tongue,  or  pen. 
When  I  've  a  bowlbefore  me 

Of  Liquid  Oxygen ! 

When  fun  needs  stimulation. 

Or  fancy  fails  in  fire ; 
When  lags  the  long  oration. 

Or  tongues  postmndial  tire ; 
Then  take  the  tip  Huxleyan, 

And  one  lonff  swi^,— and  then 
You'll  jpromptLy  xaiae  a  pssan 
^C>    ToIiqiudOxygenl 

Uigitized  by  VjOOg IC 
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FIEST  IMPRESSIONS. 

"  Thehe  is  nothing  in  Italy  more  beautiful 
to  me  than  the  coast-road  between  Genoa  and 
Spezia."  Remember  these  words  of  Dickens, 
in  his  Pictures  from  Italy,  as  I  start  from 
Hsa  to  see  that  lovely  coast,  and  the  Mediter- 
ranean, for  the  first  time. 

Pisa  is  sleepy  Jbut  the  railway  officials  are 
wide  awake.  The  man  who  sells  me  my 
ticket  **  forfirets  "  one  lira.  This  answers 
capitally  with  innocent  old  ladies  from  Eng- 
land or  Germany.  The  old  lady  counts  her 
change,  and  if  she  has  carefully  ascertained 
the  fare  by  reading  the  price  marked  on  her 
ticket,  she  finds  at  once  that  there  is  a  half- 
penny wanting.  She  never  learns  that  this 
18  the  Government  tax.  **  If  you  please,"  she 
begins ;  or.  **  Bitte,''  and  then  die  goes  off 
into — not  hysterics,  but  French,  and  mur- 
murs, *^  SeevoopUiy,  je  pongse  vous  devays 
avoir  donnay  moi  un  sou — er— er — ^more,  votis 
comprennyf''  or,  '' II  y  a  encore— er—er— 
funfzig,  vom  savay^  a  moi  a  payers  Then 
the  official  answers,  also  in  IVench,  **-4A 
nong,  Madame,  ceci  est  la  taxe  doo  gouverne- 
mow^  sul  biglietto,  canisce  f  " 

Whereupon  the  old  lady  is  so  agitated  by 
the  thought  that  she  has  wrongfully  accused 
him  of  stealing  a  soldo,  that  she  never  notices 
that  he  has  withheld  a  lira.  If  she  counts 
her  money  later  in  the  day,  she  will  blame 
those  nasty  lira  notes,  which  stick  together 
so,  that  she  must  have  given  two  somewhere 
instead  of  one.  But  the  i^ulway  clerk  is  also 
prepared  for  any  more  exacting  stranger,  and 
holds  the  extra  note  ready  for  him.  The 
clerk  at  Pisa  does  so,  handing  it  to  me,  with- 
out a  word  of  objection  or  explanation,  as 
soon  as  I  ask  for  it.  The  system  is  as  perfect 
as  it  is  simple.  Having  obtained  my  change, 
I  start  for  the  Mediterranean. 

A  First  Impkessiokist. 


THE  TRUISMS  OF  LIFE. 

{By  the  Right  ffon.  the  A  uthor  of ''The  Plaiitvdes 
ofUfe'*  M.P,,  F.R.S.,  D.CL.,  LL^D,) 

Chaptkh  I.— De  Omnibus  Rebus, 
^*Ars  longa,  vita  brevis  ;^^  ^  and  indeed 
"man  wants  but  little  here  below,  nor  wants 
that  little  long,"  *  An  oriental  writer  has 
told  us  that  "all  flesh  is  grass,"  to  which  a 
Scots  poet^  has  replied,  that  "A  man's  a 
man  for  a'  that."  1  here  is  a  Greek  aphorism, 
not  sufficiently  well  known,  which  says  yvu^Oi 
aiavr6v.  This  has  been  ably  rendered  by  Pope 
in  the  words  "Know  thyself."*  Proverbi- 
ally **  piety  begins  at  home,"  but  it  is  wrong 
to  deduce  from  this  that  education  ends  when 
we  leave  school ;  "  it  goes  on  through  Hfe."  ^ 
^^  Books  are  an  educational  force.  They 
"have  often  been  compared  to  friends,"* 
whom  we  **  never  cut."*  They  "are  better 
than  all  the  tarts  and  toys  in  the  world."* 
It  is  not  generally  known  that  "  English 
literature  is  the  inheritance  of  the  English 
race,"  *  on  whose  Empire,  by  the  way,  "  the 
sun  never  sets."  We  even  have  "  iJooks  in 
the  running  brooks,"  as  the  Bard  of  Avon^** 
tells  us:  so  that  not  only  "he  that  runs," 
but  he  that  swims,  "  may  read." 

"Knowledge  for  the  million,""  is  the 
\  fin  de  siech  "  "  cry  of  the  hour.  But  "life 
IB  real,  life  is  earnest,"  "  and  we  have  no 
time  to  study  original  thinkers  such  as  Con- 
Fucme  and  Tuppeb.  "  Altiora  Peto  "  "  is  a 
saying  for  the  leisured  class  only.  The  mass 
must  get  its  wisdom  second-hand  and  concen- 
trated. If  "  reading  maketh  a  full  man,"  **• 
this  kind  of  reading  maketh  a  man  to  burst. 
Hence  the  "  sad  in  sweet"  "  of  the  book  of 
quoted  platitudes.  Yet^  of  course,  "there 
are  great  ways  of  borrowing.    Genius  borrows 


Professor  Erasmus  Scolcs  {oj  Epipsychidion  Villa,  St.  Johns  Wood),   **  Can  voir  tell  me 
Constable,  whether  there  are  any  more— er— ^tl^at^^  to  come  up  to-night?"       ' 
i>.  134.   "Any  more  'ow  muoh!" 


nobly."*?  And  it  is  well  to  have  "the 
courage  of  "  other  people's  "opinions." 

But  reading  is  not  all.  Tou  must  "use 
vour  head."  ^^  And  you  must,  and  can, 
keep  it  too.  For  a  good  man's  head  is  not 
like  a  seed-cake  that  passes  in  the  usbg. 
And,  again,  remember  the  proverb  that '  *  man- 
ners makyth  man " ;  though  this  is  not  the 
true  cause  of  the  over-population  of  our 
islands.  In  social  life  much  will  depend  on 
the  way  in  which  you  behave  to  others. 
"  Never  lose  your  temper,  and  if  you  do,  at 
any  rate  hold  your  tongue,  and  try  not  to  show 
it '  *• — except,  one  may  add,  to  a  doctor. 

Many  people  cannot  say  "No!"  Others 
early  learn  to  say  "No! "  when  asked  to  do 
disagreeable  things.  '^  Mens  sana  in  corpore 
sano."  If  the  last  word  is  pronounced  Say 
No,  this  constitutes  a  word-play.    There  are 


some  bad  word-plays  in  Shakspkase.    I  dis- 
approve of  humour,  new  or  old. 

"  No  man  who  knows  what  his  income  is, 
and  what  he  is  spending,  wiU  run  into  ex- 
travagance." 20  Plutaech  teUs  us  of  a  man 
whose  income  was  £500,  and  he  spent  £5000  a 
year  knowingly.  This  must  have  been  an 
exceptional  case.  There  is  an  obscure  dictum 
that  "  monej  is  the  root  of  all  evil,"  "  Gold  I 
gold  I "  ^*  said  an  iU-known  poet,  and,  on  the 
other  hand,  "  Hail,  independence !  "  ^  said 
another.  "  If  thou  art  ri5i,  thou  *rt  poor  "  ® 
is  on  the  face  of  it  an  untruth. 

»  '*  Princlpla  Latina,'*  •  Goldsmith.  »  Born*.  ♦  *'Ei- 
say  on  Man.*  *  Lubbock.  «  Lubbock,  f  ••  Punch." 
•  Macaular.  » Lubbock.  ^°  Shakspeare.  "  Calrerley. 
"  Oscar  Wilde.  "  Longfellow.  »*  Lawrouce  Oliphantt 
»  Bacon.     "  Browning.     "  Emc  -    '^ 
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OF  VAIN 
WHEif  the  caDtury,  growing   a 
little  bit  mellow, 
Produces    carnatims   outrage- 
ously green ;         [like  yellow 
When  you  noti «  a  delicate,  dairy- 
Adorn  the  pale  face  of  the  best 
margarine ; 
When  canaries,  all  warranted  ex- 
cellent singers,    [liog  apiece. 
Are  sold  in  the  street  for  a  shil- 
But  at  home  all  the  yellow  comes 
off  on  your  fingers, 
Substrataof  brown  making  daily 
increase ;  [on  a  Monday 

When  a  lady  vou  happen  to  mtet 
With  hair  that  is  grey,  and  with 


cheeks  that  are 


St 


COLOURS. 

Appears  shortly  after,  the  follow- 
ing Sunday,   [tresses  of  gold: 
With    rosy    complexion,    ana 
When  a  nursemaid  has  one  of  the 
worst  scarlet-f eyers,    [blues ; 
Or  merely,  it  may  be,  a  fit  of  the 
When  you're  offered  "  Old  Mas- 
ters'' as  black  as  coal-heayers, 
Or  shirts  of  quite  "fasf  un- 
washoutable  hues ; 
When  a  blue   ribbon's   equally 
known  as  denoting     [Tory- 
Teetotal  fanatics,  a  Had,  or  a 
In    these    and    like    cases    too 
numerous  for  quoting 
Remember   old   ViaoiL,   '*  Ne 
credit  color i,^* 


THE  CHRONICLES  OF  A  EURAL  PARISH. 


VI.— Prbpaeino  fob  the  Poll. 
thing,  I  like  to  do  it  pro] 


for 


When  I  do  a  thing,  l  lace  to  do  it  properly,  for  eyen  mv 
worst  enemies,  who  call  me  a  fool,  admit  that  I  'm  a  thorough  fool. 
I  haye  accordingly  lost  no  time  in  getting  to  work  at  my  electoral 
campaign.  I  commenced  at  a  great  disadyantage.  The  other  seyen 
CEuuudates  were  electioneering  for  a  week  before  the  Pdrixh  Meeting. 

and  the  result  was  that  they  all 
polled  three  times  as  many  yotes 
as  I  did.  That  has  happened 
once.  1  don't  intend  that  it  shall 
happen  more  than  once. 

The  first  moye  I  made  was  to 
coyer  my  house  with  placards.  1 
noticed  that  in  a  recent  election 
Mr.  Athklston  Rilet  had  pur- 
sued theic  tactics  with  great 
success,  BO  I  plastered  the  whole 
the  walls  with  "  Wink  ins 
POH  MuDPoRD  "— **  Vote  fob 
Wi.vKrNS,"— but  thereby  hangs 
a  tale.  I  gaye  my  instructions  to 
the  lucd  printer,  and  told  him 
where  they  were  to  be  ^sted, 
directing  him  to  do  ic  in  the 
twilight,  80  that  the  whole  effect 
might  dawn  once  and  for  eyer 
the  morning.  He  did  it,  but  un- 
I  noticed  next  day, 


**  Vote  for  Winkins— a  good  All- 
round  Man." 


upon  an  astonished  yiUage  in 

fortunately  he  didn't  keep  a  proof-readerc ^, 

before  I  went  out,  that  all  the  school-children  looked  up  at  the 
house  and  ffif  gled.  I  thought  it  was  merely  the  inappreciatiyeness 
of  the  youthful  mind.  There  I  was  wrong.  It  was  the  fact  that  the 
childr^  knew  how  to  spell  that  caused  the  mischief.  My  house  was 
ooyered  with  appeals  to  '*  Wote  fou  Vinkihs!"  It  did  not  take 
long  to  get  new  bills  printed,  but  I  am  not  disposed  to  deny  I  was  a 
trifle  disconcerted  by  this  false  start. 

I  am  now  hard  at  work  canyassin^.  My  wife  flatly  declines  to 
help,  and  I  'm  afraid  to  suggest  the  girls  should  take  the  field  in  sup- 
p  )rt  of  their  father.  I  tried  to  secure  the  services  of  the  yicar's  two 
daughters,  but  he  only  wrote  rather  a  stiff  note  to  say  that  he  thought 
they  would  haye  quite  enough  to  do  in  adyocating  his  claims.  I  am 
not  always  at  one  with  the  cler^^r,  but  for  once  I  agree  with  him.  I 
have  succeeded,  howeyer,  in  getting  Miss  Phill  Bdbtt  to  help  me. 
Her  full  name  is,  of  course,  Pbtllis;  but  it*s  always  called  and 
spelt  **  Phill"— I  could  neyer  understand  why.  She 's  a  most  delight- 
ful girl,  and  is  worth,  at  least,  a  hundred  yotes  to  me.  As  I  ex- 
plained once  before,  she  has  an  extraordinary  habit  of  calling  all  the 
villagers  '*  idiots  "—of  course,  I  mean  to  her  friends  (such  as  myself), 
not  to  the  villagers  themselyes.  I  asked  her  one  day  why,  if  she 
thought  them  idiots,  she  was  kind  enough  to  take  the  trouble  to 
canyass  them.  *'  Well,  you  see,"  she  said  with  a  charming  smile  that 
was  all  her  own ;  **  I  'm  asking  them  to  yote  for  you."  At  the  time 
I  thought  this  was  a  pretty  sa^in^,  prettily  said.  I  eyen  told  it  with 
some  amount  of  pride  to  my  wife  just  to  show  her  that  there  were 
people  who  did  not  sympathise  with  her  haughty  indifference. 
Curiously  enough  m\  wife  only  laughed  oonsumedly.  When  she  had 
recayered,  I  asked  ner  why  she  laughed.  '*  Do  you  reallj/  mean  to 
say,  TiMOTHT,"  was  her  reply,  **that  you  don't  see  what  she  meant?" 

**  Well,  though  it  may  seem  idiotic  ..."  I  said,  and  was  going  to 
add,  "  I  don't,"  but  before  I  said  that,  I  did  see  what  she  (Phyllis, 
of  course,  I  mean)  might  haye  meant.  Yet  I  hope  she  didn  t.  Miss 
BuBTT  has  only  one  drawback  as  a  canyasser.  She  is  so  ridiculously 
scrupulous,  I  came  across  an  old  woman  the  other  day  who  was  quite 
deaf  to  my  appeals.  Whilst  I  reasoned  with  her,  I  found  out  now 
kind  Phyllis  was  to  her.  **Miss  Phill,  she's  really  good  to  us 
poor  people,     I  'd  yote  for  her  if  she  was  standing."    I  left,  haying 


produced  no  impression.  A  day  or  two  after  I  met  Miss  Phill 
BuBTT,  and  asked  her  to  go  and  canyass  the  old  woman ;  I  felt  sure 
she  cjuld  secure  her  yote.  Will  it  be  belieyed  that  she  wouldn't  ? 
She  said  it  would  be  really  undue  influence  if  she  did.  How  strange 
that  eyen  the  nicest  of  women  are  so  strangely  unpractical  at  times ! 
Another  woman  she  refused  to  see  because  she  neyer  called  upon  her 
at  ordinary  times.  Still,  with  all  her  faults.  Miss  Bctbtt  is  a  tower 
of  strength,  and  as  I  see  her  daily  going  about,  canyass  book  in 
hand,  my  hopes  rise  higher  and  higher. 

OUR    BOOKING-OFFICE. 

Sib  Philip  Sidney  was,  as  all  the  world  knows,  **  a  yeray  parfit 
crentil  knight."  Possibility  of  this  presupposition  of  knowledge  is 
fortunate,  since  Miss  Anna  M.  Stoddabt*8  account  of  this  heroic 
figure  is  not,  my  Baronite  sorrowfully  says,  likely  to  conyey  any 
adequate  idea   of  its  personality.     Mr.    Fox  BouaNE  ana  Mr. 

Addinoton  Symonds  haye  written 


.M^i-j 


biographies  of  the  Elizabethan 
soldier,  in  which  he  boldly  stands 
firth.  Miss  Stoddabt  modestly 
Miys  her  object  is  '*in  no  way  to 
compete  with"  these  standard 
works.  But  why  write  at  all  P 
The  maryel  is,  as  Dr.  Johnson 
did  not  exactly  say  in  illustration 
of  an  argument  re8i>ecting  another 
feminine  achieyement,  not  that 
the  work  should  not  haye  been 
well  done,  but  that  it  possibly 
could  be  done  with  such  wooden 
effect.  If  Miss  Stoddabt  had 
taken  a  sheet  of  paper  and  with 
her  pair  of  scissors  cut  out  the 
figure  of  a  man,  writing  across  it 
**This  is  Philip  Sidney,"  she 
would  haye  conyeyed  quite  as  clear  and  moying  a  picture  of  the  man 
as  is  found  in  the  111  pages  of  her  book.  But  then  Mr.  Blickwood 
would  not  haye  published  the  scrap  of  paper,  and  we  should  not  haye 
had  the  charming  portrait  of  Sidney,  or  the  sketches  of  Penshurst  by 
Mauoabbt  L.  Huogins  which  adorn  the  daintily  got-up  yolume. 

My  Baronitess  writes:— S.  Babino  Gould  turns  into  delightful 
English  prose  some  of  the  ancient  Icelandic  Sagas,  or  songs,  and  shows 
us  how  Orettir  the  Outlaw  wasa  Grettir  man  than  was  generally  snp- 
poKed  by  anyone  who  had  neyer  heard  yery  much  about  him.  When 
he  departed,  was  he  yery  much  Re-ffrettir*d  by  all  who  knew  him  ? 

Messrs.  Macmillan  offer  3fy  Aetr  Home,  proyided  by  Mrs. 
Moleswobth,  which  many  of  the  little  **  new  "  women  would  like  to 
see.  Illustrated  by  L.  Leslie  Bbooee:  *'Bbook£"  suggests  *' water 
colours," — a  new  idea  for  next  Christmas. 

Sou^ -wester  and  Sword,  by  Hugh  St.  Legbb.  A  nautical  and 
military  combination.  The  Sou*  wester  of  a  tar  is  not  at  all  at  sea 
when,  after  a  pleasant  little  shipwreck,  he  joins  the  forces  at 
Suakim.  The  winner  of  this  Sr.  Legeb  was  a  rank  outsider,  with 
the  odds  against  him,  but  he  wins  the  day  by  **throstling"  (a  new 
word)  a  few  Soudanese ;  who  must  haye  seemed  quite  forty  to  one ! 

A  cousin,  especially  a  Colonial,  is  such  a  yery  pleasant  indistinct 
sort  of  relatiye,  that  he  is  baund  to  be  a  hero  of  romance,  though 
perhaps  a  cousin  at  hand  is  worth  two  in  the  bush;  at  least,  so 
thinks  the  heroine  in  My  Cousin  frotn  Australia,  by  Eyblyn 
Evbbett  Gbben  (Hutchinson  &  (^O;  ivhilst  the  one  whom  she 
should  haye  wed  was  of  course  a  wicked  Baronet  (does  one  of  ten  meet  a 
g«K)d  Baronet  in  fiction  ?),  who  tries  to  upset  his  successful  riyal  by 
giving  him  a  tip  oyer  an  agreeably  high  cliff.    It  is  a  Christmas  story, 

and  so  t he  *  *  tip  '  is  j  ust  at  the  right  time.  How  it  ends You  '11  see. 

Black  and  White  has  gone  in  for  a  shilling's  worth  of  the  truly 
wonderful  in  The  Dream  Club,  by  Babbie  Pain  and  Edet 
Philpotts.  It  is  quite  an  after-turkey,  plum-pudding,  mince^pie 
dinner  story,  flow  authors  and  artists  must  have  suffered,  judging, 
at  least,  by  the  delightful  nightmare  illustratioos.  And  the  picture- 
lady  of  the  coyer—ihem!— she  has  eyidently  forgotten  that  she  is 
supposed  to  be  **  out "  at  Christmas. 

Between  the  boards  of  Lothab  Meogendobfeb's  moyeable  toy- 
books  (H.  GBEyEL  &  Co.)  lies  genuine  fun.  The  Scenes  of  the  Life  of 
a  Masher  are  simply  irresistible.  Little  ones  will  be  delighted  with 
The  Transformation  Scenes,  bcttides,  there  is  Charming  Variety  with 
a  Party  of  Six.  These  books  are  a  good  tip  for  a  Christmai  gut  for 
the  representatiyes  of  Tommy  and  Harry. 

Had  G.  W.  Applbtgn's  The  Co-Respondent—KO.  attractive  title- 
been  in  the  form  of  a  short  magazine  story,  it  would  ptobablf  haye 
been  amusing  from  first  to  last.  Now  ic  is  only  amu4ng  at  first. 
Good  idea  aU  the  same.  The  old  quotation  about  *'  Sir  Hubebt 
Stanley"  is  brought  in,  and,  of  course,  incorrectly.  It  is  not 
''Praise  from  Sir  Hdtbebt  Stanlei,"  but  "approbation."  Howeyer, 
as  it  is  said  by  a  light-hearted  girl  of  a  yery  modem  type,  it  may  be 
assumed  that  the  misquotation  ia  intentionaL     The  B.  db  B.-W. 
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THE  SNUBBED  PROFES- 
SIONAL'S VADE  MECUM. 

Quextion.  Ton  oonsider 
yoortelf  neffleot^d  l)eoau8e,  I 
presume,  the  public  do  not 
appreciate  you  at  your  proper 
YalueP 

Antwer*  That  Ib,  indeed, 
the  case,  and  for  further  par- 
ticulars I  refer  you  to  a  recent 
correspondence  in  the  Pali 
Mall  OazeUe. 

Q,  Is  it  not  neceesary  that 
you  should  acquire  an  immense 
amount  of  knowledice  to  under- 
take the  duties  of  your  pro- 
f es^ion  worthily  P 

A,  Certainly ;  and  we  wel- 
come an?  kind  of  safeguard 
that  will  protect  the  public 
agains  fraud  and  imposture. 

Q.  Then  you  consider  your- 
profef^sion  Terv  seriously  r 

A,  Undoubtedly.  It  is  the 
most  important  profession  in 
the  world ;  not  a  man,  woman, 
or  child  exists  who  has  not 
derived  some  benefit  from  its 
exerdse. 

Q.  If  I  am  not  mistaken. 
Tou  ought  to  be  educated  at 
Oxford  or  Cambridge  to  do 
full  justice  to  your  opportu- 
nities? 

A.  Certainly;  upon  the 
foundation  of  a  school  train 
in^  at  either  Eton,  West- 
minster, Rugby,  or  Harrow. 

Q.  Ouvht  you  not  to  take 
up  human  and  oomparatiye 
anatomy? 

A.  As  a  matter  of  counte. 
combined  with  physiology  and 
chemistry. 

Q.  But  does  eyerv  professor 
of  your  art  f oUow  this  routine 
of  work  ? 


A,  Those  who  are  of  the 
greater  worth.  There  are  out- 
siders who  assume  our  noble 
name  and  yet  know  nothing  of 
our  special  subieot. 

Q.  Besides  the  studies  you 
have  mentioned,  are  there  any 
others  necessary  to  the  forma- 
tion of  a  man  of  your  special 
attainments? 

A.  Well,  it  would  be  well 
for  an  operator  to  understand 
metallurgy  and  mechanics. 

Q.  And  haye  you  to  culti- 
Tate  the  graces  of  the  person  P 

A,  Certainly;  you  must  be 
of  a  pleasing  and  courteous 
presence.  You  must  be  fitted 
Dy  nature  and  art  to  obtain 
the  confidence  of  those  who 

?ty  you  a  professional  visit, 
ou  must  be  tender  and  true. 
You  must  be  able  to  converse 
on  every  subject  under  the 
sun,  and  distract  the  attention 
of  a  sufferer  from  his  pains  by 
causing  him  to  listen  to  your 
anecdotes. 

Q.  It  seems,  then,  you  must 
be  an  admirable  Criohton  P 

A,  Well,yes,ina8mallway. 

Q.  Then  what  are  you 
called?  May  I  put  down  an 
archbishop,  or  a  Lord  Chief 
Justice,  or  a  Prime  Minister  ? 

A,  No,  neither.  I  do  not 
aspire  to  be  a  person  of  so 
much  importance.  V" 

^  Q.  Then  what  are  you  P  ^ 
[^.^Why,  merely  a  dentist  I; 


HONOURS   DIVIDED. 

Mr.  Ooodehild.  "  Yss,  I  do  fxbl  ik  oood  spuutb  this  xvknihg.    Mt 

BOV  HAS  PA88ID  HIS  EXAMINATIOV  1" 

The  Earl.  "Wbll,  I  don't  sks  antthivo  in  that.    So  has  minx.'* 
Mr.  OoodchUd.  "  Eb— Indian  Civil  ? "    The  Earl,  "  No— Bankbfptoy  I " 


At  the  Fancy  Ball. 

**Do  look  at  that  huge 
woman  dancing  with  Uncle 
Bob.  What  is  she?  A  ^na- 
keiess  ?  '* 

''H'm!  rather  an  Earth- 
quakeress,  I  should  fancy ! " 


FIRST  lAlPEESSIONS. 

En  Route  to  the  Mediterranean,— 1  am  alone,  until  a  Frenchman 
and  his  younsr  wife  come  in  and  glare  at  me,  presumably  because  I 
am  already  there.  The  ordinary  honeymoon  couple  anywhere  are 
super^lious  enough,  and  a  French  honcTmoon  couple  perhaxwmore 
BO.  If  3  ou  gaze  absently  at  the  back  of  Madame*s  hat,  when  you  are 
looking  at  the  mountains  beyond  Madame*s  head,  Monsieur  glares 
at  you  with  the  concentrated  fury  of  an  angry  menagerie.  But  a 
French  Cuuple,  travelling  in  Italy,  which  loves  the  Triple  Alliance, 
develope  an  air  of  sup»*rciliousne«s  quite  unapproaoht^d;  and  when 
thf-ir  solitude  is  invaded  by  an  Enghshman,  a  native  of  the  country 
which  occupies  Evjpt,  thousand  thunders,  it  is  too  strong  I 

So  these  two  whisper  together,  and  look  out  of  one  window,  while  I 
look  out  of  the  other,  at  Viare^gio,  and  the  distant  Carrara  quarries 
and  other  sights.  All  interesting  and  beautiful,  no  doubt,  but  not  to 
be  compared  to  what  I  shall  see  oeyond  Spezia.  Think  of  the  blue 
^ea,  the  glorious  hills,  the  olive  woods,  the  Italian  fi^hing  villages, 
the  orange  ffnwes,  the  garden**  and  the  flowers.  Rather  better  than 
that  EnglisQ  coast  whion  Londoners  know  so  well,  the  seashore  at 
Brighton,  probably  the  ugliest  in  the  world,  with  the  most  unpictur- 
esque  town  stretching  along  it.  Of  course,  I  shall  not  see  everything 
from  the  train,  but  I  shsU  at  least  have  the  recollection  of  an 
earthly  paradise,  to  torment  me  ever  after  when  travelling  in  the 
infernal  regions  of  the  Underground  Kailwar.  November  in  Genoa ; 
November  in  Gower  Street  I    Halloo,  thit  is  Spezia ! 

Now  then,  look  out.  Oh,  here 's  a  tunnel  first.  Wait  patiently  till 
we  are  through  the  tunnel.  By  dim  light  of  carriage  lamp  perceive 
the  French  people  glaring  at  me.    This  t<  a  long  tunnel.    But  then 

at  the  end  I  shall  see Here  is  the  end.  Down  with  the  window. 

There's  the  Mediter Hdloo!    Another  tunnel    Up  with  the 

window.  At  last  this  one  is  coming  to  an  end.  Down  with  the  win- 
dow a^ain.    Lookout    There's  the  Medi Halloo,  another  one  I 

Up  with  the  window  again.  French  people  still  glare,  but,  it  seems 
to  me,  m&n  milHlv.    A  fellow-feehog  of  suifooation,  no  doubt. 


Well,  this  M  long.    At  last  we  're  out    Down  with  the  window  once 

more.    There 's  the  Med What  ?    Another  one.    Up  with  the 

window  once  more.  This  u  a  long  one.  Begin  to  cough.  French- 
man also  coughs.  A  bnnd  of  sympathy.  We  cough  together.  Well, 
at  last  we  are  out  of  thene  awful  tunnels.    Down  with  the  window. 

Thf  re 's  the  Medit Up  with  the  window.    Another  one  I   These 

gymnastics  with  the  windows  are  most  fatiguing.  Choke  again, 
f^nchman  also  chokes.    '*  Cee  tunnele  ! "  he  gasps  at  last,  **  on 

etotiffe "    Just  then  the  train   bursts  into  daylight,  and  his 

head,  as  before,  goes  out  of  his  window,  like  mine  out  of  my 

window.    There's  the  Me .    Another!    ''Saprietil"    B^  Jove! 

More   choking.    **  Ce$   chetnins  de  ftrs  itaUefie "  begins  the 

Frenchman.    Then  another  burst  of  daylight  and  his  head  and  mine 

go  out  There 's  the  Medit '*  Matin  !  ^'  Great  Scott !  Agree  with 

Frenchman.    '*  Ceet  asaommant,^*  says  he,  "  quel  pay  a — ^"    Then 

another  gap  and  heads  out  as  before.    There  s  the  Mediterra 

**Mille  tonnerreaf"  I'm  hanged!  Frenchman  and  I  abuse  the 
line,  the  tunnels,  the  bad  light  and  the  worse  air.  Another 
interval. 

There 's  the  M **  Sacre  nom  de  nom  /  "  Confound !  French- 
man becomes  quite  friendly.  Even  Madame  says  a  word  or  two. 
Begin  now  to  disregard  half  seconds  of  daylight,  and  treat  it  as  all 
tunnel  over  two  hours'  long. 

At  last  arrive  at  Genoa,  our  faces  streaked  with  soot,  our  lungs 
full  of  smoke,  our  collars  nearly  black,  and  aU  the  sup^oiliousness 
shaken  out  of  us.  Frenchman  almost  affectionate  when  we  part 
As  for  the  Mediterranean,  I  should  have  seen  nearly  as  much  of 
it  at  Moorgate  Street  A  Fibot  Impkmmonibt. 


On  Somx  CuRiBTifAS  DiAsm.— No  backsliding  in  engagsments  if 
you  possess  one  of  Walkek's  capital  backloopediookei-dMnm,  they 
are  strongly  bound  to  assist  you.  His  Society  Christmas  Cards  are, 
as  they  should  be,  first  dasa.  In  fact,  **  Walker"  is  not 
•*HooKEV,"bufO.  K." 
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EXTRACT 


PRIVATE    LETTER. 


" And  oh,  Mabel,  a  Wretcb  mistook  my  Skirt  fob  the  'Bus  Apbok,  the  other  day,  and  didn't  find  out  his  mistake 

FOR  EVER  80  LONO.      Of  OOURfiB  HE  WAS  AWFULLY  NICE  ABOUT  IT  ;  SO  I  HAD  TO  SAY,  IT  DIDN'T  MATTER.      BUT  WASN'T  IT  DREADFUL  I" 


THE  DOPANT  PHENOMENON. 

Whkn  the  song  said  Jap  Ah  Sid  was  just  nothing  but  a  kid 

Of  what  Alcock  dubbed  **  a  race  grotesque  and  savage/' 
The  Wise  West  had  not  a  notion  of  the  kiok-up  and  commotion, 

The  naval  noise  and  militarv  ravage, 
That  same  **  little  kid  "  would  raise ;  of  the  pseans  of  loud  praise 

The  Wise  Boyof  the  East  would  hear  around  him. 
A  pupil  of  the  West  he  was  held,  but,  upon  test, 

A  teaoher,  in  his  way,  the  West  has  found  him. 
Phenomenal  youne  Jappy,  Oooidental  Powers  seem  happy 

To  gather  round  ana  watoh  the  object  lesson 
In  the  wicked  Art  of  War,  seeing  proof  you  've  carried  far 

In  matters  which  before  we  miffht  but  guess  on. 
If  a  kid.  he 's  not  a  fool !    With  nis  ferula  and  stool. 

His  blackboard  and  Mb  lump  of  chalk,  he 's  showing 
How  to  work  an  ironclad  I    It 's  amazing  that  a  lad 

With  a  lemon-face  should  be  so  wondrous  Imowing  I 
He  '11  teach  you  to  work  as  he  does  in  the  matter  of  torpedoes. 

And  how  to  blow  a  rival  fleet  to  blazes. 
In  naval  matters  practical,  strategical  and  tactical. 

The  niroer  shows  a  notu  that  alinost  dazes. 
Though  nis  names  and  terms  sound  funny,  it  is  more  than  even 
money. 

That  he  hides  a  lot  of  wisdom  in  his  lingo. 
And  what  matter  baggy  breeches,  and  a  speech  all  **his"  and 
"ichis," 

If  this  **  Boy  "  can  give  the  Chinoie  Giant  stingo  P 
His  phiz  looks  flat  and  pasty,  and  Ids  head-gear^  hardly  tasty. 

And  his  eyes  are  like  blaok-beeties  set  a-swiveL 
But  though  plain  or  currant-bunny,  and  the  odour  of  fresh  honey, 

He's  as  full  as  Had£su  of  dash  and  **diviL" 
See.  those  eyes  are  all  a-twinkle  I    like  the  8udu-mushi*s  tinkle 

Fall  Ids  accents  very  suave,  but  full  of  gumption  : 
And  you  *11  hardly  now  find  any  to  retort^  *0h,  teach  your  granny  I " 

Or  to  twit  the  '^  littie  kid  "  with  youtii's  presumption. 
For  the  stalwart  Teuton  listens,  ana  the  Great  Bear*s  optic  glistens. 

And  the  **  MeUcau  "  **  kys  low  and  don't  say  nuffin',^' 
Save  to  whisper  to  John  Bull,  **  He 's  no  mug,  by  a  jug-/tii/, 

Who  out  of  the  Chinee  has  knocked  the  I '   "* 


T' 


Infant  phenomenon  P    Wal,  I  rayther  guess  he 's  gone 
And  chalked  it  out  a  caution.    He 's  a  spry  'un  I " 

And  John  Bull,  who'U  have  to  strain  to  keep  monarch  of  the  main, 
Thinks  the  infant  Jap  a  chap  to  keep  hU  eye  on ! 

GENEBOSITY  UNDER  DIFFICULTIES. 

(The  QvuHan  of  the  Day,) 

Daisy,  I  want  to  buy  a  Christmas  present  for  Jack.  Do  you  see 
anythmg  you  thii^  he  would  like  P 

VioleU  Here's  a  morocco  case  with  seven  razors,  one  for  each  day 
of  the  week. 

Daisy,  Lovely  I    But  Jack  's  got  whiskers  and  a  beard. 

Violet.  So  he  has  I  Then  why  not  this  ezquisito  silver  cigar-ash 
trayP 

Daisy.  Yes,  that  would  be  just  the  thing;  only,  unfortunatelv, 
Jack  never  smokes,  and  always  walks  out  of  the  room  if  anybody 
else  does. 

Violet  Oh  I  That's  awkward.  This  drinlring-hom-^hat  do 
you  think  oiUf 

Daisy  {aloomily).  1  'm  afraid  Jack  's  a  Blue  Bibbonito. 

Violet  {after  a  pause).  He  needn't  use  it  for  drinking  from.  It 
would  do  for  a  flower-vase,  if  it  had  a  stand.  Anyhow,  let's  make 
haste  and  choose  something. 

Daisy.  I  would  jrive  him  this  lovely  ink-bottie,  only  he  uses  a 
type-writer.    Ah,  Ihave  it— a  purse  I 

Violet.  The  question  is  whether  Jack  has  it,  not  you. 

Daisy  (enthusiastieally).  Yes,  a  purse  it  shall  be.  Jack  never  has 
anymoney— but  that  is  only  a  detaiL    Showy,  iin't  it  P 

Violet.  Awfully  pretty  I  Made  in  Germany,  too,  it  says;  thai 
makes  it  so  much  more  romantic. 

Daisy  {groaning).  Come  awav  I  Jack  's  a  fnorhid  patriot.  Won't 
look  at  a  thing  not  made  in  "Rngl^^Tiil.  I  must  choose  some  other 
day.  And  we  shall  be  horriUylato  for  Ixmoh.  Really,  present- 
choosing  isn't  as  easy  as  one  thuoks  I 

VioUi.  Not  for  Jack,  at  anj  rate  I 

[Exeunt  hurriedly^  and  empty-handed. 

**CHABaB  07  THS  LxoHT  Bbioadi."— My  Gas  Company's  bilL 
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A    "B.   AND    S."    AT   THE   SAVOY. 

A  OHEAT  deal  ia  expected  from  the  eoUaboration  of  Sir  Arthur 
SuixiVAjr  and  Mr.  F,  C.  Bitrnajcd,  more  especially  when  the  work  is 


Sir  Arthur,  »'ThenJ5oar— 
Both. 


-"  Sir  Author. 

"  Are  satisfied !  " 


"And6W " 

[Curtain. 

staged  at  Tthe  Savoy,  and  is  brought  out  under  the  direction  of  Mr. 
D/Oylt  Carte.  The  brilliant  audience  that  gathered  on  Wednesday 
night  for  the  first  performance  of  The  Chieftain  evidently  came  full 
of  expectation,  and  as  evidently  went  away  filled  with  satisfaction. 
Twenty-seven  years  ago,  when  they  were  boys  together,  B.  and  S.  (that 
sounds  friendly  and  refreshing)  brought  out  an  early  version  of  the 

opera  which  they  called  The 
Contrabandista.  After  the  re- 
hearsal of  the  new  piece  had 
gone  forward  for  some  weeks, 
Arthur  Sullivan  htumbled 
over  this  rather  difficult  word 
andsprainedhisankle.  Where- 
upon F.  C.  B.,  with  charac- 
teristic pronxptitude  and  origi- 
nality, changed  the  name  to 
The  Chieftain.  That  is  the 
eJl-boy's  narrative  of  events. 
However  it  be,  since  the  opera 
has  been  entirely  re- written, 
enlarged  and  beautified,  it 
was  natural  to  bestow  upon  it 
a  new  title.  On  the  first  night 
The  Chieftain  stormed  the 
passes  to  public  favour,  and 
appears  likely  to  occupy  them 
for  some  ti  m  e  Nothing 
brighter  in  oolour,  fuller  of 
life,  more  musical,  more  mirth- 
ful, has  been  seen  at  the  Savoy 
hince  its  palmiest  days.  Sir 
Arthur  and  Sir  Author  are 
f  ^  -^^  prfectly    mated.    F.    C.    B, 

jif^  W '\.  brimming  over  with  gtnuine 

S^  ^N<^  hximour,  and  A.  S.  pre-emi- 

v^i,  ^  .„.  ^u.u.uB  t,»riy.  ^f^^^^^  displajing  his  rare  gift 

,      ,         _,  J.-  oi  expressing  humour  in  musi- 

cal notes.  Ihe  cast  is  a  very  strong  one,  which  is  fortunate,  seeing  the 
appetite  of  the  audience  is  insatiable  and  only  exceptional  strength 
oould  meet  the  demand  for  encores.    Where  all  excel  it  is  difficult  to 


partioolarise  merit  But  Miss  Flobsnck  St.  John  and  Mr. 
CouRTicK  PorvDS  in  the  French  duet,  Mr.  Passmobb  from  first  to 
last  (esj^ally  in  his  Bolero  danoe,  one  of  the  fonniest  thinics  for 
a  long  time  seen  on  the  operatic  stage),  Miss  Emhib  Owbn  in  her 
grao^ol  movements,  and  the  sextet  with  its  merry  music  and  its 
Unghing  dance,  are  things  to  see  and  hear. 


ENGLISH  AS  SHE  IS  CRAMMED. 

1  (Thb  Oxford  Board  of  Studies  will  conduct  an  examination  in 
1896  for  the  new  Final  School  of  English  Language  and  Literature. 
The  following  preliminary  paper  is  to  be  set : — 

EkGUSH  LaKOUAGS  AlTD  LlTEHATUBB. 

Time  allowed— IS  months, 
[Questions  are  to  be  answered  either  in  Gothic  or  Icelandic, 
according  to  the  taste  and  fancy  of  the  candidate.  The  dates  or 
^he  vivd  voce  **  Chatter  about  Shkllbt,*'  and  **  Scandal  about 
Qaeen  Elizabeth,"  will  be  announced  shortly.  Evening  dress 
tptionaL  Smoking  and  Bohemian  Concert  to  follow.  See  Hand- 
bUls.] 

1.  Write  out  the  English  Alphabet  as  inacouratelv  as  possible'; 
ind  distinguish  between  great  A  and  the  track  of  a  duck. 

2.  Translate  the  following  unheard-of  passage  from  Bbowulf  :— 

Tuinohael ....  lytl . . . 
Haul  onedr  hwatuar 
Uppabuvye  wereld  sohi 
Lika . . .  ynneye . » . 

Supply  the  lacuna  in  the  text.  Candidates  may  send  in  as 
many  solutions  as  they  please,  lyrovidsd  each  is  accompanied 
Yith  a  shilling  Postal  Order.  The  total  amount  subsoiibed  will 
*e  pooled  among  the  winners,  less  ten  per  cent,  for  our  oommisaion. 

3.  Discuss  the  following : — 

(a)  When  is  a  door  not  a  negres^  P 

ifi)  What  is  the  difference  between  hearing  recitation  and 
being  bored  P 

(y)  Why  is  Hall  Cainx  like  a  tenpennv  nail  P 

Any  replies  to  the  above  will  be  most  thankfully  reoeived,  and 
wd  for  at  our  usual  rates. 

4.  '*  There  was  a  very  foolish,  fond  old  man. 

Fourscore  and  upward,  dwelling  at  liskeard. 

Who  said,  1  am  not  in  my  perfect  mind ; 

It  is  just  an  I  feared,  in  very  sooth, 

For,  to  deal  plainly,  four  larks  and  a  hen. 

Two  hooting  owls,  and  one  small  wren  to  oootL 

Did  each  one  lodge  last  night  within  my  beard.'* 

King  Lear^  Act  IV.,  So.  6. 

Hence  show,  by  internal  evidence,  that  Edwabd  Lbab  wrote 
Bakvspsabe. 

5.  State  the  various  questions  to  the  following  answer:— 
**  Because  there 's  a  *  b '  in  both. ' 

6.  Give  the  meaning,  if  any,  to  the  subjoined  flowers  of 
speech: — cheese  your  patter,  perform  the  negative^  a  runcihle 
cat,  cow'chilo^  Jo  a  drag,  a  pale  paradttx,  going  tommy^dodd, 
dead'lurk  a  crib,  the  hush  of  the  com,  ferjunt  rami,  the  mome- 
raths  outgrabe^  and  filling  up  the  cup, 

7.  Trace  the  origin  of  the  following  legends :— -(a)  The  old  lady 
who  travelled  twice  round  the  Inner  Circle  Railway  against  her 
wish ;  (6)  The  conversation  between  Tools  and  St  Peter  about 
Hrzhit  Ibvdvq  ;  (c)  The  leading  journalist  whose  nose  cost  him 
£8,000  to  colour;  and  mention  any  other  chestnuts  >ou  may 
know  of. 

8.  Compose  a  leader  in  the  Times  style  on  Ballet-girls  and  their 
Little  Ways ;  in  Z).  T.  phraseology  on  Quaternions :  a  la  Pink '  Un 
on  tiie  Delightd  of  Sunday  School;  and  in  the  best  Gfuardian 
manner  in  Defence  of  Prize-fighting. 

9.  Write  down  all  you  don*t  know  about  any  mortal  subject 
you  are  most  ignorant  of,  provided  it  has  nothing  to  do  with  the 
English  language  and  literature. 

**  Is  spite  of  all  temptation,"  Mabcts  Wabd  &  Co.  remain 
true  Englishmen,  and  nave  had  their  daiut;r  Christmas  cards, 
and  other  delightful  novelties,  '*  not  printed  in  Germany.''  The 
support  of  the  loyal  British  shopper  should  be  their  re-  Ward, 
But  C.  W.  Faulkneb  &  Co.  evidently  think  that  a  foreign 
name  is  more  attractive,  and  have  chnst^ied  their  new  table- 

fAme  *' Malletino."  It  hardly  requires  a  deep  knowledge  of 
talian  to  discover  that  it  is  played  with  mallets,  and  is  amusii^. 
Their  cards  and  calendars  are  quite  *'up  to  date"-  at  least  tne 
latter  will  be  next  ytar. 


ExcxpnoK.— Pleasant  Christmas  Bills :  Bills  of  Fare. 
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THE   NEW  HEROINE. 

(A  Scene  firom  t^  Drama  of  Tthmorrow,) 

Edwin,  And  do  you  really  love  me  P 

Angelina,  With  all  my  heart  and  soul ;  and  yet 

Edioin,  Yet  what  P  Akoelina,  why  do  yon  look  so  strangely  at 
me  P  There  is  something  on  your  mino,  something  yon  have  not  the 
ooorage  to  tell  me, 

AngeUna,^  Edwin,  I  can  hide  nothing 
from  you.  i£ven  though  it  should  wreck 
hoth  our  liyes,  you  have  the  right  to  know 
the  truth. 

Edwin.  My  own  darling,  what'is  in  your 
heartP 

Angelina,  Can  you  hear  to  hear  it  P  Don't 
look  at  me,  or  I  shall  not  have  the  courage 
to  say  what  must  be  said.  Enwiir ,  I  have 
never  lived  a  disreputable  life. 

Edwin  (burying  hie  face  in  Me  hande). 
Great  Heaven!  and  I  believed  in  you  so 
utterly.  (Then  rieing^  with  a  deeperate 
effort  to  control  his  emotion,)    6kx>d-bye. 

AnpeUna  [falUna  on  her  kneee^  and 
clingmg  to  Atm).  Ah,  no,  you  riiall  not  go. 
Think  of  it,  Edwin,  of  the  temptations  to 
virtue  that  surrounded  me,  of  the  examples 
of  simple  girlhood  that  poisoned  my  youth. 
If  I  have  lived  a  life  of  spotless  innocence, 
remember,  at  least,  that  I  knew  no  better. 
What  else  could  I  do  P  Brought  up  from 
earliest  infancy  by  a  mother  of  unblemished 
reputation  P 

Edwin  {ivith  a  gesture  of  horror).  Your  mother,  too  P  Akgklika, 
our  marriage  is  impossible. 

Angelina,  How  hard  you  men  are.  Is  your  sex  alone  to  have  the 
monopoly  of  innocence  P  Must  there  always  be  one  law  for  women 
and  another  for  dramatic  authors  P  Oh,  it  is  cruel  I  cruel !  But  vou 
will  not  leave  me.  Remember,  I  am  still  young :  it  is  never  too  late 
to  err.  And  is  it  because  I  am  a  woman  that  I  am  to  be  denied  the 
diance  of  retrieving  the  innocence  of  a  mis-spent  youth  by  the  indis- 
oretions  of  a  rioer  womanhood  P  Besides,  are  there  not  cases,  cases 
known  to  us  both  where  a  wife  has  lived  down  the  terrible  reproach 
of  a  blameless  girlhood  P  Why,  even  Mr.  Jones's  latest  heroine,  and 
there  is  nothing  later  than  that,  could  not  absolutely  prove  she  had 
gone  wrong,  and  yet  her  husbiEuid  took  her  back !  But  you  are  so 
proud,  so  relentless.    You  have  no  pity  in  your  heart. 

Edwin,  Believe  me,  it  is  not  pride.  For  myself,  I  would  ffladly 
brave  the  censure  of  the  world,  and  if  in  after  years  men  should  say 
in  BOom  he  married  her  though  there  was  nothing  against  her,  I 
should  still  be  happy,  knowing  I  had  your  love.  But  my  father, 
that  dear  old  man  in  ms  quiet,  country  vicarage.  Think  of  it  P  It  is 
too  horrible  I 

Angelina  (with  bowed  head).  You  are  right,  I  had  forgotten  your 
father. 

Edwin,  How  could  I  ever  look  into  that  sweet,  wrinkled  face,  and 
meet  those  reverend  eyes,  knowing  that  I  was  asking  him  to  receive 
as  a  daughter  one  who  had  never  even  once  strayed  from  the  patlis  of 
virtue? 
Angelina,  I  see  it  all  now,  good-bye. 
Edwin,  Good-bye. 

Angelina  (as  he  is  going),  Edwin,  come  back. 
Edwin,  Ah !  don*t  torture  me,  I  can  bear  no  more ! 
Angelina,  But  what  if  I  were  to  tell  you  that  this  confessbn,  so 
humiliating  to  us  both,  was  but  a  ruse  to  test  the  strength  of  your 
devotion. 

Edwin,  Ah.  don*t  raise  a  false  hope  within  me,  only  to  plunge  me 
again  in  the  abyss  of  despair. 
Angelina,  But  this  is  no  false  hope. 
Eikain  (eaaerly).  What  do  you  mean  P 

Angelina  (burying  her  head  on  hie  ahotilder).  1  mean  that  I  have 
been  no  better  than  I  should  be. 

Edwin  (embracing  her).  My  own  true  love,  nothing  can  part  us 
now. 

Curtain. 


Crackers. 

Thi  youthful  but  iildiscriminating  would-be  smoker  will  find 
unending  bliss  in  the  joys  of  Our  Smoking-Eoom  Concert^  his 
pleasure  though  commencing  with  a  bang  won't  end  in  smoke. 
Feminine  hearts  who  long  £>r  the  sunny  south  will  revel  in  the 
Eimera  Cosaque,  Both  t£ese  are  warranted  to  *'  go  off/'  through 
the  inventive  genius  of  our  **  crack  "  G.  SPABAeNAPANX. 


THE  TRUISMS  OP  LIFE. 

(By  the  Bight  Eon,  the  Author  of ''The  Platitudes  of  Life, " 
M.P.,  F,B,S,,  D,C,L„  LL.D.) 

CHAPTmi  11,—De  Quibusdam  AUis, 

**Clianline8S  is  next  to  Godliness '' ;  so  runs  the  witty  aphorism; 
and  modem  bacteriologists  *'  explain  clearly  the  reason,  and  diow 
why  it  is  so/' '  the  italics  not  oeing  in  the  original.  The  use  of 
water  is  an  effectual  element  in  cleanliness.  Men  have  been  known 
to  brush  their  teeth  with  it  Of  soaps  there  are  many ;  but  water  is 
practically  one.  *'  n6rra  /f««,"  sa'd  Thales.  And,  a^cain,  **  There  is 
a  tide  in  the  affairs  of  men,"  *  as  Lord  Btbon  put  it,  in  confirma- 
tion of  Shak8pbaeb*s  previous  statement. 

Fresh  air  contributes  largely  to  the  health.  "  In  acre  salus,**  said 
the  Romans ;  though  some,  tar  want  of  knowledge,  have  rendered 
this,  '/There  is  safety  in  flight";  and  others,  for  want  of  the 
disBresis,  have  supposed  it  to  mean,  *'  Tip  a  policeman,  and  he  will 
carry  you  over  the  crossing." 

Yes,  indeed,  how  wonderful  is  the  air  I  Not  only  confined,  as  in 
aerated  bread  or  waters,  but  in  the  open.  By  it  we  breathe  and 
smell  and  sail  on  ships.  Also  the  fields  are  full  of  buttercups.  And 
then  the  weather !  How  much  of  true  happiness  depends  on  conver- 
sation, and  how  much  of  this  on  the  weather  I  Yet  **  there  is  really 
no  such  thing  as  bad  weather,  only  different  kinds  of  good 
weather."  '    Tma  true  thought  has  often  helped  me  in  a  London  fog. 

A^ain.  the  open  air  suggests  games  and  railways.  **  Games  are 
admirable."^  iHdnotLoxtiNsLSON  rightly  say  that  the  battle  of 
Trafalgar  was  **  won  in  the playing-fielas  ox  Eton  P  "  He  referred  of 
course  to  the  floods.  Rauwayi  take  us  about  through  the  air. 
RusKiN  speaks  of  th^  advantage  of  increasing  the  '*  range  at  what 
we  see,"  forgetting  for  the  moment  nis  views  about  locomotives. 

Among  other  forms  of  recreation  men  reckcm  Art  and  meals  and 
their  wives'  relations.  I  say  nothing  of  the  Drama,  though  the  other 
day  I  came  across  the  statement  that  **  All  the  world 's  a  stage."  * 

Another  recreation  is  letter-writing.  Lord  Chsstebfislo  wrote 
letters.  But  be  carefuL  If  you  have  written  a  cruel  letter,  put  a 
stamp  on  it,  lest  it  come  back  upon  your  own  head. 

I  have  spoken  of  a  man's  wife^s  relations.  This  implies  marriage. 
**  The  wise  choice  of  female  friends  is . .  •  important."  '  '*  Grapple 
them  to  thy  soul  with  hoops  of  steel," '  as  a  writer  lately  put  it, 
thinking^  periiape.  of  the  Elizabethan  skirt.  There  are  risks  in  mar- 
riage. It  u  *  *  for  oetter  for  worse."  '  This  distinction  is  well  brought 
out  in  the  two  fdlowing  passa^—**  And  oh  I  if  there  be  an  Elysium 
on  earth,  it  is  this,  it  u  this ! "  *  and  **  Wedlock 's  a  saucy,  sad, 
familiar  state."  »• 

One  might  throw  out  some  thoughts  on  the  question  of  selection, 
but,  as  a  friend  aptly  and  originally  expressed  himself  to  me — 
*'  Silence  is  golden  "  ;  and  I  remember  to  nave  read  that  **  talking 
should  be  an  exercise  of  the  brain  and  not  of  the  tongue." '  *  Substitute 
"writing "for  "talking,"  and  "pen"  for  "tongue,"  and  I  really 
wonder  why  I  have  written  all  this.  Can  it  be  that  I  regard  the 
reading  public  as  "  mostly  fools  "  P  ** 

1  Labbook.  •  Don  Jnan.  >  Roakin.  «8ir  James  Facet.  *  BhAkspetre.  *  Lnbbock. 
7  Lnbboek  AdaptlnK  ShAkflpeore.  *  Mairiage  servlee.  *  Tom  Moore.  ^^  Fetor  Pindar. 
»« Lubbock.    »»Oarlyle.        

THE  MAKING  OF  A  MAN. 

["  Lord  RossBBBT  ii  not  a  man  at  aU :  he  ii  a  political  Joint-Stock  Com- 
pany, Limited,^'— Letter  from  Mr.  Chamberlain  in  the  ''Time*,'*] 

Oh,  CHAMBEBLiiir,  with  jov  I  note  the  labour  of  the  file 
In  this  delightful  sample  of  your  literary  st^le. 
I  seem  to  see  you  trying  it  in  half  a  hundred  wavs. 
Before  your  taste  could  settle  on  the  perfect  final  phrase. 
WiUi  just  a  little  polish  here,  a  slight  erasure  there, 
You  got  it  into  shape  at  last,  and  made  your  copy  fair. 
Lo,  how  its  mceful  suavity  all  meaner  folk  rebukes, 
In  eycry  litue  word  I  trace  the  infinence  of  dokes ; 
The  gallant  style,  the  courtly  thrust  with  controversial  sword 
Of  one— what  need  to  tell  his  name  P— who  dearly  loves  a  lord ; 
Who  learnt  amid  our  feudal  halls  the  ancient  courtesy 
That  scorns  to  stoop  to  Billingsgate,  or  ape  the  bold  bargee. 
Serene  and  proud  he  follows  still  the  good  old  maxim's  plan. 
And  by  his  manners  proves  himself  to  all  the  world  a  Man. 


Solution  of  Prize  Conundrum  given  in  our  Last  Week's 
Issue. 

"How  to  make  life  happy  by  adding  fifty-nine  to  the  latter 
half  of  it." 


The  latter  half  of  ••  X(r*  "  is  "A"  isn't  it  P 

Fifty-nineis  "LIX,"  isn't  itP     

happy-"  FELIX." 


Add  this  to  FE,  and  the  result  is 


[*«*  The  Conandrumist  left  the  explanation  and  the  ooimtry  at  the  same 
time.— Ed.] 
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The  Vimrs  Daughter,  "  Oh,  Papa  dsar,  d/z)  tou  hear  old  Mr.  Rogers  snoring  in  his  Pew  this  afternoon?' 

The  Vicar.   "No,  MY  love.     Dubino  the  SsRMONt  I  suppose?'* 

Tlic  Vicars  Daughter,   "  No  !  THAT  *8  the  funny  part  of  it  1 "  


"LYING  LOW." 

[*'  The  Chan CBLLOK  of  thv  Exchequek  Iim  preaerred,  with  tdmirable 
oompofure,  an  oracular  ailenoe  during  the  controTeniet  of  the  past  few 
weeii.  It  if  sad  to  think  that  the  despairing  appeals  of  the  Ministerial 
Press  to  Sir  William  Ha&oourt  to  '  remember  hii  swashing  blow'  may  re- 
main unanswered  until  the  opening  of  the  debate  on  the  Address  some  two 
months  hence."— 2^  TUn$i,'\ 

"  Little  Boy  Blue,  come  blow  up  your  horn ! 
The  sheep 's  in  the  meadow,  the  cow 's  in  the  corn. 
Where  is  the  boy  who  looks  after  the  sheep  f 
He 's  under  the  haycock,  iisst  asleep  (H  " 

Old  IfuTMrp  Bhfm$» 

Much  worrited  Old  Liberal  Party  loquitur . — 

0  LITTLB  Boj^  Blue  I— ('til  a  sweet  name  for  you, 

Though  PiokwiddaiL  perhaps,  in  ra^eetiyeneas  1)— 
What  are  yon  a-doing  r    There 's  miBonief  a-brewing, 

Our  flookB  appear  troubled  with  restiyeneas  ,*l 
Our  cattle  are  straying.    Yon  ought  to  be  pUying 

That  horn  witli  your  old  force  and  uncti^ 
Of  what  are  you  tniwlrinff  p    Jn  long  forty-winking 

Boy  Blue  seems  forget&ng  his  function ! 

You  're  not  worth  a  button  I    That  Forfarshire  mutton 

The  Unionist  meadow  is  munching  in ; 
Omr  bonny  Brigg  cow,  boy,  now  can't  you  see  how,  boy, 

The  Tory  corn-field  she  is  crunching  in  f 
You  ure  losing  your  sheep^  like  noor  Ettle  Bo-Peep, 

And  still  that  old  horn  uea  unUown,  boy. 
You  're  letting  them  roam,  and  they  will  not  '*  come  home 

If  you  do  nought  but  *'  let  them  ahme,"  boy  I 

Still  drowsing  I    Oh,  drat  it|I    Young  PBDOoai  is  at  it 

Without  half  your  power  of  bellows. 
And  cynics  are  muting  that,  while  he  is  sprinting. 

You  're  lazy— because  you  feel  jealous. 
Of  course,  that 'sail  footle.    StUl,  your  rootle-tootle 

Is  wanted  our  courage  to  toughen. 
'Twas  neyer  your  habiL  like  aitful  Brer  Babbit. 

Of  old  to  "^Ue  low  and  say  nuffin' I " 

Your  horn,  like  great  Bolavd's,  through  high  lands  and  lowlands. 
From  Lmcdln  to  Scotland,  should  blare  up. 


We  need  its  loud  rallies,  or  our  Boncesyall^s 

Will  come,— when  there  wiU  be  a  flare-up  I 
'Tis  surely  not  rifted  P    When  RoLAin)  uplifted 

His  Oliiant.  eyeryone  heard  it 
For  thirty  miles  round.    So  your  sheep-horn  should  sound. 

And  too  long,  my  Boy  Blue,  you  'ye  deferred  it 

Their  noses  foes  may  cock,  whilst  under  that  hayoook 

At  Malwood  at  ease  you  're  reolininjs:. 
Poor  Pbdibosb,  our  shepherd,  is  ^tting  will  peppered. 

The  flock  for  your  rally  are  pining. 
You  are  only  Boy  Blue,  not  the  shepherd  P    That's  true ; 

Still,  horn- blowing  boys  haye  their  duty. 
Wake  up,  and  wake  notr.  Sir,  and  giye  us  a  rouser. 

Your  best  blast,  we  know,  u  a  beauty  I 

Our  fold's  getting  thinnish,  pur  flocks  fast  diminish, 

Our  milch-cows  are  sickening  or  straying. 
Upl  back  up  the  pastor  ^  or  there  'U  be  disaster. 

The  enemy's  sheep-horns  are  braying ; 
They  're  "  calling  the  cattle  home.'^   Souse,  with  a  rattle-home ! 

Asleep?    Wdl,  perhaps  you 're  "purtending"  I 
But  thouffh  one  may  eaauy  play  up  too  weasel^. 

Sheep  ao  demand  watchnu  tending. 


TO  A  LADY. 
(Bom  solaUinthe  Year,  that  she  nearly  muBed  ha/ving  a  Birthday 

AocxPT,  dear  girl,  the  season's  comjpliments 
For  Christmas  and  the  twenty-ninth  December , 

Your  birthday—most  auspicious  of  eyents— 
Is  also  Mr.  GLAi>8T0ini*8,  you  remember.  ] 

Yours  wae  a  dose  shaye,  but  I  'm  bound  to  sa^ 
That  FebruaiT  the  twenty-ninth  far  worse  is. 

And  worst  of  all,  to  come  on  All  Fools'  Day, 
like  BisMABOK— or  the  writer  of  these  yersesi 


The  Real  Sghool-Bgabd.— Its  Pupils. 
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THE    GENIAL   SEASON. 

JTwHffry-looking  Aequaintaiiee  {unth  eyt  to  immtation).  "  So  OLU>  to  sbk  too  xnjotimo  tovbsblt  I ' 
Ji'at  Vkap  itvidenUy  doing  well).  "  Wkomo  ao&ih,  OLD  JU.:<.    I'M  ■rjotimo  Mr  Oinmkbi" 


"THREE  CHEERS  FOR  THE 
EMPEROR." 

iRteommended  for  translation  and 

use  in  the  Cferman  Jieiehstag.) 
Fob  he 's  a  jolly  good  fellow, 

And  so  say  aU  of  us. 
Bat  '"hoohs"  at  all  seasons  to 
bellow 
Is  syoophant  folly  and  foss. 
With  a  hip,  hip,  hip  hooray. 
For  that  capital  fellow,   our 
Kaiser! 
If  he  '11  let  our  cheers  come  In 
spontaneous  way 
As  loyal  tee  'U  he,  and  he  wiser. 


''COPY.'^ 


Some  call  the  world  a  vale  of  tears, 
And  some  a  haunt  of  bliss^ 
"  the  world  to  me  appears, 
all  that  therein  is. 

I  loYcd,  I  hated,  and  desired. 
Despaired,  like  other  men — 

And  "copy"  thus  I  have  accjuired. 
Which  still  informs  my  pen. 

Now.  all  the  scenes  whereon  I  look. 
All  human  joy  and  woe, 

Spintaneounlv  as  a  book 
Into  fresh    copy  "  flow. 

There  is  no  pang  too  terrible, 
No  rapture  too  sublime. 

To  f urniah  forth  an  article 
Or  to  suggest  a  rhyme. 

I M  like  a  little  while  to  break 

My  fetters  lucrative. 
To  l«»ve  again  for  Love's  own  sake. 

For  Life's  own  sake,  to  live. 

To  look  upon  the  stars  again 

With  no  ulterior  view. 
Oh.  aspiration  wild  and  vain ! 

But— it  is  *'  copy,"  too  I 


•'ONE  MAN  ONE  JOB.'' 

A  Christmassy  Story  for  the  Members  of  the  L,  C,  C. 

Mr.  Blank  Threbstabs  was  an  eminent  member  of  the  London 
County  Council,  and  had  distinguished  himself  as  a  supporter  of  the 
cry,  **  One  Man  One  Job."  In  hiH  opinion  a  workman  should  stick  to 
his  work,  and  try  no  other.  If  he  were  a  bricklayer,  he  tiiould  lay 
bricks ;  if  he  were  a  painter^  he  should  daub  doors  wiUi  colour. 

"We  don't  want  one  man  interfering  with  another  man's  baldness," 
said  Mr.  Blank  Threbstars.    "  Let  the  shoemaker  stick  to  his  last." 

And  this  declaration  fff  policy  made  him  extremely  popular  in  his 
own  set.  He  wan  consideried  a  sound  reformer.  "  Sound  "  in  more 
senses  than  one,  as  he  happened  to  be  particularly  partial  to  the  tones 
of  his  own  voice. 

One  day  about  Christmas  time,  when  the  holly  and  mistletoe  were 
much  in  evidence,  Mr.  Blank  Threbstars  happened  to  be  reading 
the  reports  of  hi^  own  speeches  at  Spring  Gardens,  and  unconsciously 
dosed  his  eyes.  When  he  reopened  them,  he  found  a  gentleman  in  a 
black  costume,  who  invited  nim  to  give  his  opinion  on  things  in 
general  and  the  London  Countv  Council  in  particular.  lUther 
pleased  to  bd  a<»ked  to  air  his  eloquence,  Mr.  Blank  Threbstars 
readily  complied  with  the  obliging  request.  He  talked  long  and  well, 
and  the  gentleman  in  black  seemed  never  wearjr  of  listening  to  him. 
When  he  paused  for  a  moment  his  attentive  visitor  put  a  question  to 
him  which  "  set  him  off  "  again.  And  this  was  repeated  quite  a  boore 
of  times.    At  length,  however,  the  orator  became  exhausted. 

"  Why  do  yon  cease  speaking!'"  asked  the  gentleman  in  black 
rather  impatiently. 

*•  Because  I  am  veir  tired,"  was  the  reply ;  **  and  now,  with  your 
permission,  I  willgo  for  a  torn  on  my  bicycle." 

"  Not  at  alL  Your  job  is  to  speak,  and  I  cannot  let  you  do  any- 
thing else.  So  please  continue  your  interesting  remarks.  What  do 
you  think  of  the  report  upon  the  City  of  London  P  " 

Poor  Blank  Threestars  attempted  to  give  his  views  on  the 
subject,  but  broke  down.  He  was  extremely  exhausted;  but  the 
gentleman  in  black  kept  him  going.    He  insisted  upon  being  answered 


this,  and  answered  that,  until  the  eminent  Member  of  the  London 
C«>unty  Council  became  almost  senseless  with  fatigue.  He  closed  his 
eyes  once  more,  and  when  he  reopened  them,  found  that  his  own 
servant  was  standing  hv  Ms  aide. 

"Going  to  Spring  Cfardens,  SirP"  asked  the  faithful  adherent 
"  If  you  are  it  is  time  to  be  off." 

"  Ko,"  returned  Mr.  Blank  Threbstars  ;  "  never  again.  I  shall 
resign.    I  have  had  enough  talking  to  labt  me  a  lifetime." 

From  that  moment  Blank  Th  rbsstaks  became  a  changed  character. 
He  goes  in  for  ail  sorts  of  hard  work— wood-cutting,  cricket,  football, 
and  golfing— but  he  never  approaches  the  L.  C.  C.  In  fact,  he  has 
only  mentioned  Spring  Gardens  once  since  his  conver^ion,  and  then 
only  to  link  with  its  name  an  expression  usuallv  represented  by  the 
fourth  capital  letter  of  the  alphabet.  And  with  this  declaration  his 
Atorv  must  come  to  an  end,  as  ne  declines  to  utter  another  syllable  in 
explanation.  

aUEER  aUERlES. 
FoTURB  OF  Africa.— Having  read  in  the  papers  that  Mr.  John- 
ston, our  Commissioner  in  Central  Africa,  advocates  the  colonising 
of  that  country  by  "  the  yellow  races,"  I  write  to  a^k  if  it  would  be 
•f  any  use  for  me  to  apply  ?  As  I  have  now  suffered  from  chr«*nic 
jaun<uce  for  sixteen  years,  complicated  with  intermittent  attacks  of 
bilious  fever,  and,  as  my  skin  is  usually  of  a  bright  orange,  I  think 
that  I  should  fulfil  Mr.  Johnston's  requirements  down  to  the 
ground.  Some  of  my  friends  urge  me  not  to  go  because  they  are  sure 
the  swampiness  of  the  country  would  carry  me  off :  but  Africa  can 
hardly  be  much  swampier  thui  Lower  Tottenham  has  been  during 
the  past  autumn,  and,  personally,  anything  that  would  really 
"  carry  me  off"  from  the  latter  place  I  should  welcome  as  a  blessed 
change.  Perhaps  some  reader,  with  more  knowledge  of  Africa  than 
I  possess,  could  inform  me  whether  there  would  be  much  danger  of 
my  yellow  complexion,  in  case  of  my  having  a  fit  of  the  blues  out 
there,  being  converted  into  areen  f  Would  Mr.  Johnston  in  that 
case  regard  me  as  a  lort  of  oolourable  fraud,  and  ship  me  back 
homeP  Wovld-bb  Pioneer. 
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TNE  PERILS  OF  A  JESTING 
PREMIER. 

Whht  Premiers  try  to  joke 
(As  they  will  like  other  folk) 

They  should  reaUy  have  a  care 
That  taeir  meaning  be  aoite  plain 
E'en  to  Brammaffem's  slow  brain. 

Or  it  really  isn't  fair. 

For  f  on  see  a  Gh)odman  Dnll 
The  jest's  flower  may  not  call, 

And  he  '11  send  a  queer  epistle 
To   the    Times    which    shows  him 
crunching  I 

Oentle  irony,  and  munching  | 

like  a  donkey  at  a  thistle,  i 

The  ironical 's  a  trap 

For  your  solid  sort  of  chap, 

Au  grand  serieux  he  'U  take  it. 
Your  dusive  little  joke. 
And,  like  terrier  or  moke. 

Dig  his  teeth  in  it  and  shake  it 

Men  will  then  look  on  and  mock. 
And  the  roectade  's  a  shook 

To  our  Commonwealth's  stability. 
For  it  shows  how  little  wit 
Gfoes  to  goveming  us  and  it. 

B'en  in  **  statesmen  of  ability." 

It 's  so  dangerous  to  be  funny  I 
Men    may    make    hardware,    and! 
money,  | 

Aye,  and  even  a  career, 
Who  yet  cannot  make— or  take— 
A  good  joke.    They  're  wide  awake, 

Save  to  wit,  though  in  a  peer. 

Therefore,  Pbdcross,  do  not  jest  I 
It  comes  badly,  at  the  best. 

From  a  man  at  the  Staters  tiller. 
The  ironical  reject 
Above  alL  and  recollect 

Every  Jos  is  not  a  Millsb  I 


Seasonablb  RBFLEcnoN.— Tolook 
at  Holly  Leaves— ^t  its  glowing  red 
appearance— is  "quite  a  Uttle  hoUv- 
dayl"  The  inside  quite  up  to  the 
out. 


CARTE    BLANCHE! 

"You  won't  mind  mt  putting  you  into  mt  new  Novel, 
0*Flahertt  I " 

"Me  dear  Fellow,  te 'be  welcome  to  put  ▲ntthino 
ABOUT  Me  te  hoiKX—PRoroiDijf'  IT  isN'r  thrum!** 


eURIOS  FOR  THE  CRICKETERS' 
EXHIBITION. 

Mb.  Blocker's  Bat.  which  he 
carried  through  a  whole  season 
without  scoring  once  off  it. 

A  Ball  which  was  "muffed" 
eleven  times  in  one  innings. 

"Pair  of  Spectacles"  (unclaimed) 
found  on  a  oncket-ground. 

Fine  Sitting  of  "Duck's-eggs" 
(exhibitor's  name  not  mentioned), 
and  sample  of  "Butter"  used  in 
preparing  owner's  fingers  for  "a 
great  catch." 

"The  Catch  of  the  Season." 
Taken  by  Instantaneous  Fhoto- 
graii^T.  (Twenty -seven  of  these 
snap-diots— all  different.) 

Model  (on  enlarged  scmIa)  of  the 
I  "  Mountain  -  molehill  "       between 
wickets,    after    an   hour*s  patting 
down  by  a  fidgety  batsman.  (Photo- 
graph of  this,  life-size*  may  be  had 
on  a  slide  for  microscopic  study). 
I     Instantaneous  Photop^raph  picked 
I  UD  at  the  OvaL    (It  is  not  known 
whether  this  represents  an  enileDtic 
,  octopus,  Qd  the  crack  fast-bowler, 
Spindlewhiz,  "  delivOTing"  a  balL) 
Frajfments   and   Splinters.    (Sup- 
posed to  be  the  gathered  remams  of 
I  wicket,  after  beins?  "scattered"  by 
'  one  of  Busteb's  lightning-expresses.) 
Diagrams.    (Supposed atone  time 
to  be  ^'  kodak  "  of  a  lightning-flash, 
but  disoovered  to  represent  the  course 
I  of    a    *'  mi sti elded  '     ball    between 
leaving  bowler^  s  hand  and  returning 
thereto.) 

I  "The  Ball  which  Bowled  Boko." 
j  (Descriptions  of— Thirteen  in  num- 
ber, uniiiue,  varied,  interesting,  but 
unintelligible,  selected  from^  the  un- 
fortxinate,  and  resentful,  victim  on 
thirteen  several  occasions  when  he 
was  **just  explaining  how  he  was 
unlucky  enough  to  be  given  out  first 
ball  in  the  Big  Match.'^) 

Portrait  of  Umpire.  (After  resd- 
\n^  the  above  thirteen  authentic  and 
unimpeachable,    but    irreconcilable, 


BALLADE  TO  ORDER. 


If  vou  're  ever  in  want  of  a  subject  for 

(Which  I  venture  to  say  you  may  very  well  be) — 
When  you  're  strongly  disposed  to  indulge  in  a  ourse, 
like  a  ffolfer  enra^  at  an  afternoon  tee. 
Then  take  my  advice.    When  vou  're  badly  at  sea, 

Just  asK  some  fair  lady  to  help  you 
to  settle 
Your  subject.    Here's  one  which 
was  given  to  me— 
How  long  would  a  bat  keep  alive  in  a 

How  long  would  it  be,  ere  it  felt 

getting  worse. 
And  seriou^y  thought  it  must  give 

up  the  G 
(Where  G  is  the  ghost),  and  how  soon 

would  a  hearse 


Be  required  for  the  poor  little  corpse. 
Cnr  with  glee 


Would  the  sprightly  small  animal 
gaily  make  xree, 
And  kick  up  its  heels  in  the  finest  of  fettle, 
Considering  it  all  as  a  wonderful  spree— 
How  long  would  a  bat  keep  aUve  in  a  kettle  t 

Now  it  wouldn't  be  truthful  to  say  that  my  purse 
Has  a  superabundance  of  £,  «.,  or  if., 


Yet  1  don't  mind  oonf essinff  I  'd  gladly  disburse 
All  I  have  got  to  know  who  it  was-'-he  or  she — 
Who  fooled  the  poor  bat  to  so  great  a  degree. 

But  it 's  really  high  time  to  take  hold  of  the  nettle 
And  end  this  ballade  (you  must  spell  with  an  e) — 

How  long  uxmld  a  bat  keep  alive  in  a  kettle  f 

VEnvoi. 
Fair  Lady.  I  own  that  I  felt  up  a  tree, 

At  the  thought  of  the  subject.    But,  put  on  one's  mettle. 
It  can  be  done  somehow— your  thanks  are  my  fee — 

How  long  would  a  bat  keep  alive  in  a  kettle  f 


FIZZ  AND  FUSS. 


Okck  more  America  *' takes  the  cake"  for  grotesque  absurdly. 
Mr.  Jauxs  Patk  tells  us  the  teetotal  folks  there  are  shocked  at  the 


The  total  abstainer,  it  seems,  **  on  the  occasion  of  baptising  a  new 
liner,"  sent  the  President  (who  was  to  perform  the  ceremony)  ,  a 
bottle  of  water  as  a  substitute."  The  Irishman  supplied  wiw 
whiskey  to  dean  windows  with  drank  the  liquor  and  breathed  on  the 
glass  !  Perhaps  Hie  President  may  see  his  way  to  taking  a  leaf  out 
of  Paddt*s  bo^  Let  him  drink  the  fi2z  (if  it  is  good  enough)  and 
''blow  the  water-drinkers  I"  Foolish  fanatics !  They  surely  forget 
that  for  ever^  bottle  of  *'  the  boy  "  bestowed  on  an  insensible,  uaa{H 
predative  ship,  there  is  one  less  left  to  "  gl 
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THE  CHRONICLES  OF  A  RURAL  PARISH/ 

YIL— Ths  Real  Thiho. 

Thx  poll  Ib  oyer,  and  the  Parish  CoonoQ  for 
Mndford  is  at  last  a/oti^  aceomvli—irr  almost 
so.  Yet,  before  I  oome  to  relate  the  story  of 
the  polling,  there  are  one  or  two  matters  which, 
as  a  oonscientioas  historian,  I  think  I  should 
not  be  justified  in  omittingr. 

As  I  ought  to  have  mentioned  before^  I  did 
not  think  it  necessary  or  expedient  in  my 
otndidature  to  hold  any  public  meetings. 
Speaking  broadly,  I  declared  to  win  with 
Miss  Phill  Bubtt  on  Canvaasina,  It  was 
far  otherwise  with  some  of  my  fellow-eandi- 
dates.  Black  Bob  and  his  mates  (Habbt 
JoBKDTS  and  Wiluak  Bbowk)  got  down 
from  town  a  young  glib-spoken  fellow,  who 
made  a  magnificent  speech,  with  a  Gladstone 
peroration,  that  was  supposed  to  be  worth 
any  number  of  votes.  Black  Bob  (I  am 
told),  in  proposing  a  vote  of  thanks  to  him, 
somewhat  cruelly  called  him  **  a  cool,  honest 
and  straightforirard  lecturer."  Oneof  tiiese 
briefless  barristers,  no  doubt.  Mrs.  Lvtham 
HAvm  and  Mrs.  Abblb  Mabch  held  a  joint 
meeting  (not  to  be  confounded  with  a  meat 
tea)  in  support  of  women  caDdidat^,  addressed 
by  six  enthusiastio  ladies  who  pointed  out  the 
various  fields  of  energy  provided  for  woman 
by  tlds  new  Engine  of  Keform.  The  vicar, 
the  squire,  and  I,  alone  out  of  the  eight,  con- 
tented ourselves  with  no  perfervid  platform 

Ii^ould  alfK>  state  that,  as  the  poll  grew 
nearer,  my  wife  became  increasingly  confident 
that  I  should  be  beaten— **  andthat,TixoTHT,'* 
she  added.  **  you  won*t  like."  I  pointed  out 
(and  I  still  think  it  was  a  natural  thing  to  do 
m  the  circumstances)  that  the  most  formida- 
ble obstacle  in  the  way  of  my  suooeediog  was 
the  apparent  lack  of  interest  taken  in  the 
affair  by  my  family.  This  made  Mabia  per- 
fectly furious.  I  needn*t  imagine  I  should 
bounce  her  into  it  that  way ;  truth  to  tell,  I 
never  for  one  moment  did  think  so.  She 
would  go  away  and  stay  at  our  town  house 
with  the  girls  till  the  whole  affair  was  over— 
which  she  did.  So,  uncheered  by  wifely  counsel 
or  daughterly  devotion.  I  sallied  forth  on 
the  morning  of  the  17th  to  my  Committee 
Rooms,  thence  to  carry  on  the  last  stage  of 
this  great  contest.  I  plume  myself  upon  the 
excellence  of  my  arrangements.  Everywhere 
vou  were  bidden  (that  is  you  would  have 
been  if  you  had  b^n  at  Mudford)  to  "  Vote 
for  WoTKiKS,  the  Local  Candidate."  I  am 
free  to  admit  that  there  was  nothingdistinc- 
tive  in  this  description  of  myself.  We  were 
all  local  candidates,  tince  we  all  lived  in  the 
village  itfielf.  But  this  apx>eal  to  *' local" 
feeling  is  always  an  excellent  card  to  play. 
I  know  in  my  own  case  that  I  secured  five 
votes  at  least  from  men  who  at  the  last 
Oeneral  Elfction  had  voted  for  our  sitting 
Member  because  he  was  the  **  local  candi- 
date." Then  I  got  Pome  boys  to  carry  round 
a  Big  Loaf  and  a  Little  Loaf,  adorned  with 
suitable  placards,  inciting  persons,  men  and 
women,  married  and  single,  to  vote  for  me. 
I  did  thii  because  I  never  knew  of  an  election 
yet  in  which  the  loaves  did  not  play  a  promi- 
nent i>art.  I  was  determined  to  leave  no 
electoral  device— legitimate  Sectoral  device, 
of  course,  I  mean— untried. 

Except  for  the  masterly  precision  and  i>er- 
fection  of  my  arrangements,  the  polling  pre- 
sented few  incidents.  There  were  the  usual 
number  of  people  who  did  not  find  their 
names  on  the  regbter,  and  who  were  conse- 
quently turned  awa:r  sorrowing.  (By  the 
way,  is  **  and  who  "  right  ?  I  am  never  sure.) 
Equally,  of  course,  there  were  some  idiots 
who  would  put  off  voting  till  it  was  too 
late,  and  found  themeelves  shut  out  by  one 
minute. 


CAUTIOUS. 

Visitor  {at  out-of-the-way  Tnn  in  (he  North),   "  Do  Tou  Kvow  aktthiko  about  Salvok- 

POACHINO  IK  THIS  NXIOHBOUBHOOD  f  " 

Landlady  {whoge 901^ is  not  above nupieion).  "Eh— KG,  SiB.  Matbi  it 's  a  new  sttlb  of 
Cooking  as  wb  havbn't  hbabd  of  in  thbsb  pabts,  as  tou  sir,  Sib,  wb  ohlt  do  oub 
Egos  that  way;  ajxd"— (brightening  up)— ** if  -ton  likb  'bm,  I  can  gbt  tou  a  dish 
at  omcb  I " 


At  nine  the  poll  dof  ed :  and  the  countine 
immediately  commenced.  I  did  not  feel  equal 
to  the  strain  of  being  present,  and  was  repre- 
sented by  Miss  Phill  Bubtt.  I  waited  at 
the  house  in  grim  suspense.  Suddenly  I 
heard  wild  cheering.  Then  a  minute  later 
Miss  Phill  dashed  up  waving  a  paper  ex- 
citedly and  shouting,  "  Hurrah !  Top  of  the 
polL"  And  80  it  proved  to  be.  I,  who  had 
neen  last,  was  actually  now  first.  Here  are 
the  figures : — 

Timothy  Wnnows,  J.P.  .  .  219 
G.  T&AVis-liEBTOK  (the  Squire)  203 
RoBBBT  Hedqbb  (Black  Bob)  .  203 

HaB&Y  JOBKIBS .         .         .         .195 

William  Bbowit      ,       .       .189 
Hbhby  Savdfobd  (the  Vicar] 
Mrs.  LxTHAM  Havitt 
Mrs.  Abbls  Mabch   • 


172 
153jTie 


153 


I  had  hardlv  grasped  the  significance  of 
these  figures  when  the  crowd  surged  up  over 
the  lawn.  In  a  few  brief,  heartfelt  words  I 
thanked  them.  The  greatest  moment  of  my 
life — should  never  forget  this  kind  apprecia- 
tion on  the  part  of  those  amongst  whom  I  had 
lived,  and  amidst  whom  I  hoped  to  die- 
wished  them  all  a  merry  Christmas  and  good 
night.    And  so— they  went— home. 

The  most  curious  point  remains  to  be  noticed. 
Mrs.  Lktham  HAviTTaod  Mrs.  Abblb  Mabch 
tied  for  the  last  place.  The  Returning  Officer 
declined  to  give  a  casting  vote.  Our  Parish 
Council  is  to  consist  of  seven  Members.  The 
first  six  are  easy  enough  to  find  out.  The 
latest  Mudford  puzzle  is— Find  the  seventh. 

I  had  nearly  forgotten  to  add  that  my  wife 
(who  comes  home  to-morrow)  has  written  to  say 
she  hopes  I  'm  satisfied  now.    Well,  I  am. 
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A  TXTLE  GEETTHGE. 

Fob  tow  and  for  noon  other,  ladye  dere, 
At  this  f ol  jolyf  Resoun  of  the  yeer 

Now  wol  I  troBte,  ne  thynkynge  naught 

of  ooet, 
This  Utel  yefte  to  yon  rede  pilere  poet ; 
Byghte  wel  ystampen  sikerly,  I  trowe. 
Anon  myn  yefte  sohal  come  to  noon  but 

yow. 
Ne  golde  han  I  to  yeye,  ne  pretiona  gere, 
Bat  floures  that  Sen  fol  rare  (this  tyme 

of  yeer). 
Ne  yelwe  astere,  late  yoome  to  tonn, 
Ne  yet  (God  wot]  a  flri«ne  oamadonn, 
But  tak  al  fressche  from  Convent  Gardyn 

plot 
Myn  flonr.  and  eek  prayere,  "  Foryete- 

me-not." 
With  feste  and  merle  chere  and  moohe 

solas 
Sone  wol  this  jolji  sesoun  yeye  us  fcraoe ; 
So  mote  ye  spende,  whanne  that  bels 
swete  chyme 
At^ynle,  in  sothe  a  veray  parf ait  tyme. 
'*  At  Cristema»se  merie  may  ye  dance," 
And  in  the  Newe  Yeer  han  gret  plesanoe : 
So  fare  now  wel,  myn  hertes  qneene ;  I  praie 
R.8. V.P. — Ther  nys  no  more  to  saye ! 


loTely  fairies  abound  in  the  marrellous  oountry  Tinted  by  Lily, 
Mrs.  Kailtok  writes  with  delifrhtful  faney  and  quiet  humour,  and 
her  illustrations  add  a  great  oharm  to  a  oook  wnich  is  bound  to 
please  the  little  ones  for  whom  it  is  intended." 

In  Furthest  Ind  (Blackwood)  purports 
to  be  the  narratiTe  of  Mr.  Edwakd  Cah- 
LYON,  oi  the  Honourable  East  India  Com- 
pany's seryioe,  comprising  his  escape 
from  the  hands  of  the  Inquisition  at  Goa, 
his  journey  to  the  CouH  of  the  Ghreat 
Mogul,  ana  much  else.  It  all  took  place 
some  two  hundred  years  ago,  and  wan 
**  wrote  bv  his  own  hand  in  the  Year  of 
Grace  1697."  As  for  Mr.  Stditet  C. 
Grieb,  he  »imply  **  edits  the  narrative 
with  a  few  ezplanatorynotes,"  which  is 
yery  modest  oi  him.  The  narrative  is  a 
moving  one,  full  of  local  colour,  plastered 
on  pictures  of  the  outHkirts  oi  India  in 
John  Company's  day.  Mr.  Ebwa&d  Cab- 
LTOK  is  a  properly  pragmatical  person,  with  true  British  obstinaoy 
knocking  his  head  against  any  wall  that  comes  in  his  way.  Hh 
makes  my  Baronite  almost  think  kindly  of  the  Inquisition.  Aod 
this  is  srenial  at  Christmas  time,  when  we  like  to  think  well  of 
everybody,  **  and  so  bless  us  all,  Pen-and-Inkysition  included," 
quoth  TisT  Tim,  alias 

The  Gat  Babon  db  Book- Worms. 


OUR    BOOKING-OFFICE. 

A  Babonitb  warns  me  thusly:  In  opening  The  New  Standard 
Elocutionietj  selected  by  Alfbbd  H.  Miles  (HorcHiNSoir  &  Co.), 
you  may  think  there  i^  a  mistake  somewhere,  as  on  the  first  page 
you  are  confuted  with  an  anatomical  sketch  of  a  cheerful-looking 
gentleman  with  his  chest  laid  open  for  inspection.  Don't  be  afraid, 
it's  all  right,  the  gentleman's  countenance  is  reassuring,  still,  it 
makes  me  wonder  if  all  reciters  come  to  that.  But  after  reading  a 
little  of  Levsox  Bbown's  chapter,  we  find  it  is  an  object  lesson 
teaching  the  usually  inflated  reciter  now  to  work  his  diaphragm  as  it 
should  be  worked.  Perhaps  its  advantages  may  be  felt  when  the 
elocutionist  wishes  to  rouse  an  admiring  but  slumbering  audience 
with  a  little  thundering  out  of  ''Rise!  sl«*ep  no  more."  If  the 
average  recitation  has  a  soporific  effect,  Phil  Mat*8  drawings  in 
Fun,  Frolic  and  Fancy,  b?  Btbok  Webbeb  will  soon  wake  you  up. 
The  annual  of  three  F*s  quite  fulfils  the  **  promise  of  May.'* 

Though*  Kitty  Alone,  by  8.  Babikg  Gould,  runs  through  Good 
Words  this  year,  edited  by  Donald  Macleod,  D.D.,  she  does  it  sur- 
rounded b^  excellent  company.  Just  ima^ne  how  a  child's  precon- 
ceiv«^  notions  of  euphonious  spelling  will  be  upset  by  teaching 
Artful  Anticks  spelt  with  a  k,  by  Olive  Herfobd  (Gat  kkd  Bibd). 
Suon  a  frivolous  liberty  to  takei  with  any  word  in  these  days  of  solid 
moral  educational  principles. 

There  always  exists  a  certain  sneaking  friendly  feeling  for  ghosts, 
especially  at  Christmas  time,  but  it's  nothing  to  the  Paddies  who  ex- 
perience a  hurtful  resintment  if  you  won't  listen  to  their  familiar 
banshee  varus,  and  Banshee  Castle,  by  Rosa  Mulholland  is  full  of 
their  signing  and  wailing ;  they  like  to  make  themselves  heard. 

Apropos  of  Christmas  numbers,  my  Baronitess  writes :  The  Queen 
and  The  Gentleioofnan  present  themselves  beautifully  *'got  up." 
They  are  both  decidedly  smart,  and,  like  their  titles,  their  stories  are 
by  a  very  select  company.  By-the-bye,  in  The  Gentlewoman  the 
little  bird  says  that  ner  New  Year  will  open  with  an  exciting 
serial.  Sons  of  Fire,  from  the  indefatigable  pen  of  Miss  Bbaddon. 
There  is  a  hearty,  warm  sound  in  it,  agreeable  at  this  time  of  the  year. 

According  to  the  researching  remarks  of  Josfph  Jacobs,  who  has 
arranged  a  new  and  selected  edition  of  ^Esop^s  Fables  (Mac- 
MiLLAN  &  Co.)^  one  gathers  that  the  "modest  violet"  is  not  in  it 
with  the  retiring  manner  in  which  every  other  writer  of  fable  have 
hidden  their  worth  unHer  the  itheltering  leaves  of  the  ever  green 
laurels  of  Old  .^op.  Their  number  mivht  be  termed  fabulous.  But 
Sheblock  Holmes  has  not  lived  in  vain.  With  unerring  instinct 
the  true  mythical  authors  have  been  tracked,  and  their  deeds 
brought  to  light.  The  immortal  genius  may  at  last  enjoy  his  own 
wealth,  which  he  finds  fits  better  now  that  it  nas  not  to  be  stretched. 
Quaint  little  pictures, '  done  by  Richabd  Heigh wat,  adorn  the 
pages. 

*'A  pretty  volume  of  fairy  tales,"  writes  one  of  the  Assistant 
Readers,  **  comes  from  Messrs.  Seelet  &  Co.  It  is  called  Lily  and 
the  Lift,  and  is  not  only  written,  but  also  illustrated,  by  Mrs. 
Hebbbbt  Bailtok.  Lily  herself,  the  little  heroine,  who  is  wafted 
in  the  magic  hotel-lift  through  the  regions  of  Fairyland,  is  a 
darling.    Beautiful  butterflies,  wonderful  birds,  quaint  dwarfs,  and 


A  SEQUEL  TO  THE  STORY  OP  UNO. 

(A  Fablb  fob  those  who  Rbseut  Cbitioism.) 

In  conjtvnualion  (loilh  apologies)  of  Mr.  Rudyard  Kipling*s  clever 
•*  Story  of  dng,"  in  the  December  Number  of  **  The  Idler." 

Now  Ung  grew  exceeding  bumptious  along  of  his  scribio gs  on  bons ; 
And  he  sware  that  no  one  could  judge  mem  save  only  the  scriber 

alone ; 
And  he  cocked  his  nose  at  the  critics  (save  such  as  effusively 

praised). 
And  he  prated  of  *'  Art  for  Art's  sake,"  till  the  tribesmen  imagined 

him  crazed. 

And  Uno  grew  excaedinr  abusive,  and  proudly  **  uplifted  his  horn," 
With  an  Oscar  Wildeish  swagger,  with  a  more  than  WhistlerisD 

scorn. 
He  kicked  with  the  wrath  of  a  Eiplikg  at   **the   dull-farained 

bourgeois  lot," 
(Though  he  put  it  in  different  lingo,  for  this  Billingsgate  then 

was  not.) 

But  the  prehistoric  for  "  Philistine ! "  fell  from  hii  so  >m-curled  lips 
And  he  la»hed  Uie  non-artistic  with  words  which  would  out  like 

whips. 
And  the  non-artistic  tribesmen  thev  crind  **  he  is  rights,  this  Uico,, 
Though  we  doubt  if  the  sabre- tooth  tiger  has  got  such  a  rasping 

tongue: 

'*  But  there*s  fruth  in  his  *  Art  for  Art's  Sake,'  and  Art  for  him 

shall  suffice." 
So  they  shut  him  up,  with  his  bone^  and  hU  tools,  in  a  cave  of  ice. 
No  new-cut  tongues  if  the  bison,  no  pelts  of  the  reindeer  there. 
But  only  cold  snow  for  cover,  and  only  bare  bones  for  fare. 

For  they  said,  "  We  are  nowise  worthy,  we  hunting  and  trapping 

fools, 
To  judge  of  his  fine  bone-soribinsrs,  and  the  way  he  uses  his  tools, 
Only  an  artist  can  jud^e  of  an  arti8t*s  work,  and  he 
Is  our  only  maker  of  pictures,  our  only  man  who  can  see, 

'*  So  he  must  be  artist  and  critic  and  purchtser  all  in  one!  " 

And  Umg  admitted  their  logic,  but  he  did  not  f>ee  the  fun. 

He  cried  '*  I  am  cold  and  hungry !  "    Then  they  said,  **  0  picture- 

Art  for  Art's  sake  is  your  motto ;  then  live  on  yuur  Art—  if  you  can .  » 

And  Uko  essayed  to  do  so— by  gnawing  his  graven  b  »nes, 
But  he  did  not  find  them  nourish,  and  h«)  begged  in  h*imhled  tones 
For  a  lumn  of  stranded  whale-meat,  succulent,  fat  and  hot ; 
In  return  tor  which,  if  they  cared  for  his  bonee,  they  might  take  the 
lot! 

So  they  let  Ung  out  of  the  ice-cave  upon  these  liberal  terms. 
And  cured  the  fool  of  rf  warding  his  f^w-mortals  as  worms. 
And  whenever  ye  hear  Art  craukpots  a- wagging  an  insolent  tongnej^ 
Why  then— in  the  words  of  Rudtabi>— A««rfy«  the  "  SUtry  of  Lng. 

jitizcd  by ; 
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TH!E  ICOMPLIMEVTS  OF 
THE  SEASON 

(I^yunded  upon  the  Pares  of  Christmas 
Cards.) 

ScmrE—A  London  Thr awing  Moom. 
Patebfamiijas  discovered  read- 
ing a  i9(tper^  and  ICatxbfaxiuas 
superintending  the  despatch  of  a 
nfwiher  of  eaf  d§, 

Mttfer,  (in  a  trme  of  irritation). 
I  really  think,  Jo  hit.  that,  oon- 
riderinfr  vou  hare  notifdne  earthlv 
to  do  this  afternoon,  yoa  mieht 
come  and  help  me. 

Pater.  You  have  Raid  that  twice 
hefore.  mv  dear.  Don't  you  see  I 
am  ^njoyine  mvself  ? 

Mater.  8o  like  von  I  As  if  yon 
conldn't  ftire  np  that  stupid  paper 
— ^you  d<>clare  there's  no  news  in 
it— and  do  me  a  favour! 

Pater,  {pouting  down  his  pan^). 
Well,  anvthingr  for  a  quiet  life  I 
What  is  it  ? 

Ma*er.  T  am  sending  a  card  to 
Mrs.  Bboww. 

Pater,  (faking  up  his  paper 
again).  Send  it. 

Mater.  Mv  dear  JoHir.  <//>  attend. 
I  want  to  know  what  I  shall  put 
into  the  envelope. 

Pater,  (aimng  up  paper,  and  er- 
amining  Christmas  Cards  with 
some  rague  show  of  interen{\.  Oh. 
well— here.  {Casually  picking  up 
a  picture  of  a  c^mtrv  churchyard 
by  moonligMS,  Won't  this  he  the 
sort  of  thinp"  P 

Mater  {shocked).  How  can  vou, 
John  1  Don't  yon  know  that  Mrs. 
Brown  lost  her  hnsbuid  only  a  year 
a^o? 

Pater.  Th*»n  whv  are  von  wish- 
ing her  "  A  Merry  Christmas"  P 

Mater.  Well,  you  «ee  she  ha« 
married  afirain.  and  so  I  thnno^ht  of 
vendinr  her  something  with  "A 
Hsnpy  New  Tear  "  in  it. 

Pater,  {taking  un  a  card  showing 
an  owl  in  an  ivy  bush),  WTiy  not 
thisP 


IHsyunted  Keeper  (who  has  juat  beaten  up  a  brace  or  so  of  I'heasants, 
which  young  Snookson[has  missed  **  dans  and  clever  "—to  dog,  which 
h4i8  been**  going  seek"  and*' going  find"  from  fores  of  habit).  "Ah, 
Ruby,  Bubt,  bad  doo  !    T  hbbl.  Rvbt,  t*  hbkl  I     Ah  Muusr 

AP0LOOI8B  FOB  RVBV,   SiB.      YoU  SEE,   BUBO'S  BEBK  ACCUSTOMED 
TO  PICK  'em  up  f " 


r  JfottfT.  Welltliatwanldbehetter, 
hut  then  she  miffht  think  that  the 
owl  was  intendeu  for  a  sneer  at  her 
seoond  husband.  And  then  1  al- 
ways like  to  keep  the  happy  new 
year  cards  till  Christmas  is  over,  as 
you  can  send  them  afterwards  to 
the  people  who  have  remembered 
you  when  you  have  forgotten 
them. 

Pater,  But  you  wouldn't  have 
*'  A  Merry  Christmas,"  and  now  you 
obiect  to  "A  Happy  New  Year." 
what  do  you  want  r 

Mater.  Can't  you  get  something 
impersonal  P 

Pater,  (taking  up  card).  Well, 
here 's  a  yacht  in  fml  sail. 

Mater.  Oh,  how  cruel !  It  wili 
remind  her  of  her  cousin  who  was 
lost  at  sea ! 

Pater,  (selecting  another  sketch). 
Then  why  not  this  bouquet  of 
flowers  P 

Mater.  Not  for  worlds !  One 
never  knows  what  the  flowers  may 
mean,  and  we  might  offend  her. 

Pater,  (trying  again).  Well,  here 
is  a  windmill. 

Mater,  My  dear  John,  yon  are 
absolutely  provoking.  A  windmill 
is  suggestive  of  fnvolity,  and  I 
wouldn't  let  Mrs.  Brown  think  that 
we  meant  that  on  any  account. 

Pater,  {.making  another  selec^ 
tion).  Well,  here^s  a  parrot  in  a 
cage. 

Mater.  You  surely  are  not 
serious  P  Fancy  sending  such  a 
card  I  Why,  as  everyone  knows 
that  dear  Mrs.  Bbowk  is  ratiier 
talkative,  all  the  world  would  say 
it  was  an  *'  insult." 

Paf^r.  (losing  patience).  Oh, 
hang  Mrs.  Bbowk  ! 

Mater.  I  am  ashamed  of  you. 
John!  And  I  suppose  vou  would 
hang  the  cards,  too!  You  would 
curse  **  Merry  Christmas." 

Pater,  (ptroniptly).  That  I  would, 

and  what  is  more,  I  would— weU 

never  mind— the  glad  New  Year ! 

[^Scene  closing  in  upon  an  anti~ 

seasonable  squabble. 


THREE  CHRISTMAS  CREETINC8. 

Bbfobb  the  fireside's  ruddy  glow 
I  sit,  and  let  m^  thoughts  fly  free ; 

Lo,  these  my  Christmas  greetings  go 
To  thrfe  good  friends  heyond  the  sea. 

Vain  is  the  winter  tempest's !wraok. 

It  cannot  keep  my  greetings.hack. 

Oh  wind  and  rain,  and  rain  and  wind, 
How  purposeless  and  blind  ye  are, 

Like  fate,  tor  fate  was  surely  olind 
That  bade  my  three  friends  range  afar. 

Like  mine,  perchance^  their  fancy  strays 

To  other  scenes  and  distant  days. 

Dear  Fraioc,  I  think  I  see  you  now. 

My  flaxen-haired  American, 
Brave  heart,  grey  eye,  unclouded  brow. 

Two  stalwart  yards  of  wilful  man. 
How  oft  in  laughter  and  in  song 
With  you  I  sped  the  hours  along. 

Ah  me,  the  days  were  all  too  short, 
Too  swift  the  unretuming  hours 

In  that  old  town  of  Hall  and  court, 
Of  ancient  gateways  flanked  with  towers, 

Where  once  we  feared  the  near  exam.. 

And  dared  the  dons,  and  stirred  the  Cam. 

You  w#'nt,  and  now  expound  the  law 
(As  Bumble  said,  the  law 's  a  hass) 


And  ar^e,  as  I  note  with  awe. 

For  litigants  in  Boston,  Mass. ; 
And,  thougn  you  wear  no  warlike  suit. 
They  call.you  **  General "  to  boot. 

And,  Feed,  how  fares  it  now  with  you 
In  that  drear  country  of  the  North  P 

Too  great  jour  needs,  your  means  too  few, 
A  whim  of  temper  drove  you  forth. 

On  far  yanoonvers  shore,  alone 

You  hear  the  sad  Padfic  moan. 

Wi»h  us,  Gk)d  wot,  you  little  throve : 
Your  life  all  fire,  and  storm,  and  nret. 

Against  relentless  fate  you  strove. 
But  strove  in  vain— and  yet^  and  yet 

God  shapes  in  storm  and  fire  his  ]  Ian, 

And  moulds  a  world  or  makes  a  n  an. 

Good  luck  be  yours  on  that  bleak  shore, 
Some  fortunate,  some  golden  prize ; 

Then  be  it  mine  to  see  once  more 
Those  friendly,  lustrous,  Iridi  eyes. 

Return  and  face  with  us  your  fate, 

1^6  world  is  small  and  England  great 

You  shall  return  and  fill  your  place. 
But  never  shaU  I  clasp  nis  hand. 

Whose  bright  and  smiling  bovish  face 
Makes  snmhine  in  the  shaoowland. 

Yet  shall  the  night  my  heart  besnile. 

And  let  me  dream  I  see  him  smile. 


Your  voice  I  may  not  hear  ag[ain. 

Oh  dear  and  unforeotten  fnena, 
Beloved,  but  ah !  beloved  in  vain. 

Whom  love  could  mourn,  but  not  defend. 
Still  take,  though  far  and  lost  yon  dweU, 
My  love,  dear  Hugh,  and  so  farewelL 

And  thus  before  the  fireside's  glow 
I  sit  and  ht  my  thoughts  fiy  free ; 

Xx),  these  my  Christmas  greetings  go 
To  three  good  friends  bevond  the  sea ; 

To  Fbakk,  to  Fbed,  and  ab,  to  you. 

Beloved,  irrevocable  Hugh. 


MR.  PUNCH'S  CHMSTMAS  BOXES. 

To  Japan, — A  piece  of  china. 

To  CAtna.— A  japanned  het- water  can. 

To  Russia, — ^A  suce  of  turkey. 

To  Turkey. ^Il  russia  bag. 

To  the  French  Jlepublic—A  napoleon  or  a 
loais. 

To  Hawaii.—  A  sovereign. 

2o  the  King  of  Spain.—  Half  a  sovereign. 

To  Don  Carlos.— A  crown. 

To  King  Milan.— ^tM  a  crown. 

To  the  German  Emperor. — ^A  few  notes, 
and  a  irood  mark  (for  attention  lo  harmony). 

To  Mr.  Labouchere.—A.n  antique  noble. 


'  Soryn  Cmtics."— Murical  ones. 


I  v^jUTiui.  — jnuucai  ones,     j 
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TO  PHILADELPHIA. 
7h  JUtoht  kit  IktOt, 

1  FATS  no  pandon  to  bestow, 
My  heart  no  more  can  beat 

like  the  caged  bird  that  to  and 
fro 
Flutter!  your  hand  to  greet 

In  a  lad  peaoe  no  raptnree  itb 
My  twiHght  yean  have  set 

Embalming  but  in  bitter  myrm 
All  I  cannot  forget 

When  hope  ia  dea  ,  and  nweet 
desire 

And  loTe*8  brief  Apnl  nini, 
Only  the  spirit  to  inquire 

Unconquered  still  remains. 

'Tis  that  that  bows  my  sool; 
although 

I  'm  prostrate  at  Tour  feet, 
Only  because  I  want  to  know— 

llat  's  why  I  ask  you,  swesti 


A    CHRISTMAS.JDY.LL. 

Tee  Skapdbaook  Oalop. 


SueOEflTKD  TtTLB.— GlOBSX 

Newkbs  brings  out  Zigxagt  ai 
the  Zm,  writ  by  Mobbisov 
and  drawn  most  humoroailT 
by  the  Gentle  Shrphebd.  A 
good  title  would  have  been 
Fore^Newnes  at  th§  Zoo, 


I  'm  a  deoent  doffgish  chapoie, 
itching   aer    the   sloppy 


A;DOG  ON  fflS  DAY. 

(A  PUifid  BpistUfram  F&ngo  to  Mr.  Punch  at  Chridinadide,) 

Etsrt  dog  has  his  day— so  they  say,— 

And  mine  it  seems  comes  round  once  a  year, 
When  all  the  i>ainter  fellows  mix  their  blacks  and  browns  and 
yellows. 
And  paint  me,  in  some  attitude  that 's  queer. 
And  unnatural,  and  silly ;  spilling  milk  or  suppinjr  skilly ; 
With  a  bonnet  or  a  bib  on,  or  tied  up  in  bows  of  ribbon  I 
Oh,  the  Dogs'  **  Decline  and  Fall "  might  inspire  a  doggish  Gibbon ! 
And  they  make  me  most  unhappy,  and  my  temper  sharp  and 

snai^ipy, 
Do  these  pictures  poor  and  pappy. 
But  in   gaudy  Christmas   lumbers, 

slumbers 
Of  a  baby  pink  and  podgy ;  or  squatting  scared  and  stodgy, 
like  a  noodle  of  a  poodle— oh !  its  really  wretdied  foodie  I— 

At  a  beetle  or  a  nog  staring  wildly,  in  a  fog, 
Or  lapping  baby*s  cusikard,  or  refusing  baby's  mustard. 
Or  dNss*d  up  like  a  guy,  or  winking  t'other  eye. 
In  a  gown,  trimmed  with  down,  like  a  clown. 
Or  coquetting  with  a  cat. 
Or  chasing  that  old  rat 
Down  that  everlasting  hole  in  the  stable !    On  my  soul, 
A  dog  as  is  a  dog,  and  not  a  duffer^ 
When  the  Yuletide  pictures  come  is  bound  to  suffer 
Endless  agonies  of  sname  at  the  loss  of  his  ffood  name 
As  the  Bonsiel^friend  of  man,  and  a  watchful  gruar-di-an. 
Not  an  adjunct  of  the  nursery  I 
At  this  happy  anniversary 
(Mr.  Punch) 
I  could  cr-r-r-runoh  I 
The  daubers  who  malign  me,  and  such  stupid  r6le$  assign  me. 
Why^Vs  u>or$€  than  hydrophohy  /  /  / 
Mr.  Punch,  do  turn  on  Tobj, 
As  our  champion  canine  to  request  each  painter  chap 
To  turn  off  tne  old  stale  tap  of  the  porridge  and  tne  pap,  and  the 
baby  in  the  cap,  or  the  idd  (who  needs  a  slap)  and  the  pug  (not 
worth  a  rap)  in  an  apoplectic  nap,  the  toy- terrier  on  the  snap,  or 
a-sniffing  at  a  trap,  or  essaying  milk  to  lap,  like  a  small  pot  • 
bellied  Jap ;  and  all  the  old  clap-trap 
Which  makes  a  decent  doggy  in  sheer  desperation  say 
That  he  'd  rather  be  a  kitten  with  a  ball  and  string  to  play. 
Or  live  on  clockwork  rats,  or  make  breakfast  on  chopped  hav. 
Or  be  smeared  all  o*er  with  mustard  like  a  cold  beef  sandwion,- Ave  I 
Or— whiaper  /—Bite  a  Baby !  I— on  the  nose  I !  in  nursery  play ! !  I 
Better  dare  renewed  distemper  than  another  Christmas  Day  I ! 
For  unless  I  have  your  promise —and  dear  Toby's— I  much  fear 
I  must  spend  a  pappy  Christmas  and  a  yappy  New  Year  I 


AN  AFTERPART  A  LA  L.  C.  C. 

As  the  L.  C.  C.  have  taken  in  hand  the  morals  of  the  music  hslli, 
and  shown  an  inclination  to  supersede  the  Lord  Chamberlain,  it 
may  be  as  well  to  publish  a  rougli  sketch  of  a  specimen  scene  from 
the  afterpart  of  a  pantomime  for  the  goidsnce  of  theatrical  managen 
desirous  of  standing  well  with  the  successors  to  the  members  of  the 
Metropolitan  Board  of  Works.  ^  The  ''opening  "  would,  of  course,  be 
written  by  **  a  serious  bard  with  a  mission."  No  doubt  the  story 
would  be  told  in  a  manner  most  productive  to  ^e  manufacture  <tf 
prigs.  The  transformation  over,  down.  Pantaloon,  Harlequin  snd 
Columbine  would  be  discovered  in  a  rroup. 

Cloum  (in  the  conventional  tone).  Here  we  are  again ! 

Bumble  (repreeenting  the  L.  C.  C).  Scarcely.  Allow  me  to  point 
out  that  in  future  you  will  be  entirely  different. 

Cloum  (ae  before).  Come  along,  old 'un ;  let's  make  a  butter  slide. 

Bumble.  You  must  permit  me  to  interpose.  The  Council  cannot 
recognise  any  practical  joke  of  the  kind.  If  you  wish  to  have  the 
same  sort  of  fun,  pull  up  the  streets  in  th^  most  frequented  thorough- 
fares in  the  metropolis— the  Strand  and  Fleet  Street  for  choice. 

Clown  (ae  before).  Oh,  here 's  a  baby  I    Let 's  smash  it ! 

Bumble.  Please  accent  my  advice.  The  Coundl  do  not  object  to 
the  keeping  down  of  babies  m  the  abstract  Bot  personal  violence  is 
contrary  to  the  law.  If  ^ou  really  wish  to  decrease  the  surplus 
population,  why  not  work  it  to  death  at  a  board-school  P  It  may 
be  a  slower  process  than  throwing  it  over  a  lam^-post,  but  the 
incident  will  be  truer  to  life,  and  therefore  more  convincing. 

Cloum  (ae  before).  Oh !  old  'un,  here 's  a  peeler  coming ! 

Bumble.  Pray  be  under  no  apprehension.  Until  the  Police  Force 
is  placed  under  the  direct  control  of  the  Council,  the  members  will 
do  their  best  to  protect  vou.  It  stands  to  reason  that  a  great 
community  like  London  snould  have  its  own  guardians  under  its 
own  direct  control. 

Chum  (as  before).  And  now  let's  jump  through  this  building. 

Bumble.  Again  I  must  put  my  veto  upon  your  proceedings.  If 
you  were  to  jump  through  that  wall  no  doubt  a  plactfd  would  appear 
bearing  the  legend  **  Somersault  Place."  This  might  be  apt,  but  no 
ohanffe  in  the  nomenclature  of  the  streets  can  be  permitted  without 
the  oirect  sanction  of  Spring  Gardens. 

Cloum  (ae  before).  And  now  let's  pelt  this  house,  and  all  in  it ! 

Butnble.  Stop,  stop  I  You  are  attacking  our  own  sacred  building. 
(To  Harleauin).  Will  you  be  so  good  as  to  change  the  l4)cale.  (Har- 
lequin etrtkee  building,  which  tum$  into  the  Mansion  Houee.)  Now 
vou  may  do  what  you  please.  For  the  Corporation  of  the  City  of 
London  is  so  effete  that  we  have  no  sympathy  with  it ! 

[Scene  of  bustle  and  confusion,  and  curtain. 


New  Musical  Work:  Leading  Strings.— U  it  isn't  a  title  it 
ought  to  be  for  the  biographies  at  celebrated  violinists  from  Psgs- 
nini  to  Joachim. 
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THOSE  LANCEES. 

Prbttt  partner,  how  are  you 
After  suoh  a  set  of  lanoers  P 
No  one  knowing  what  to  do ; 
We  alone  of  sixteen  danoers, 
Knew  a  figure,  one  or  two. 
Prettjpartner,  how  are  yon  P 
Seven  men  and  eeren  girls. 

All  in  snoh  a  fog  together ; 
One  pair  strides,  and  one  pair 
^  twirls. 
Neither    of    them    knowing 
whether 
That  is  what  they  onght  to 

do, 
Fretty  partner,  not  like  you. 
Yon,  who  dance  so  very  well, 
Slight,  and  light,  and  quite 
ddiffhtful. 
Belle  who  bears  away  the  hell ; 
We  were  forced  to  stop,  how 


^htfd! 
retlf< 


Yet  Tfound  one  thing  to  do. 
Pretty  partner^— look  at  you. 

In  that  kmentahle  hlook. 
Some  poor  lout  was  sure  to 
trample 
On  the  laoe  that  trims  your 
frock. 
Though  the  space  of    floor 
seemed  ample 
Even  for  his  teet  which  flew, 
Pretty  partner,  after  jou. 

Oh,  the  links  of  that  **  grand 
ohain" 
In  soeh  desperate  confusion ! 
Feet,  not  hands,  1  met  with  pain. 
Stamps  on  toes,  kick,  hndse, 
oontusioni 
Yet,  alive,  I've  struggled 

through. 
Pretty  partner,  here  with 
you. 


Figures  I  one  alone  was  jrood. 
That  was  jours,  so  sum  and 
charming. 
In  your  companj  I  would 
Welcome  hruisea  more  alarm- 
ing. 
I  would  dance  till  all  was 

blue. 
Pretty  partner,  if  with  you. 


THE   ARAUCARIA. 

{JUvgrsion  to  an  early  Aneesiral  Type, ) 

Origeon,  "I  say,  old  Ghappib,  it  would  puzzlb  you  to  Glimb  that 

TemI" 


AT  THE  WESTMINSTER  PUY 

Plauditm!  Bravo/  Brave! 
Domini  Qmppua  et  Ptmfitw  are 
very  much  alive  I  A  &ot  that 
may  be  inferred  from  just  one 
line  (there  are  more  whence  this 
came)  in  the  Westminsterial 
r,  when  Darue  takes  MytU 
e  New  Woman,"  to  his 
wife,  and  exclaims : — 

"0  M^us,  Myni,  tu  met  Miiiii 
ens!»» 

Surely  if  thepunhating  Critious 
Sagitarius  (Mundi)  were  present 
he  must  have  staggered  out 
weeping  on  hearing  the  Latin- 
Angio-modem-clasaioal  pun  I  0 
shade  of  'Arry  StophanesI  0 
Ghostof  Terence(theGorkaaian)  I 
are  our  youths  at  Westminster 
to  start  thus  on  their  career,  with 
nothing  hotter  than  a  ^oor  pun 
not  worth  a  puimy  in  tneir 
pockets !  Let  Sagitarius  watdi 
this  youthful  punster's  line  of 
life!  He  will  live  to  be  punished! 
or  to  be  rewarded  as  he  deserves  P 
After  all.  Great  Pun  is  not  dead; 
he  may  be  dull,  commonplace 
sometimes,  hut  as  he  was  pre- 
historic, so  is  he  immortaL 
There  is  a  great  future  hefore 
the  author  of  the  Westminster 
epilogue. 


Jlahrt  Jims  Steteon. 

BomK  NoYBMBU  13, 1850. 
D»D  DacBMBU  8, 1894. 

Bkavi  hringer-hadk  of  old  fiomanoe 

From  shores  so  few  may  see, 
Who  oft  hath  made  our  pulses  dance 

¥^th  thy  word-wizardry. 
We  wished,  who  loved  thee  long  and  well, 
Thylife  as  endless  as  the  spell 

Which  lured  us  lingeringly 
To  loiter,  like  a  moon-wit£ed  stream. 
Through  thine  enchanted  world  of  dream. 

Wemused,  with  much-expectant  smile. 

On  that  strange  life  afar. 
Flower-girt,  in  von  Pacific  isle, 

Whereto  an  anen  star 
Had  drawn  thee  from  thy  northern  home. 
Scourged  hy  a  greyer.  chiUier  foam, 

Yet  dear  as  the  white  har 
Whose  snowy  hreak  home-haven  marks 
To  hattered  ahore-retuming  harks. 

And  now  across  the  sunderixig  seas, 

Delayed,  unwelcome,  drea^ 
G<naes  news  that  hreaks  our  dreamful  ease. 

The  Great  Bomanoer  dead  J' 
It  comes  like  an  unnatural  hlight 
That  sunny  vision  quenched  in  night. 

That  suWe  spirit  fiedP 
^e-half  our  best  soul-life  seems  gone 
Out  hke  a  spark  with  SxKvnreoir. 

S^ugh  for  fame  that  hand  had  wrought. 

But  not  enough  for  those 
Who  dreamed  Ids  dream,  who  thought  his 

And  grieve  that  so  should  dose    raEought. 
Fresh-opened  doon  to  Fa^Umd 


Before  the  poet-Prospero's  wand 

Had  wrought  the  spdls  he  chose. 
Without  him  amaranth-blooms  to  cull 
The  world  looks  Stygian  now,  and  dull 

Teller  of  Tales,  those  southern  folk 

Their  IViM^o^  hailed. 
Samoan  hearts  may  mourn  the  stroke. 

We,  who  must  leave  unsealed, 
Save  in  fond  fancy,  that  high  peak 
Where  he  is  tomlied.  whoithough  flesh-weak 

In  spirit  never  failed 
More  than  his  stalwart  fathers,— we 
Send  half  our  hearts  across  llie  sea. 

The  lighthouse-builder  raised  no  light 

That  shall  outshine  the  flame 
Of  genius  in  its  mellowest  might 

That  heacons  him  to  ftune. 
And  Pala's  peak  shall  do  yet  more 
Than  the  great  light  at  Skerryvore 

To  magnify  his  name. 
Who  mourned,  when  stricken  flesh  would  tire. 
That  he  was  weaker  than  his  sire. 

TeUer  of  Tales!    Of  tales  so  told 

That  all  the  world  must  list 
Stwy  sheer  witchery,  style  pure  gold, 

Yet  with  that  tricksy  twiSt 
Ot  Puck-like  mockery  which  hetrays 
The  wanderer  in  this  world's  mad  maze, 

Not  hlindlv  optimist. 
Who  wooes  ficnnance,  yet  sadly  knows 
That  laf e '  s  sole  growth  is  fio<  the  Bose. 

Dreamer  of  dreams  I    Such  dreams  as  draw 

Glad  through  the  Ivory  Gate, 
In  rapt  and  visionary  awe, 

The  soul  alert,  elate ; 
Ehlis  ohsoure,  Elysium  dim« 


And  a  strange  limbo  of  wild  whim, 

Upon  us  seem  to  wait. 
In  solemn  pomp,  when  willing  thrall 
To  him  who  held  the  keys  of  alL 

Thinker  of  thoughts,  fresh,  poignant,  flne. 

Wherein  no  wit  may  trace 
That  hurthen  of  the  Philistine, 

Chill,  barren  Gommonplaoe. 
Who  hath  not  felt  the  subtle  stroke 
Which  can  in  one  choice  phrase  invoke 

The  soul  of  charm  and  grace, 
Hauntiiig  the  ear  like  an  old  rhyme, 
A  cherished  memory  for  all  time  P 

No  more,  no  more  I    We  shall  not  see 

Again  the  glorious  show ; 
No  more  will  wake  the  wizardry, 

Nor  the  charmed  music  flow. 
Samoa's  silence  holds  it  hushed. 
The  voice  whereat  our  cheeks  have  flushed 

A  hundred  times ;  andlo! 
For  happy  hours,  for  haunted  days. 
We  can  irut  pay  with  sad,  proud  praise  I 

Cbackxbs.— Tox  Smith,  the  up-to-date 
sends  forth  from  his  treasure-cave 
:ht  things  which  gleam,"  but  not  **  un- 
ci"—at  least  tiiev  won't  remain  so 
long,  espedall;  if  anjT  quiet  demon  of  a  school- 
hoy  with  martial  aspirations  hears  a  report  of 
**  The  GatUng  Gun  Cracker."  The  repeating 
procees  will  be  an  uncertain  pleasure— to 
others.  Then  **  Sum  Shots,"  taken  unawares 
hy  a  naujghtv  little  (Aipid— "we  can  imagine  the 
'^SurpnsesI"  Knick-knacks  are  boomed  in 
**Ye01deCuxiosityShop"-butsoft!  IwiU 
not  reveal  anv  further  the  secrets  of  the  "  King 
of  Crackers.''  Get  tiiem— they  are  an '*  Open 
Sesame"  to  a  gaiety  of  deUghts. 
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ADDING    INSULT  to    INJURY. 

Oifcli»t  (to  FoX'htmUr,  thrown  out).  "Oi  sky,  ftquoiftv,  'atk  tou  sbbn  tbb  'Oundb?' 


QUE  BOOKINQ.OPFICE. 

A  Babonitess  junior  sends  word  from  the  children's  quarters  that 
Your  Fortune  and  Character  is  an  amosingr  game,  told  Dj  Willuh 
Bhakspeajlx,  bat  published  bv  John  Jaqubs  &  Co. — eyidently  not  a 
descendant  of  the^*  melancholy  Jaqite8,"  for  he  would  haye"**  rail'd 
on  Lady  Fortune  in  good  terms"  had  the  game  been  at  his  expense. 
^Massa  Blaokie  &  8on  send  in  a  story  by  G.  A.  Hentt,  always  so 
Hentytaining.  entitled  When  London  Burned.  We  all  ken  that 
when  Rome  burned  Nero  fiddled,  but  this  hero— not  an  'ero--had 
every  opportunity  of  extinguishing— my  fiaronite  means  "distin- 
guishing himself;''  and  our  oavalier  availed  himself,  after  many 
other  wondrous  ^isodes,  to  rush  with  warm  enthubiasm  to  throw 
cold  water  on  this  enlightenment  of  London.  Needless  to  remark, 
he  came  scatheless  through  the  fire ! 

IVom  Snoujdon  to  the  Sea,  by  Ma&ibTbeteltaIt.  nhows  us  Wales 
m  the  days  of  Merlin  and  mythical  superstitions,  likewise  of  queer 
doings  on  the  nart  of  bold,  bad  buocaneers.  in  whom  we  seem  to  trace 
something  of  the  origin  of  the  modem  Welaher. 

A  perfect  black  and  white  school  romance  is  continued  in  Mi/  Lost 
Manuscript,  by  Maooie  Syminoton  (Wells,  Gardnbh  a»d  Dah- 
ton).  Evidently  this  youthful  writer  had  not  read  the  wise  counsels 
conveyed  in  a  manual  On  the  Art  of  Writing  Fiction  (brought  out  by 
same  publishers),  or  so  much  ink  would  not  have  been  wasted.  *  *  After 
perusing  this  cheery  little  book,  the  much  encouraged  aspirant/' 
Quoth  our  Baronitess  with  a  sigh,  '*  for  literary  fame,  will  promptly 
lay  down  the  pen  and  write  no  more."    Good  news  for  the  editors. 

MISS  Bbaddow,  in  her  delightful  story  Christmas  Hirelings\SiMV- 
Eiws,  Mahshall  &  Co.),  hits  upon  a  novel  suggestion  for  tAose  folks 
who  don  t  know  how  to  keep  the  festive  season  as  it  should  be  kept. 
Away  flies  boredom  I  How  r  I  will  not  reveal  the  secret,  but  if  any 
nicely  suppressed  little  children  possess  an  average  Bcrooge-like 
relative,  t^e  my  advice,  and  present  him  with  this  book.  The 
result  will  be  more  than  even  a  obild*s  dream  can  anticipate.  Rather 

Jowder  in  jam  to  boys  will  be  TA«  Battle  of  Frogs  and  Mice,  by 
AKB  Barlow  (Msthtjek),  who  is  evidently  a  distant  connection  df 


the  immortal  Mr,  Barlow,  with  so  much  kind  thought  for  youthful 
i  learning.    It  may  be  Greek  to  many  who  have  but  a  dim,  far-off 
I  knowledge   of   the   first    great    burlesque   writer:    but   this  his 
book  win  bring  it  all  Homer  again  to  us.    Quite  a  relief  to  turn  to 
'  our  dear  Nonsense  Songs  and  Stories,  by  Edward  Leak  (FREDBaici 
I  War5E  &  Co.)    Vague  yellow  undulating  pessimism  notwithstand- 
I  iog,  how  pleasant  is  real  ^ood  nonsense !    And  even  the  fairy  story 
cannot  be  crushed  by  our  juggernaut  modern  science,  than  wuoh  the 
imaginative  impossible,  as  in  Thought  Fairies,  by  Helen  Waters, 
and  in  the  Seven  Imps,  by  Eathleezt  Walus.  it  so  much  more 
attractive  to  youthful  brains.    Both  books  issued  by  Diobt,  Loire, 
&  Co.,  and  wise  of  them  to  do  so.    Macmillans  issue  a  splendid  ne«r 
edition  of  the  wonderful  OuUiter^s  Travels,  with  over  a  hundred 
illustrations  by  Charles  E.  Brock,  which  ought  to  make  the  book 
go  off  like  Bbocr's  fireworks.    Its  very  warm  cover  suggests  a  season- 
able book,  A  Bighte  Merrie  Christmasse,  by  John  Ashton  {Leaden- 
hall  Press),  who,  fancying  that  some  of  its  customs  and  privileges 
might  be  forgotten,  collects  all  that  has  been  done  or  could  be  done 
at  this  annual  event.    Some  of  ye  anciente  goinges  on  make  one 
wonder  whether  feasts  were  better  kept  when  they  spelt  with  such 
unreasonable  euphony.    It  must  have  been  **  merrie  in  halle  "  when 
the  wassail  song  was  ordinarily  sung  as  depicted  by  A.  C.  Bbbrejid 
in  his  exquisite  oc^iper  etching. 

London  Society  is  peculiarly  bright  and  cheerful  this  Tuletide, 
and  keeps  up  its  excellent  reputation.  A  good  medley  is  London 
Society.  And  here  is  a  very  bright  little  Woman  this  Christmaf- 
tide.  Quite  a  festive  ^rty  with  ner  capital  stories  and  supplement 
of  '*  Types  of  the  World's  Women."  Just  **  Woman,  lovely 
woman''  in  all  styles  and  shades.  Without  being  more  vain  than 
any  other  average  islander,  one  feels  gnteful  for  belonging  to  the 
Bntish  group— no  offence  to  the  other  ladies,  to  whom  we  take  off  oar 
hat,  and,  whilst  including  the  rest,  salute  advancing  Woman.  **  And 
it  is  this  New  Woman,  not  the  New  Woman  of  the  period,  whom,'* 
quoth  the  Baron,  **  I  salute  with  pleasure,"  and  to  whom  he  wishes 
a  happy  Christmat  and  a  prosperous  New  Year,  and  signs  himself 
The  Genial  B4E0N  ji^  Book- Worms. 
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READING    BETWEEN    THE    LINES. 

{A  Physician's  ProUsL) 

Mb.  PmrcH, — As  a  specialist  of  some  standing  and  azperi- 
enoe,  I  wish,  Sir,  to  call  attention,  through  the  medium  of 
your  Taluable  paper,  to  the  injurious  effects  of  a  certain  occu- 
pation upon  the  minds  of  the  individuals  engaged  therein,  and 
to  the  advisability  of  taking  steps,  before  it  is  too  late,  for 
their  protection. 

The  occupation  to  which  I  refer  is  that  of  devisinff  and 
arranging  what  I  understand  are  technically  known  as  **nead- 
lines'*  for  the  contents-bills  of  the  more  inexpensiye  London 
evening  j^pers — an  occupation  which  I  have  no  hesitation  in 
chaiuotensing,  on  evidence  unconsciously  supplied  by  the 
sufferers  themselves,  as  a  highlv  dangerous  emplosrment. 

I  am  not  sufficiently  veraeo,  Sir,  in  the  minutia  of  news- 
paper routine,  to  know  what  precise  class  of  persons  are 
entrusted  with  this  particular  reeponsibilitv,  though  I  have  a 
strong  suspioion  that  it  may  be  one  of  the  many  forms  of 
degrading  drudgery  which  the  selfishness  of  man  has  imposed 
upon  the  weaker  sex.  If  so,  of  course  it  only  increases  the 
neoesnty  far  interference. 

And,  whoever  and  whatever  the  persons  performing  such 
duties  may  be,  it  is  painfully  obvious  that  they  are  labouring 
under  conditions  of  mental  excitement,  the  strain  ol  which  no 
nervous  system  can  support  for  any  length  of  tune  without 
inevitable  and  complete  collapse. 

Should  there  be  any  who  consider  this  an  overstatement  on 
my  part,  I  merely  ask  them  to  give  a  glance  at  some  of  these 
same  contents-sheets  which  are  nightly  displayed  in  our  chief 
thoroughfares.  Let  them  mark  the  monstrous  size  of  the 
lettering,  the  peculiar  extravagance  of  the  epitiiets  selected, 
the  morbid  insutence  upon  unpleasant  details,  and  then  doubt, 
if  they  can,  that  the  unhappy  persons  employed  in  such  an 
industry  are  affected  thereby  with  some  obscure  form  of 
hysteria.  Otherwise,  let  me  ask  you.  Sir,  is  it  likely,  is  it 
credible,  that  seasoned  journalists^  tough  men  of  the  world,  in 
touch  with  life  at  innumerable  points,  could,  in  a  normal  state 
of  health,  be  so  constantly  "Startled,"  *^  Amazed."'*  Astounded,'* 
"  Shocked."  '*  Appalled,"  and  *'  Bevolted,"  as  they  admit  them- 
selves to  oe,  almost  every  evening,  by  reports  and  rumours 
which  a  little  reflection  would  convince  them  were  utterly 
unfounded,  or  by  events  too  ordinary  and  commonplace,  one 
might  have  supposed,  to  upset  the  mental  equilibrium  of  a 
neurotic  rabbit  r 

Occasionally,  too.  there  are  symptoms  of  an  excessive  rev- 
erence for  rank,  which,  when  lound  in  the  more  democratic 
organs  (where,  indeed,  they  are  chiefly  observable),  denote  a 
somewhat  distempered  state  of  intellect,  the  delusion  apparently 
being  that  the  mere  possession  of  any  sort  of  title  renders  its 
owner  immaculate.  Thus,  they  announce  witii  awestricdcen 
solemnity  **  A  Peer's  Peccadilloes,"  or  '*  A  Baronet  Bilks  his 
Baker,"  giving  these  events  a  poster  all  to  themselves,  as  others 
would  an  earthquake,  or  some  portent  of  direst  significance. 

Now  this  loss  of  the  sense  of  proportion  in  human  affairs,  Sir,  is  a 
Terj  bad  sim,  and  a  well-nigh  infallible  indicator  of  nerve-strain 
and  general  overpressure. 

But  1  find  a  yet  more  unmistakable  evidence  in  support  of  my 
contention  in  the  extraordinary  emotional  sensibility  reveiJed  by  these 
headlines  whenever  some  unfortunate  person  has  been  sentenced  to 
death  for  the  most  commonplace  murder.  There  is  dearl  v  a  profound 
conviction  that  the  jury  who  heard  the  evidence,  the  judge  who  pro- 
nounced their  verdict  of  guilty,  the  only  possible  conclusion  uiey 
ooold  reasonablf  come  to,  and  the  Home  Sec&btabt  who  found  him- 
9fi)t  unable  to  recommend  a  reprieve,  were,  one  and  all,  engaged  in  a 
oold-blooded  conspiracy  against  a  perfectly  innocent  man.  The  con- 
vict has  said  so  himself,  and  that  seems  to  be  considered  sufficient 
And  so,  night  after  night,  the  authors  of  these  headlines  hiurow  them- 
pelves  by  announcing  sucn  items  as  **  Blank  protests  his  innocence  to 
hi-.  Solicitor."  "  A  Petition  in  Preparation.'^  **  Painful  Interview." 
**  Blank  Hopeful."  **  Blank  Depressed."  ''Distressing  Scene  on 
the  Scaffold."     '*  Blank's  La*t  Words." 

Consider  the  strain  of  all  these  alternations  of  hope  and  despair, 
r.'i.'eated  time  after  time,  and  almost  invariably  without  even  the 
consolation  of  deferring  the  fate  of  their  proUgS  by  a  single  hour ! 
li  it  not  too  much  for  the  strongest  constitution  to  endure?  a 
service  which  society  has  no  right  to  demand  from  any  of  its 
members  ? 

Yes,  Sir,  whether  these  devoted  servants  of  the  public  know  it  or 
not,  they  are  running  a  most  frightful  risk ;  the  sword  which  hangs 
above  their  heads  may  fall  at  any  moment. 

Suppose,  for  example  —and  it  is  surely  not  wholly  an  imaginary 
danger  I  foresee— suppose  that  some  day  some  event  should  happen 
somewhere  of  real  and  serious  importance.  Have  they  left  them-w 
selves  any  epithet  in  reserve  capable  of  expressing  their  sensatioos  at 


'■■m^;^}^:t  f 


VERY   HARD    LINES. 

T<mmg  Faarmtr  (putting  yp  at  urgent  appeal  of  Pedestrian),  "  HiLLO !  that 
Tou,  Tim  I  Want  anothsr  Situation!  why,  I  thouoht  you  wxee 
LIVING  with  Captain  Addlepatb  as  Coachman  I " 

Tim,  *'  So  I  was,  Sor  ;  bttt  'twasn't  a  fair  baroin.    Shurb  wx  was 

NRVRR  TO  ORT  ThRUNK  BOTH  AT  WANOR,   SOR  1  " 

Foung  Farmer  {amused).  •*  Wrll,  that  srxms  fair  xnouoh,  anyway." 
Tim,   **  But,   broorra,   Sor,  thr  Captin  was  Thrunk  thr  wholr 

BLISSin  TOIMR  I  " 


all  adequately  P  They  have  not ;  they  have  squandered  participles 
and  adjectives  in  such  reckless  profusion  that  they  will  discover  tney 
are  redacted  to  the  condition  of  inartioulate  bankrupts ;  and,  speaking 
as  a  medical  man,  acute  cerebral  congestion  would  be  the  very  least 
result  that  I  should  anticipate.  ^ 

Or  the  determining  shoiok  might  come  from  more  trivial  causes. 
For  instance,  we  might  lose  a  distinguished  statesman^  or  an  ircm- 
clad,  at  the  very  moment  when  a  football  match  was  decided,  or  when 
the  professional  tipster  attached  to  their  particular  journal  published 
his  ^*  finals."    Think  of  the  mental  conflict  before  determining  the  • 
relative  importance  of  these  events,  and  awarding  one  or  the  other  < 
its  proper  prominence  on  the  posters ;  and  then  ask  yourself.  Sir,  i 
whether  it  is  an  ordeal  that  any  human  being  of  an  impressionable, 
excitable  temperament  should  oe  reouired  to  undergo. 

What  precise  remedy  should  be  adopted  I  do  not  profess  to  point 
out.    Perhap«  some  one  of  the  numerous  leagues  established  to  pro-  . 
tect  adult  citizens  against  themselves  might  take  the  matter  up,  and  ! 
insist  upon  these  contents-bills  being  set  up  for  the  future  in  smaller 
type  and  with  epithets  of  a  more  teinperate  order.    Perhaps  Parlia- 
ment or  the  London  County  Council  might  be  asked  to  interfere*. 
All  that  is  not  within  my  province.  Sir,  but  this  I  do  say :  unless 
some  measures  are  taken  soon,  the  heavy  responsibility  will  be  upon 
us  of  having  permitted  a  small  but  deserving  class  of  our  fellow- 
creaturee  to  hurry  themselves  into  premature  mental  decay  by  the 
pernicious  and  unwholesome  nature  of  their  employment. 
I  am.  Sir,  Tour  obedient  servant, 

Hippocrates  Hellxbobx,  M.D.,  F,R.C.P. 


The  Bev.  Dr.  Gne,  Yicar  of  Windsor,  is  now  installed  Canon  of 
St.  George's  ChapeL  Prosit !  Our  best  wish  for  him  is  that,  when 
he  is  goin^  to  give  an  exceedingly  good  sermon,  may  this  particular 
Gee  not  discover  that  he  is  a  little  hoarse.  i      r^r^r^\r> 
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MIGHT  HAVE    BEEN 


Hs  (to  dd&rly  Totmg  Lady,  afUr  a  long  WaHU). 

lUKOKRl" 


SAID   OTHERWISE! 

You    ICUST    BATB    BUN 


PLINDID 


''  OH,  THE  MISTLKrOB  BOVOH  •  " 

HA  Ntw  SiOBonahU  Shmg  totmM 

Tmi  mistletoe  hunff  on  the  braye  old  oak, 
The  lickle  went  ^nketiiig  stroke  upon  stroke ; 
The  lads  tnd  the  lasses  were  blithe  aad  gay, 
Andjrambolled  in  Old  Father  Christmas's  way. 
Old  Ghiistmas  held  high  with  a  joyous  pride 
Theberried  branch  dear  unto  daniMd  and  bride ; 
For  its  silyery  berries  they  seemed  to  be  i 
The  stars  of  that  goodly  ofmipanie. 
Oh!  the  Mistletoe  Bough  I 
OhI  the  Mistletoe  Bough!  I 

**  Who  wearies  of  kissing?"  the  Old  Man  eried. 
**  Let  her beaNew  Woman,  bat neyerabridel 


,  Ha  I  hal    The  old  onstom's  H^proyal  I  traoe 
In  red  lip  and  blue  ^ye  upon  eyery  f  aee. 
It  was  eyer  so»  sinoe  time  began. 
'Tisthe  way  of  the  maid, 'tii  the  way  of  theman. 
'Tis  also  *the  way  of  a  man  with  a  maid,' 
For  Cnjpid's  barter 's  the  oldest  trade." 
Q^\  the  Mistletoe  Boo^! 
Oh!  the  Mistletoe  Bough! 

**  They  are  seeking  to-day  eyery  new  fangled 

Some  tell  us  that  wooing  has  had  its  day. 
In  the  highest,  the  lowest,  the  loneliest  lot, 
The  gleam  of  Loye's  beny  makes  one  bright 

spot 
And  years  may  fly,  as  they  will  fly,  fast. 
But  one  good  old  onstom  at  least  shall  last ; 


And;Jwhen  Christmas  appears  still  the  msidi 

willorv:— 
*  See!  the  Old  Man  bears  the  Lore-berry  en 


^ 


hi'" 

h!  the  Mistletoe  Bough  I 
OhI  the  Mistletoe  Boo^ 1 1 


** Gather!"  heeried,andhewayedhisiioU«. 
**  Oh  I  fortune  ohanges,  and  fashion's  iiflUs; 
And  yoath  grows  mannish,  and  manhood  dd, 
And  red  lips  wither,  warm  hearts  grow  cold: 
But  wheneyer  I  eome,  midst  the  Ynletide 

snows, 
'Tis  not  Spring's  lily,  or  Sammer*s  rose 
Toung  men  and  ^^idwif  demand,  I  trow^ 
Bat    old  Winter's  white-berxied   iOsanf- 

bough." 
OhI  the  Mistletoe  Boagh I 
Oh!  the  Mistletoe  Boagh 1 1 

**  For  lilies  wither,  and  roses  pale, 

Bat  the  Eisnng-boagh  keeps  ap  the  old,  old 

tale. 
And  doll  were  the  worid  shoold  the  old  tsle 

oeasel 
Be  it  kiss  of  passion,  or  kiss  of  peaoe. 
The  meaning  when  lip  onto  lip  is  laid 
Is  goodwill  on  earth  to  man,  uid  maid. 
That  'b  Yale's  best  lesson,  good  friends  I  tow. 
So  reck  ye  the  rede  of  the  Mistletoe  Bough  r 
OhI  the  Mistletoe  Boogh I 
OhI  the  MisUetoe  Boogh! ! 

So  they  gather  anmnd  him  with  laugh  tad 

joke, 
'Kerai  the  spreading  boagha  of  that  brtfe 

old  oak, 
Whioh  hath  shelter  for  all,  from  the  Sng M 


To  the  whitest  mow-bell  from  Canada's 
Or  hot  India's  lotas-bad  dainty  and  sweet 
Bat  the  ory  of  them  all,  as  in  mirth  theynust 
Old  Father  Christmas,  as  eyer,  so  now, 
Is  *' Hands  aU  round  'neath  the  Mistktse 
Bough!" 
Oh  I  the  Mistletoe  Bough  1 1 
Our  braye,  bonny  Mis'.letoe  Bough  1 1 ! 


CUKI0U8  ACCIDENT  TO  MBa 
RAMSBOTHAM. 

SmoLLDre  through  Pimlioo  the  other  day 
Mrs.  R.  was  attraoMd  by  eyidenoeof  a  ale 
by  auction  going  forward  in  one  of  the  rm- 
donees  in  that  desirable  ouartir.  Harioff 
half  an  hour  to  spare  she  thought  she  woola 
look  in.  *'  I  was  quite  surprised,"  she  writai 
to  her  son,  '*  when  I  entered  the  room  to  lee 
a  gentleman  standing  in  a  piulpit  whioh  I 
knew  was  Mr.  Pipchosx,  leastway.  hii 
whiskers  were  not  so  muttcn-oht  ppy ;  out  I 
oould  not  mistake  him,  though  n.eeting  him 
only  onoe  at  tea  at  Mrs.  Bbowv'b  where  hs 
was  yery  pressing  with  the  mufins.  He 
looked  at  me  in  just  the  same  meaning  way 
as  when  he  said,  *Mrs.  Raic,  won't  yoatske 
another  pieoe  of  sugar,  though  as  I  know  it 'i 
carrying ooals to Newoastler'  I'mnotshore 
reoognising  my  friends,  whererer  I  meet 
them,  and  gaye  him  a  friendly  nod,  sua 
before  I  knew  where  I  was,  I  found  I  hsd 
bought  for  £8  9«.  6i^  a  wool  mattress ;  a  psir 
of  tongs  (rather  bent) ;  a  barometer  (with  me 
quieknlyer  missing) ;  a  small  iron  bedstesd; 
aset  of  tea-things  (mostly  eraeked) ;  sn  sm- 
ohair.  and  a  sofa  warranted  hair-stufed,  but 
eertamly  haying  only  three  legs.  It  wasn't 
Mr.  PiPCHOiiB  at  all,  as  I  might  haye  known 
if  I  had  taken  another  look  at  his  iriiidun, 
but  only  a  forward  auctioneer." 

**  The  Chinese  Qoyemment,"  obserred  the 
CUy  TimsM  last  week,  *tis  seeking  new 
ohanneb  for  money."  Decidedly  China  is  in 
straits,  and  willsoon  be  apparently.quite  si  ees. 
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OH,  THE  MISTLETOE  BOUGH!" 


Fathek  Chmmmas.  "  ha  I   HA  I     WITH  ALL  THEIR  NEW-FANGLED  NOTIONS,  HERE  '8  ONE  OLD  CUSTOM 
ALL  AGREE  IN  KEEPING  UP  I " 
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TO   MELENDA. 

{A  Rep€$Uanee  in  Triolett.) 

I  swoBE  to  yon/dearjthere  was  mistletoe  there, 

Though  I  knew  all  the  time  there  was  none. 
As  I  stole  a*sweet  kiss  from  you  out  on  the  stair*] 

I  swore  to  you,  dear,  there  was  mistletoe  there. 
I  have  plenty  of  sins  on  my  soul,  dear,  to  bear. 

But  at  least  I  've  confessed  now  to  one. 
I  swore  to  you,  dear,  there  was  mistletoe  there 

Though  I  knew  all  the  time  there  was  none. 


I  am  florry.    I  never  will  do  it  again. 

And  please  am  I  fully  forgiven  ? 
In  the  future  from  falsehood  I  mean  to  re&ain. 

I  am  sorry.    I  never  will  do  it  again, 
But  look  at  purself  in  your  glass  to  explain 

Why  to  mistletoe  tale  I  was  driven. 
I  am  sorry.    I  never  will  do  it  again, 

And  please  am  I  fully  forgiven  ? 

There 's  an  answer  you  '11  send  if  you  're  thoroughly  kind, 

That  will  make  me  feel  free  from  all  blame. 
I  hope  you  'U  be  glad,  dear  Mklenda,  to  find 
There 's  an  answer  you  'U  send  if  you  *re  thoroughly  kind. 
It's  this,  **  Though  the  mistletoe  was  but  a  blind. 

Still  with  none  I  'd  have  done  just  the  same." 
There  *s  the  answer  you  'U  send  if  you  're  thoroughly  kind 
That  will  make  me  feel  free  from  all  blame. 


Thi  Babok'8  P.8.— rA«  Border  Waverley,  brought  out  by 
NiKMO,  and  edited  by  Akdbew  Liire,  ia  now  concluded,  and  a 
line  set  of  volames  it  makes.  No  better  ooUeotion  of  books  as  a 
Christmas  present  for  anyone  with  a  regard  to  a  future  of  literary 
ei^joyment. 

Not  omnetne  laudamui  Nioimo  f 

St  respondit  Echo :  **Iinino." 


**HaI  hal  I  don't  go  to. a  Weatminater  Play^lin-  notbinffi" 
quoth  the  Baron;  '*thongh,"  he:added«  so^fo  voeei'^l  do,  as  I'm 
a  guest." 

FIBST  IMPSESSIONS. 

Genoa  in  November.  It  is  summer  time.  Put  on  thin  suit,  drink 
my  eafi  au  lait  by  open  window,  and  stroLL  out  into  beautiful 
Genoa,  basking  in  the  sunshine.  Dijeuner  in  the  garden  of 
a  restaurant,  among  the  old  palaces.  Sit  in  the  shade,  without  my 
hat.  Think  of  all  the  poor  people  in 
London.  Wonder  if  anyone  is  naving  a 
frugal  lunch  at  the  funny  little  open-air 
restaurant  in  Hyde  Park.  Lemonade 
and  a  bath  bun  in  a  fog.  Should  imagine 
not. 

Charming  place,  Genoa.  Hardly  any 
Germans.  Can  at  last  hear  people  talk- 
ing Italian.  In  Venice  there  are  so 
many  Germans  that  one  sdght  as  well  be 
in  Germany.  Sitting  out  on  the  Piazza, 
one  hears  incessantly  their  monotonous, 
guttural  chatter,  always  in  the  same  tone 
of  voice,  without  inflections,  without 
emotion,  aad,  wont  of  all,  without  end. 
Watched  at  the  hotel  table  d'hSte  a  Ger- 
man lady  sitting  between  two  (German 
gentlemen.  One  man  talked  loudly  with- 
out ceasing,  mouth  full  or  mouth  empty, 
from  soup  to  dessert.  Hie  other  man, 
rather  older  and  feebler,  alio  talked 
without  ceasing,  but  he  could  not  equal 
the  other*s  noine ;  he  only  added  to  it.  As  fur  the  lady,  her  lips 
moved  all  the  time ;  one  could  imagine  the  fa  toohl,  the  ach^  so  f  the 
ya,  /a,  fVi,  but  one  could  not  hear  a  word.  At  Florence,  at  Milan,  on 
the  Lakes  it  la  the  same.  If  bv  chance  one  hears  a  Frenchman  speak, 
his  charming  language  sounds  more  yivaoious  and  melodious  than 
ever  before.  So  it  is  good  to  be  in  Genoa,  where  even  the  best  hotel 
is  kept  bv  Italians.  Apparentlv  every  other  good  hotel  in  Italy  is 
kept  Dv  Herr  Schmidt,  or  Herr  Weber,  or  Herr  Somsthikgoeothsr, 
and  all  the  servants  are  German  also.  There  is  one  hotel  in  Genoa 
kept  by  a  German.  It  faces  the  harbour.  All  night  long  there  are 
wmstles,  screams,  banffs,  rumblings,  bumps,  roars,  and  other  sounds 
from  trains,  ships.  an#  tramways.  All  day  long  there  is  the  same 
noise,  only  more  of  it.  But  the  (Germans  do  not  mind :  they  talk  just 
the  same,  and  they  mske  each  other  hear  through  it  alL 

Charming  place.  Genoa,  with  a  town  hall  that  is  the  gavest 
imaginable.  Marble  staircases,  vestibules  adorned  with  palms, 
beautiful  little  gardens,  at  all  sorts  of  levels,  outside  the  windows  ot 
the  various  ofBces.  Everywhere  flowers.  If  the  town  rates  in  Genoa 
are  paid  at  the  Town  Hall,  the  paying  of  them  must  be  almont 
plea«ant.  One  would  go  witn  that  horrible  demand  note,  if  that  is 
used  also  in  Italy,  and  fancy  that  one  was  arriving  at  a  balL  The 
palm-decorated  entrance  looks  just  like  it.  It  only  needs  a  lady 
rate  collector,  such  a»  one  hears  of  in  England,  and  one  surely^  in 
whatever  manner  the  Italians  may  say  it,  would  beg  the  charming 
signora  to  give  one  the  honour  and  pleasure  of  a  dance,  and  scribble 
her  name  on  the  pro^mme— I  mean  the  demand  note.  And  no 
doubt,  the  Italian  officials  being  leisurely  and  the  space  being  ample, 
one  could  find  time  for  a  waltz  in  the  intervab  of  rate  paying,  or  at 
least  sit  it  out  in  one  of  the  delightful  little  gardens  of  this  ideal 
Palazzo  Municipale. 

And  so  farewell  to  sunny  Genoa,  and  off  to  Turin.  German  hotel 
again,  German  proprietor,  German  wrvants.  Solitary  German 
vifiitor  drinking  his  morning  coffee.  The  hoteU  of  Turin  are  not 
crowded:  he  and  I  are  alone.  What  will  the  poor  man  doP  He 
must  talk  bi4  awful  language  to  someone.  He  unan't  talk  it  to  lue. 
for  1  will  pretend  I  do  not  undt^rstand  even  one  word.  The  waiter 
has  left  the  room.  Must  the  poor  man  be  silent  t  Thunderweather, 
ah  no!  Happilywi<»e  he  in  saved.  The  considerate  proprietor, 
thoughtful  ot  his  countryman's  needs,  enters;  he  stands  by  the 
visitor's  table,  and  the  taJk  begins.  When  it  enids  I  cannot  say,  for 
I  leave  them,  well  started  and;  in  good  voice,  and  hear,  as  I  think, 
their  sweetly  m*l')di»us  phrases  for  the  last  time  in  Italy.  The 
train  carries  me  away.  There  is  not  much  more  of  Italy  now,  for 
here  is  the  Mont  Cems  tunneL  Farewell,  beautiful  count rj,  beauti- 
ful pictures,  beautiful  langaage  I  There  is  someone  leaning  out  of 
the  next  carriage  window.  No  doubt  he  is  also  maddened;  he  iM 
speaking  to  others  inside,  his  voice  is  cheerful,  he  is  evidently 
trying  not  to  give  way  to  dobpair.    Now  I  hear  what  he  says,  "'  iM 


werde  ich  ein  Gias  Bier  trinken^  ja^  /a,  ja 


A  F1B8T  iMPBBsaiomsT. 
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Jap  t^  Giaat-i'/^^r.  'ii 

-  LiUW  loo  PWTV  ;is  :  ■  (AX  109 
••Lra^U^w.-  l^ft 

-  Movic^  t^««  lV>w«  •  *  I T 
*  Xx>b«^T  Ux-^ia*  :  *  1*7 

••  Oid  0««^r  '  V  A»X  JM 
••  Pr;sir^  ^:»  Tcot  U  3,"  79 
''^kak)  !  *i7l 
Tco^axa(  A;fiaal  (AX  999 
rTr«f  .J 
••Trt*M  I--.*-y«43^'  157 
*r;tY^R#7c>o;>e:-7 
irarr:T4:  tk*tr  r:-».  If 

Te«3c  Ftotoc*i<r  iTWX  199 


I 


SMALL  KTGBATIXG8. 
As^ru^  sad  Vw  Bi*a-^»  ry 

aa*irr«  i.T-»i-r^  x^  i*-»a^.  to 


I  'Any  awl  Qnm  Saeda  at  Bisley.  » 

I  'Any  aad  U  Hung  Changs  Feakker,  liO 

Any  awl  Um  **  Biightoo  A'a."  991 
I  'Any  mtrodnehv  'Antot  to  BOl,  199 
'Any  oo  tka  Lovda  awl  ttie  Ladiaa,  fl61 
I  'Any  plkotofTaplMd  on  Horaeback,  75 
I  Aft  Critie  aad  Child's  ftk^tch.  6 
Baby  aad  Qraadpapa'a  Mkrosoope.  9M 
Bad  Daaear'B  OpuiioB  nf  Girls,  ti 
Btsbop  awi  Boatiog  CleiYym«a,  9(9 
,  Boy's  Mamma  who  Snorea,  1x6 
:  BoT  who  Lo»s  all  kia  BatSooB,  »6 
Bnuak  Fanner  and  Oarea,  194 
Bntisk  Fkmwr's  Lack  tomias,  96 
Brokca  Vcbos  of  Mile,  1 1 
Brova's  "  pretty  FUt."  959 
Bullet-prooT  Coat  f«ir  Pat  Do*.  41 
C^uie  s  Idea  of  ExcitaiDent  (AX  ft9 
OwBA^  of  Name  at  Marr-sga,  laT 
Cn:ck-a-J«ary  Cochi-^,  «.l 
Ch:  d  PBtieat  ai>d  H^^piUl  Xnrae,  lOS 
Cjvlisatioo  and  War  jn  lb*  Eaat«  69 
Cluubio^  the  Araoeana,  909 
C»Tlb^e^  s  Club,  157 

Ocvcbmaa  wll  knova  at  W««t  End,  49 
O^ooeTs  Xep^v  s  Man-S«rrsLt   1^9 
"  Cooataat  Beader"  wnun^  t«>  Pa  pen*  ^09 
CV^traatcd  C«^t»{«  at  Sta  *;K  114 
C^xmtxy  Lady  and  !!»>▼  Vi»:u>r.  199 
Oow  Stamp  on  tLe  B;.:trr.  74 
OmbwU  acd  the  Statoea.  M 
Carato  at  an  Otter-ktint,  39 
Cxi-^te  «r^  *•  Tfee  Bn^a>d's  Rrren^,"  Jt  3 
C\<:::«t  sta'tliEf  Foi-k'-'.:*r,  SG4 
IVrc:ni  Ostrx^b  (Tbei  1-5 
r>^"»»ir^a  B««aUT  &>  t.  «7 
En^a^ment  R;c£  w.ftu  tbe  Boat,  99 
F.  -.  anf  to  bi$  Li  t»  (A-A  1*! 
Kt.>c  BoT  and  tbe  FW*«is.  :  J3 
F»t  IHaer's  B^^fjr  Ac»;  :ui-'-.u:aca.  97 
F'sber!n*ns  E3:::y^Fia.>k   Ti 
Food  Wif«  aad  tifce  Sta;*  i  P^prr.  t9 
For^rHUB^  wboei  to  Ufc<k  :~'o  r^s:>pr.  Sv 
Frrcck  Laiy  a=i  Oar  Arr<;'s  W/«,  30 
Grzaaa  Smppror  s  S'C^  (Tbe|k  K» 
G  'ra^  Hax>up«  Mars  b<r  Htad.  ^7 
G  *i*C*-«e«  ard  tbe  Mcrosc^pe.  IM 
G'.ft>lst<>a«  aad  tkm  "  Tm^lfs^'  €1 
G.*iss«>c:=ft  K£4>  tn  RcMebvnaa.  999 
G««-5fr»  pia^ia^  S^-l^t-.as.  27 
6r«»isa  *  Fneed  .^  F  rtr  T«rs  »^3  ^K 
G'txtr  Children  asd  Cb«ap  G^.  T«>k  itl 
Hxir-drwhing  R>  d  iz  lb*  0.<&:=:.a*,  r«ri 
Hax^-icrt  as  'O^i  Ea5p*r,"  2 
Harcv^m  s  BSIJ*  p^r^txl'.y  vx^adatted,  5* 
H-tr»wp»'*aa-i»  F-  :  v:*.-..  U* 
H.>'*f*  A=J  tSe  Ar:«    f  Pwer,  9t« 
H  >!::j»wJie  add  IJlst  7raa-F,  li 
H  ."  vr*  >«^2T  Ti-- lAk    "1 
H;-ti  ^  Pi-rr  »t  X  l«*^c   Fl-«^k,  779 
I   -A.  :»  Oc»  =  :«  M  •  .  :irr.  11 
IxT^  •"'  ar'd  i*r  L*i«  V.<  ?.  t,  *7 
LaTaiOtod  WeAi^er-Gui.  IC7 


Trlsb'nhamber  of  HomMn.n9« 
Irish  Jarrey  and  the  ScnMrr.  94^ 
J«D  Leetoraa  on  the  Art  of  War,  WO 
Johnny  aad  POla  ia  a  Panr.  69  c^Jg 
Jones  nM  DiaiaK  aiiinlmn,  96 
Jones's  HandannM  UmbBnlla.  97^ 
Justin  MeOrthir'B  Anc^.  1S9    T^ 
JnTrnflea  Hiaeosniac  Hato  ia  Chnrdi,  198 
Keeper's  Doc's  Foree  of  Habit.  101 
Kf^ver'm  ReaMrk  on  Strraw  Btrda.  147 
Kiteben  Imtinmaisato  ia  tte  TInnne.  fl4 
Lnd-««  **  St  Home  "  to  Ylsitafa.  946 
LadT  V-icalisfs  SmaO  Cheat  f aX  977 
Lanreatwhip  Apple  oC  DiseotH  fThaX  96 
:  LitTi«  Ab  Sid  and  4m  BvttarilT  Baa.  199 

Utile  Hot  aad  •"  'Haidnntkma,-  917 
i  Little  Gi<^  aad  FiairT  Tkle.  9 

Tjtt>  Otrl  snd  Ffva-daya*  Vrm^  99 
I  Littl«  Girt  and  Genaaa  Doctor.  191 
!  UvJe  Gfrt's  Vatrimoaial  "ffiak."  107 
:  T Jttl#  Girt's  MtaBane  to  l^n— skar.  144 
'  Loodna  Boy  aad  J.'a  Kaiekertoiekera.  *  1 
'  London  Paasmtti  mad  Pszia  Ftotora.  "vit 
I>opdoa  Rchoolciri  aad  little  rrjatol.  979 
i  Majnr's  Cheap  BmTnady,  #4 
!  Mamma  and  Minie's  A^  76 
,  1f«r»^  d:«>barsnp<  hia  (\whiaea   149 
'  Ma'zd'f  CK^r-tTj  OiQsia  «•  Hiaailiaik,  H 
;  M-w  G.-::zb-Iy  a»d  her  Partasr.  U9 
>  Mi«s  n-»rr  at  aGoI'  Mat^  U# 
.  M««  R.-'»nd  »  Tmrt  B^Mm»^  950 
Mi^  VT.*^i  L^don*«t*>.«,  1T0 
Hr  G  •«  ri'tM^^  wHh  Mto«  a.  140 
]  Mr.  FM-'h  at  Wbrt*  Lnd«e,  1 

Hr.  >•- -rfcis  M:*<;''.-^tatv««  at  Diaaer.  M 
I  Mrs.  J -Ik*  OB  tS«  *«*<^t  of  Uqi 

•  M*a.  P^  ectmnx  tV  Wxe^rr^,  194 
,  Mr«.  W^arirr  aad  «^*  New  Chimea.  ♦O* 
■  H'-sV  N-»^i-r  with  Oonvvrpattoa.  18 

Verr^vss  ^•Ea^ear  tad  J^toce  Frirht.  11« 
\*i-T  xis  T-'-rb  s"d  a  Ctorer  Hmity,  174 
N>w  l^-^  O  *f  Js«t>ee  ae>4  Paacih.  14 
Xe^'T-rr*.-i«»*rwl  Rnom  (AX  1»6 
I    '  X**  W  vu  '  RabtNY^thonicr.  Ill 
'  X  '^  :X  BatbOTB*  Se»Hrh  FrW«d,  199 

•  y  vfc»g  «t.^r«  a  Hard-mmthed  Owry.  91 
'  V-"  ♦Vvsy-r-'^eeetm's  OK>ttoaey.  f9 
•^M  LadT  -'T>r^adM«d1efftn««'«Gold,09 

I  «^.a-.i  -  a=-i  B-««^iad  C»r?to^  99 
•'^V-»'»'-rr«:y  G<w>d  PW^oea.  919 
Par  *t:<*rtarr  P.vts^  Mae^iae,  917 
Pa-:  .-^-a-r  Swrmshnt-Bn^h,  58 
P»'  a-'i  -.i-  E--«-:?c  H^^-Btt,  -** 
"  *Vra=:^z  a*,«c»  a.yt  *d-"ttrd,*  191 
P-'  -«  xak*-r  way  4^  fVTanNalator,  49 
P  ^-aray  a-**  X-srserr-Maiis  69 
Pr^-'-.VT^-  C-«keC-Matob  rAl  ?4 

.  i>^v.^  r^  r^-ar-w-f^-^^rr^  999 
'^i  -♦.  r-  •  F^  i*^:  Matrb  (AV  190 
Pr»*  -•:.— ^  H*r  >▼  Beaaita>  K) 
Pr-^^t.-<TC  H  .c»sjBarl  Stolk^vu  194 
ps^v  -*•  -or  Lr^  M»T»^  B  Shov.  999 
5**«*  ■ranoc  Xa^^  M«*ami»a  70 
Pr-"  *:-r«  »ea«vie  R-aoct^  190 
Pr**  ^v*r^  Star^Jl  SI6 
^  'dts^T  B»d  Atlas  Ommih«BaB«  ttf 
P^7<h  a»i  the  Piijcn  e«  MaKaiip,  998 
Pr-rt  aa.i  t^  S^T^caa.  199 
P^Ti:  r*rTi^  la^-vn  on  Ma  &■«,  SU 

J  «*-.^^a<  •'•  rx^Ttr  ixio  a  !IovbL  998 
Rj'-^  -d  HT't«-  ra  the  Raia,  199 
R/^t-Mi  X-Sfctea  a  Pamaiwe,  U8 
fv^^K:.  t  .V  Sa:  •  Rt^^azT^iaiF,  189 
R.>*»Vrr  as  R'b  A?rea.  ?1* 
R-w  as  tie  S'*  xx^oaid  (ThaX  •■9 
R  x^T  Foc<^s.>r  at  a  Daacs,  170 
>'i.>-rs-^  tv.i  T  aisirai.  19» 
Sr^'V^  Lra3>'  jiirsK  ^a "^la  F^^**^ ^^*C-  79P 
!v>x<^jr^  ii^easfm»  to  r?  V«  Lb«.  9M 
5o  vi  Pv—in  e^raad  WViAr,  9^ 
S^  c^l  Tccr-:si»  j:  Ssareh  e(  Diaagr,  189 
^^i••7CL'tc.  *cc  BtiT-j^  9iS 
Si-  r:  Am  aad  I^a^  AX  14* 
'  NIC*  Ot^r  "  F.:aT  ,XX  997 
5ea-L>-n  Ashort  (Thel  177 
^v-r^a  MJias  ^<cm  P>  ^btos^  90 
ScLa^«£raB<c«  GoJt  <T^i  909 
S.-ioH-cT  Ocah  at  By«e  Ftok  Ctoaai.  9 
>*>rk  a»  he  m:^jkt  hav«  heca  CThsl  tIS 
-t-^-^r:  OraM  aad  Ir   "   ' 
>•»".  rvir 
'^'•^  *  *^^  fisKH^  Bikaaaaai.  199 
*^1  •  vV.'?-'«  aibevc  9to«t  Lafira.  18J 
*V- -  «ti.t)er 
Tvi  Jii  1j^^  *  >*.'rs  ^Jr  Ras  Affr«,  791 
T-11  .«rha<»  F-z^hamBat  amd  Beat^aa,  al  * 
"i^:^  !».— rs.  ft 
""  .«n  n «  aj«*  X^ 

V  T  7  ^^  ;^  <]feM^  a^ 
^  ^.•«r  *  I^a^as-  ea 

\  I.  TLT  9b-«  ami  ::s=a  CNr«  TSaO.  9 

T  .^aa^  CW«f«a  >a£«c:^  to  da 
Tma>c  ftcmtt- amc  €haea^  90B 
TisacLa^a 
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Puff  and  A  Blow  (AX  n 
Pallman  Oar  (The),  107 
Pnnob  to  the  New  Attoniey-General,  tt6 
"  PaltlDg  his  Foot  In  it,"  T8 
Qunii  Queries.  88. 101, 107, 117,  S46,  S97 
Question  and  Answer,  186 
Rakelaoh  In  Bain,  47 
Rational  Drees.  101 
Beading  between  the  Lines,  806 
Beflections,  167 
Bemnants,  68 
"  Bhtrmes,"  109 
Bhyme  to  Bosebery,  06 
Bider's  Vade  Meoam  (TheX  61 
Blverside  Liiment  (AX  i6 
Bobert  and  Orinnidge,  94 
Bobert  and  UniflluSian,  881 
Robezt  Louis  Stevenson,  808 
Robert  on  Amerrycans.  180 
Bobert  on  the  Wonderful  Bridge  again,  9 
Robert's  Pieter,  146 
Bnbert's  Sollem  Adwise,  S17 
"  Boom  for  a  Big  One  I  **  99 
Boyal  Welsh  Bard  (TheX  86 
Rubenstein,  866 
Rule,  "Britannia,"  88 
Runner  Nnisaooe  (TheX  1*6 
BArpBics  on  Traffic,  117 
Saturday  Pops,  71 
School-Board  Apple-Pie  (TheX  819 
Scott  00  the  New  Woman,  78 
Sea-Fairies  (TLeX  188 
Hea-quenoe  of  Sonnets  (AX  168 
Seasons  (TheX  874 
BiUing  on  Our  Senate,  106 
Sequel  to  the  Story  of  UnR  (AX  800 
Seven  Ages  of  Boeebery  (TbeX  166 
"Shaky  I"  870 
SUly  Seasoning.  110 
Slifcht  AdapUtirm  (AX  ^88 
Slow  and  not  quite  Sure.  166 
Snubbed  Profossianal's  Vade  Mecum.  ffS9 
Society  for  the  Advancement  of  Litera- 
ture, 89 
Sou  Answer  (AX  11 
Song  for  the  Slogger  (AX  1 17 
Song  of  the  Imp*icuninus  Bard,  181 
Song  of  the  Leaders  (TheX  20i 
Song  of  the  Twentieth  Century  (AX  88 
Songs  of  the  Streets.  6, 16 
Sounding  the  Antitoxin,  874 
Sport  for  Batepayen,  4\t 
SUte  Aid  for  Matrimony,  18 
St.  Leger  0>incidence  (AX  186 
Suggested  Addendum  (Ax  1:(6 
Sunday  Lecture  Case  (TheX  J*« 
Tal«  of  a  Vote  (TheX  801 
Tale  of  Two  Telegrams  (TheX  VT 
Talk  k  la  Mode  de  Londres,  261 
Tulk  in  Court.  22 
Teddte  the  Tiler,  192 
Tempers  Mntantur,  181 
"  Terrible  in  hin  Anger  t "  169 
Terrible  Timnsformation  (AX  146 
Thanks  to  the  '*  Bystander,"  188 
That  Advanced  Woman  I  148 
Those  Lancers,  808 
••  Three  Cheers  for  the  Emperor,"  2V7 
Three  Christmas  Greet*ngs,  801 
Tips,  144 
To  a  Lady,  204 
To  Althea  In  CHiurch.  146 
To  Althea  in  the  SUUs.  88 
To  Amanda,  180 
To  a  PhiUntbropist,  106 
To  a  Pretty  Unknown,  198 
To  a  Scorcher,  148 
To  a  Surrey  Hostess,  86 
To  a  Wonld-be  Authoress.  98 
To  a  Would-be  Despot,  216 
To  a  Venetian  Policeman.  196 
To  a  Veteran  Champion,  ^8 
"To  be  taken  as  read,"  77 
To  Dorothy.  108 

To  HanweUU  from  Earlswood,  187 
To  her  Mother,  180 
To  Lottina.  809 
To  Melenda,  800 
To  Moliv,  8x9 
To  my  Beef  Tea,  77 
To  Philadelphia,  80S 
ToSentimeut.  144 
To  the  Oxford  Cricket  Captain,  17 
Touching  Appeal  (AX  284 
Tree  with  Variegated  Leaves,  277 
"Tripping  Merrily,"  148 
Triumph  of  the  School  Board  (A).  2t5 
True  Glory,  276 
Truisms  of  Life  (TheX  887,  898 
Trust  to  be  Trusted  (AX  14V 
Two  "  General"  Favourites,  808 
Two  Ways  nf  Auditing,  206 
Umnri  174 
Vacuocjs  Time  (TheX  119 
Vade  Mecum  for  the  Naval  Manceuvn  ».  37 
Vagabond  Verse^  219 
Venetian  Flower-Sellers.  191 
Verse  and  Choral  Summing-up,  808 
Verses  to  the  Weather  Maiden,  93 


"Vested  Interests."  186 

Villsge  Blacksmith  (TheX  888 

••VlveUB^publiquel"6 

Voice  from  "  the  Upper  Suckles  "  (AX  86 

Volunteer's  Vade  Mecum  (TheX  86 

Vote  of  Thanks  (AX  t6 

Voyage  of  Alfred  (TheX  118 

Waxtiko  their  Turn,  18 

War  Cry  CI  hex  64 

Wet-Willow.  107 

What's  in  a  Name,  indeed?  47 

What  we  may  expect  soon,  87 

Wheel  and  Whoa  i  187 

Where  are  yon  going,  revolting  Maid?  198 

Where  to  go,  82 

Whims  of  Amphitryon  (TheX  846 

Whither  Away?  9 

"  Wigs  on  the  Gieen  I "  126 

"  Winding  'em  up."  198 

With  Kind  Renrds.  277 

Wurds  to  the  wise  Women.  276 

Tk  Gentlemen  of  Holland.  78 

Yellow  Age  (The),  66 

Yellow  Riding-flabti  (TheX  94 

Yet  another  Memoir  of  Napoleon,  18 

Young  Pretender  (The),  JJW 

Yule  (^retynge  (AX  800 

LARGE  ENGRAVINGS. 

"AiJ,'sWell!"i69 

"  Awkward  Customer  '  (AnX  211 

C^ief  Mourner  (The).  22!l 

Corean  0>ck-ftght  (The),  66 

Counting  the  Catch.  9i 

Don't "  Oome  unto  these  Yellow  Sands"! 

116 
"  Evicted  Tenants,"  48 
"  For  Example  I "  KS 

"  Friend  In  Need "  (AX  81 

Jap  the  Giant-killer,  151 

"  LitUe  too  Previous  I "  (AX  103 

"Lying  Low."  Jf6 

"  Mowing  them  Down  I "  1 7 

"  Nobody  Looking  I "  247 

"  Oh.  the  Mistletoe  Bough  1 "  8c7 

"Old  Offender"  (AnX  288 

"  Putting  his  Foot  in  it,"  79 

"  Shaky  I  •  »7l 

Touching  Appeal  (AX  286 

Unrest!  i'<6 

"Vested  Intereste."  187 

"ViveUBepubllque!"7 

Waiting  their  Turn,  19 

**  Wigs  on  the  Green."  127 

"Winding 'em  up!  "199 

Young  Pretender  (TheX  189 

SMALL  ENGRAVINGS. 

Admiral  and  his  Besrd,  876 
Ambiguous  Invitation  to  the  Major.  261 
Andrew  dividing  the  Orange,  4v 
Animal*'  Stroll  in  the  Zoo,  81 


'Arry  and  Grass  Seeds  at  Bisley,  29 
'Arty  and  Li  Hung  Chang's  Feather,  180 
'Arry  and  the  "  Brighton  A'a,"  881 
'Arry  Introducing  'Arriet  to  Bill,  198 
'Arry  on  the  Lords  and  the  Ladies,  261 
'Arry  photogrsphed  on  Horseback,  76 
Art  (Mtic  and  Child's  Sketch,  6 
Baby  and  Grandpapa's  Microscope,  234 
Bad  Dancer's  Opinion  nf  Girls,  82 
Bishop  and  Boating  Clergyman,  2 16 
Boy's  Mamma  who  Snores,  126 
Boy  who  Lofft  all  his  Buttons,  886 
British  Farmer  and  Ceres,  184 
British  Farmer's  Luck  turning,  26 
Broken  Venus  of  Milo,  1 1 
Brt)wn'«  "  pretty  Flat."  232 
Bullet-proof  Coat  for  Pet  Dog.  41 
Caddie^  Idea  of  Excitement  (AX  69 
Change  of  Name  at  Marriage,  lo7 
Chick-a-leary  Cochin,  201 
Child  Patient  and  HuspiUl  Nurse,  102 
Civilisation  and  War  in  the  East,  68 
Cnimbiog  the  Araucaria,  803 
Clubber's  Club,  157 

Coachman  well  known  at  West  End,  48 
Colonel's  Nephew's  Man-Servaut.  166 
"  0>nstant  Beader"  writing  to  Papers,  209 
Contrasted  Couples  at  Sea-sidn,  114 
Country  Lady  and  Major  Visitor,  198 
Cow  Stamp  on  the  Butter.  74 
Cromwell  and  the  Statues.  98 
Curate  at  an  Otter-hunt,  89 
Curate  sings  "The6risand'sBevenge,"2t3 
C)  Clint  startling  Fox-hunter,  804 
DancinK  Ostrich  (TheX  166 
Discussing  a  Beastiy  Book.  227 
Engsgement  Bing  weights  the  Boat,  68 
Epicure  to  his  Love  (AnX  IHI 
Eton  Boy  and  the  Floods.  S53 
Fat  Din^s  Hungry  Acquaintancs,  297 
Fisherman's  Empty-Flask,  73 
Fond  Wife  and  the  Stupid  P«per,  hi 
Forgetting  whom  he  took  info  Dinner,  210 
French  Lady  and  Our  Artist's  Wife,  80 
Gernian  Emperor's  Song  (TheX  178 
Giving  Hunting  Mare  her  Head,  8t7 
Gladstone  and  the  Microecope.  964 
Gladstone  and  the  "Twelfth."  61 
Gladstonius  sings  to  Boseberius,  230 
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Prehistoric  Naval  Manoeuv^s  70 
Prehistoric  Seaside  Resort,  180 
Prehistoric  Skating,  810 
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